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The Goddess Next Door

“Oh my God, who does she think she is?”

The sound of sex filled my bedroom, but not in the way I would’ve liked. It wasn’t me and Lisa who were doing the deed. Instead, the noises were coming from next door.

They were loud. We could hear the headboard of the bed banging against the wall we shared, one bedroom connected to the other by a thin wall, our apartments basically the same layout, only in reverse. But more than that, we could hear a woman’s voice, raised in wild cries of pleasure and passion, her rhythmic moans reaching through the wall as if there was no separation at all, as if she was in the room with us.

“This is ridiculous.”

Lisa’s eyes blazed as she looked at me. Like I was supposed to do something about it. Like this wasn’t unbelievably awkward to me, too. Maybe even more than it was for her.

The truth was, things weren’t going great between us. It was hard to even say why. I didn’t fully understand it myself. No one had cheated, no one had broken the rules like that. But sometimes, when we lay together in bed at night, it was like I could feel the distance growing between us. Like we had forgotten how to talk each other. Once, more than just my girlfriend, she had been my best friend. The only person I wanted to spend time with, the first person I wanted to talk to at the end of a difficult day. The person I wanted to share every aspect of my life with, good and bad.

It felt like that should still be true. But somehow, it wasn’t, and I didn’t know why. I didn’t know why it felt as though this distance was growing between us, but I knew it was there.

We hadn’t talked about it. Maybe that was one of our weaknesses, as a couple. A reluctance to talk about important things, to identify what was really bothering us. But in my experience, talking did at least as much harm as it helped. Besides, once you talk about something, there’s no getting away from it. It’s an acknowledgement that it’s a real issue, and until that happened, I could almost tell myself that it was all in my head. I couldn’t even imagine how I would start a conversation along those lines. Like I said, nothing had happened. It was just a feeling, and feelings can be wrong.

Some things can’t be denied, though. Things you can quantify, numbers you can compare. I was more comfortable with those, I suppose, feeling myself more on solid ground. Our sex life had practically fallen off a cliff. I know that things can’t always be like they are in the early days of a relationship. I know that excitement fades. But attraction shouldn’t. Not for us. We were still young, still in our 20s, way too young for complacency to set in.

I still wanted her. That wasn’t the problem. She was just as beautiful as ever, just as sexy. That hadn’t changed.

But sex does change once you’re in a relationship. Like seemingly everything, it becomes somehow about something else. She didn’t use it against me, didn’t wield it like a weapon or anything like that, the way some women sometimes do. But sometimes, lately, I got the feeling that whenever I tried to make a move, it came to her as a massive inconvenience. As if being intimate with me was a chore, like doing the dishes or pushing the vacuum cleaner around. Something you do because you have to, not because you want to. You want to live in a clean house, so you have to clean it. You want to be in a relationship, so you have to have sex.

Well, I can’t operate that way. If she’s not into it, all the way into it, neither am I. Some guys, I know, don’t mind. Some of the guys at work even made jokes about how their wives hated sleeping with them, but did it anyway out of obligation. I never found those jerks very funny. To me, it always sounded like the saddest thing imaginable.

Ours wasn’t a sexless relationship; not yet. But young as we were, it felt as if things were headed that way. And we didn’t talk about it, of course, but Lisa had to have noticed too. She must’ve noticed that I had almost stopped trying, that I barely even bothered trying to get her to have sex with me anymore. It just led to more rejection, more hurt, and most of the time, it was easier not to try. Better to lie to myself and pretend my girlfriend was still attracted to me than to force the issue and find myself questioning that all over again.

Which was what made the noises coming from next door especially hard to take.

“We can hear you!”

Lisa yelled out loud, the sudden noise of her voice almost making me jump as she pounded on the wall behind us. I stared at her in shock, absolutely mortified.

“Don’t do that, ” I said.

“Why not? She’s the one being rude. Putting on a show like that. You know she’s faking it, right?”

I wondered.

Lisa had never made noises like that, it was true. But I had been with other girls before her. The truth is, some women really enjoy sex, throwing themselves into it, losing themselves in the mad rush of passion. And others? Others are like Lisa.

