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            5TH DECEMBER 2019

          

        

      

    

    
      I don’t know her actual name, but I’ve invented many for her. My favourite is Ingrid because she reminds me of Ingrid Bergman. Particularly her early Hollywood movies like Casablanca, where she played a melancholic beauty. A good girl, always, but sad about it.

      We’ve never met—Ingrid and I—but we’re neighbours. In a sense, at least. We don’t share a wall or anything like that. Our houses aren’t even that close. But my bedroom window overlooks her garden in the valley below. You must be rich to live here, with these big houses so spaced apart. I live alone, but she lives with a man. Her husband, I assume.

      She’s a quiet wife, living a quiet life. Through my telescope, I can see right into their house. They chose the glass fronted kind, assuming the house nestled in a valley where no one would see them. I watched the contractors building it over the space of eighteen months. The husband stopped by several times and chatted to men in hard hats. She never visited. I would have remembered her if she had. No, Ingrid popped up one day, changing everything.

      I inherited my house once my parents died. Mother fell down the stairs three years ago. It happened before breakfast. She fell into the breakfast tray I’d made for her, knocking me back off my feet. I’d been on my way to take it to her. She was already dead by the time she crashed into me; her neck broken from the fall.

      I’ve only ever lived in one place—this house. My house, now. Perhaps someone else would find it too full of horrible memories to carry on living here, but I suppose I’m not that kind of person.

      Anyway, I didn’t start this diary to talk about myself; I started it for her. I want to track her; you see. She interests me. You could say that I’m beguiled, and that isn’t a word I use often. Not since Lydia.

      So, let’s start with the basics, shall we?

      I have estimated her height to be around five feet and six inches. This is based on the fact I suspect her husband is around six feet tall, judging by his height in comparison with the builders. She is slender. Perhaps a dress size eight or ten. Her hair is platinum blonde with a silver tinge to it. She likes to dye it regularly. Sometimes it’s slightly pink.

      She’s younger than I am. I’ve estimated her age to be around twenty-five. I’m thirty-three. Her husband seems to be even older than I am, judging by the peppering of grey in his dark hair and beard. Yes, I can see his hair colour through my telescope, it’s really rather good. The husband I reckon to be in his mid-forties, making him twenty years older than her, give or take. For that reason, I wonder whether she’s his second wife. I’ve never seen children at the house. Well, at least there aren’t any stepchildren for her to worry about.

      She has a routine.

      He wakes with the sunrise—earlier in winter—rouses her, and they have sex.

      You’re probably wondering how I know that. Well, they leave the curtains open. They aren’t shy. My theory is that he enjoys the danger of it, the potential for eyes to see them. None of that kind of thing appeals to me. If Ingrid was mine, I’d want her all to myself. I certainly wouldn’t want to share her body with any potential onlookers. Most mornings, I see him toss the duvet back before he lifts her on top of him. She has her back to me, but he stares out of the window. He can’t see me from where I am. I have a telescope and he doesn’t. Still, it’s unnerving.

      After the sex, he showers, and she does one of the following things: reads a book, reads her phone, cries or naps.

      She drapes a silk dressing gown over her alabaster skin and brushes her hair before he gets out of the shower. Then she hurries down their open staircase, makes fresh coffee and places three slices of white bread in the toaster. She mashes avocado, spreads it over the toast and arranges tomato slices on top. The husband then kisses her on the cheek, eats the breakfast she makes, drains his coffee and leaves. He wears a suit. She wears her robe and red-rimmed eyes.

      I rarely see them speak during this process.

      Afterwards, she drinks two iced coffees with some sort of milk, or substitute—I can’t quite read the label—and runs a bath.

      She does some light tidying—they have a weekly cleaner, of course—and eats her lunch in the garden. Sometimes I hear music filtering up towards my house. The wind needs to be blowing in the right direction to hear it. But I suspect she plays it most days. It’s rock music with heavy guitars and drums. Unfortunately, I don’t know the band, otherwise I’d check for them on Spotify. It would thrill me to listen to music she loves.

      Sometimes she dances. Arms outstretched. Hair flying. Whirling her body under the sun, her dress hitching up to mid-thigh. I enjoy those days the most. I remain glued to the telescope, transfixed by her movement. She doesn’t dance like the women on television. There’s no gyration, no grinding. She reminds me of a ballerina. The kind attached to a music box, spinning and spinning and spinning. I want to learn why she moves like this. Why doesn’t she go out and meet friends? Why does she stay at home every day and dance in the garden until she’s so dizzy she almost falls?

      Later, she cooks dinner for him. And I mean, she actually cooks. Everything she makes is from scratch, sauces, fresh bread, even fresh pasta. They receive produce deliveries from the local farms. Every week, a box packed full of meat arrives. Then the veggie box. I watch her husband devour those mouth-watering meals at the end of the day. God, I wish it was me. Yesterday, diary, I ate a pot noodle and had a bourbon biscuit for dessert. And the kicker is, sometimes he doesn’t even come home. Whatever he does for a living keeps him out of the house a fair bit. She rarely leaves, but he’s hardly there. It’s a mismatch. I can’t help but think about how I’d always be there.

      I like the fact she never leaves. She’s loyal.

      I like other things about her too. She’s beautiful. She keeps a tidy house. But most of all, she knows her limits. She accepts them. She’s submissive. She’s quiet. She’s perfect.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter Two


          

          
            14TH JANUARY 2020

          

        

      

    

    
      What a tedious Christmas. I had hoped to be alone so that I could watch Ingrid. What is Christmas Day like in Ingrid’s house? Did she and her husband spend it alone? Or were they with family? I wanted to see if she cooked a turkey, where they opened their presents and what he gave her. Whatever it was, I’m sure I would have bought her a better present. But I didn’t get to do any of that. My cousin and his wife descended with a cooked turkey and their offspring. They brought presents—a set of Agatha Christie novels—and even a small Christmas tree.
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