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I pace the length of my living room, skin slick with sweat, completely naked. It's 2 AM and sleep isn't even a possibility. My tattoos look like dark shadows against my pale skin in the dim light from the street. The window is wide open—has been for hours—and I know I'm not alone in this darkness. I feel his eyes before I see them.

The heat is suffocating tonight. July in the city is a special kind of torture. My air conditioner broke three days ago, and the super hasn't bothered to fix it. Not that I'd close the window even if it worked.

Two weeks since I ended things with Alex. Two weeks of freedom from a relationship that felt like wearing clothes that were one size too small—restrictive, uncomfortable, never quite right. We fucked like we were following an instruction manual. Every touch scripted, every moan on cue. I need more.

I run my fingers across the snake tattoo that wraps around my ribs, trailing up to the underside of my breast. My nipples harden, and it's not from the nonexistent breeze. It's the possibility. The knowledge that someone might be watching.

Across the narrow alley between buildings, windows stare back at me. Most are dark. Except one. Third floor, directly across from mine. His apartment. I don't know his name, but I've seen him. Dark hair, broad shoulders, eyes that linger a second too long when we pass each other on the street.

I stop pacing, standing fully in view of my window. I arch my back slightly, stretching my arms above my head. A performer taking the stage. The light in his window shifts. A shadow moves.

My heart pounds in my chest. My cunt throbs with a dull ache. I'm wet already, just from the possibility. The thought of being seen. Of being wanted. I've always been like this—addicted to the gaze of others. It's a hunger that Alex could never satisfy.

I lower my hands to my sides, but I don't move away from the window. I don't close the curtains. I stand there, letting the night air kiss my naked body, letting whoever is watching take their fill.
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