More reserved. Less demonstrative. I’m not going to call her frigid, because she wasn’t. Once she gets going, she can be passionate enough for anyone. But it was like she never quite learned how to let go. Like she had some voice in her head that called her horrible names, that told her good girls aren’t supposed to enjoy sex. That letting go completely was something she shouldn’t do. And sometimes, I wondered if that was part of the emotional distance between us, too.

I’m not good at talking about the way I feel, but really, neither was she. They say that women are more emotional, more in touch with their feelings, but I don’t think that’s universally true. I think that some women, Lisa included, have as much trouble being open and honest about the way they feel as any man. Maybe her inability to let go in the bedroom was deep down the same as her inability to talk openly and honestly about the way she felt. It seemed like a valid theory, to me at least. But I could ponder it all I wanted and not change anything, because we weren’t going to talk about it.

Next door, the noisy sex paused, but only for a moment. The woman clearly heard Lisa, and her voice grew quiet, the noise of the headboard banging against the wall stopping. But only for a moment. Soon, it was back again, the rhythm changed now, and the woman seemed unable to help herself. Her cries of joyful passion soon rang out around us again, maybe even louder this time, as if to teach us a lesson for daring to complain.

“Unbelievable,” Lisa growled.

Rolling over onto her side, she viciously grabbed a pillow and clamped it over her ears, trying to shut out the sounds from next door. There would be no sleep until our neighbors were well and truly finished with their noisy sex, completely satisfied and dissolving into that blissful afterglow that it felt like neither of us had experienced for far, far too long.

Then again, I told myself as I lay there in the dark, staring up at the ceiling, trying to control the confusing mass of emotions inside me, it was no wonder I felt differently about the whole situation than my girlfriend did. After all, she hadn’t seen our new neighbor.

*****

The next day was Saturday. Part of why, I guess, I hadn’t been as mad about the night before as Lisa was. It wasn’t like we had to get up for work in the morning. I didn’t particularly want to lie awake all night listening to someone getting railed in the apartment next to me, but it didn’t seem to offend me on the same visceral level as it did for her.

In fact, as shameful as it was to admit, in a way, it excited me.

I could picture the neighbor, this woman I had briefly met in the hallway while she moved into the apartment. Andrea. Physically, she couldn’t have been much more different from my girlfriend, but she was no less attractive, that was for sure.

Tall and blond, with bright blue eyes that shone behind a pair of designer glasses, she looked almost like a model. In a way, she was the kind of woman that women think is even more attractive than men do. Not that men wouldn’t go crazy over her too. But she was a classic tall blue-eyed blonde, almost like a Barbie doll brought to life. Except no Barbie doll ever had curves like that. When I ran into her moving into her apartment, she was wearing clothes appropriate for the occasion, a pair of black leggings and a red T-shirt with the logo of some school or other on it. But her unremarkable outfit couldn’t hide the exceptional body she had.

She was with a guy, of course. Doing the lion’s share of the moving. I barely remembered his face, didn’t remember his name, even though he had given it to me as we shook hands. It was her I remembered. And I suspected that happened to these two a lot.

Lying there in the darkness of the night, listening to Andrea having noisy sex to christen her new apartment, I thought about her. And eventually, when Lisa’s breathing had turned slow and steady, when I was sure she was asleep, I had reached down and found my rock-hard cock under the blankets. There, in silence, I had stroked myself to orgasm, thinking thoughts about Andrea that I knew would destroy Lisa if she were to ever guess them. But a man can only take so much.

Which is what made it even more awkward when I ran into her in the laundry room the next day.

“Oh, hi,” she said as she turned to me, smiling a smile that could only be described as dazzling.

In some weird way, I felt like she must be able to know, must be able to smell the embarrassing truth on me, even if rationally, I knew that was impossible. Besides, look at her. Women like her have to know the effect they have on the men around them. She was beautiful. Not just pretty, not just hot, but a genuine beauty, and her looks had probably been making men act awkward around her for most of her life. Probably she just thought that that’s what men are like. Just like they say there are no atheists in a foxhole, I sometimes suspect that the women who hate men are never the really beautiful ones. Really beautiful people live in a different world from the rest of us, a kinder, more generous world.

Not that they don’t have their share of creeps and weirdoes to deal with, and not that I’m some ugly chud who can only gaze in astonishment at the beautiful people so high above me. After all, I had landed Lisa, and she was a gorgeous woman who got plenty of male attention. But Andrea was something else. She looked famous even though she wasn’t, if that makes any sense. She didn’t look like she should be here, in this regular apartment building, mixing it up with the likes of us. She looked like she should be on a yacht somewhere, being hit on by billionaires. On a red carpet dressed in a gown that cost more than most people’s mortgage payment, posing for photos. She was that kind of beauty, the kind you rarely meet in an ordinary life like mine. Maybe it wasn’t especially charitable of me to wonder if, had Lisa met her like I had, she might have been even more angry at hearing this goddess have sex the night before.

“Hi. Andrea, right?”

“Yeah,” she said, her smile growing even wider as if she was surprised that I remembered her name. As if anyone who met her ever forgot her. Looking the way she did, that didn’t seem even remotely possible. “Steve, isn’t it?”

Maybe she was acting. But I was genuinely surprised that she had remembered my name. After all, I know I don’t make the kind of impression that she does. Some people are just good with people, I guess. Good with names, good with faces, good at all those little tricks that make people like you. In some sense, it didn’t really seem fair that she had her incredible good looks and an abundance of natural charm, too. But whoever said that life is about fairness? We get what we’re given in this world, and there’s not much point complaining about it.

“Yeah,” I said, hoping my surprise and, to be honest, happiness at her remembering my name didn’t show on my face. It was ridiculous. It was like I was some silly boy around her, childishly pleased at being remembered just because she was pretty. We all think we’re grown adults, in full possession of ourselves. And then a really beautiful woman comes along and shows us that we’re really not. Ultimately, we’re all just stupid kids, trying to guess our way through the world, subject to all the same wrong and stupid ideas as we ever were, no matter how much we try to tell ourselves otherwise.

“Sorry about last night,” she said, smiling sheepishly as she spoke. While I loaded my clothes into the washer, she was pulling her bedsheets out of the dryer, folding them somewhat carelessly as she tossed them into her basket. “I get a little carried away sometimes. It’s just – well, you know. New place. You know how it is. You’ve got to get your scent on it.”

She was apologizing, but honestly, she didn’t seem all that disturbed by what had happened. I guess there was really no reason why she should be. Sex happens, as natural a part of life as anything. We all do it, when we get the chance. The difference was, I got the impression that she got the chance more than most. Like any attractive woman, she lived in a world where sex was readily available, hers just for the asking anytime she wanted. Like many beautiful women, I suspected, she was under the mistaken impression that that was true for everyone.

“Yeah, I get it,” I said, smiling sheepishly, trying to act cool. It was both amazing and kind of pathetic how badly I realized I wanted this woman to like me. “I’m not sure my girlfriend is quite as chilled about it, though.”

Andrea’s face darkened. Why did I say that? Was I just clumsily trying to inject the fact that I had a girlfriend into the conversation? As if I needed to do that. As if this woman had any interest in me, after I had just heard what great sex she was having with her boyfriend the night before.

“Oh no,” she said, her smooth brow showing faint lines as her face radiated concern. “She probably hates me already.”

You must be used to that, I thought to myself. She was the kind of woman other women feel threatened by.

“No, of course she doesn’t,” I said. “Honestly, it’s not a big deal at all. She was just tired and cranky.”

“I know I can get a little loud when I’m having fun,” Andrea said. There was that not entirely genuine sheepishness about her again, that look on her face that wasn’t so much guilty as an impression of guilt. “I’ll try and keep it down in the future.”

“No, seriously, don’t worry about it.”

As I straightened up from the washing machine, scanning my card and starting the cycle, she was taking a pair of her underwear out of the dryer. She held them up between her hands, as if inspecting them, and I tried not to look while trying not to look away at the same time. Trying not to make things awkward. Trying to pretend I wasn’t thinking about her body, about her pussy, about the way she had moaned and screamed almost in my ear the night before, and the way it had felt to have to listen to it, to have to lie there next to my furious girlfriend and pretend I was with Andrea instead.

It was quite some start to my relationship with my new neighbor, nothing but awkwardness and embarrassment and a desire I was still reluctant to admit to myself. Rough patch or not, I still loved Lisa. I still wanted to be with her. But none of that stops you from wanting other people. And it doesn’t help when you’re sexually frustrated, when your girlfriend seems to have lost all interest, and you’re confronted with a woman who looks like this and clearly doesn’t have nearly as many hangups when it comes to sex.

“I’d love to meet her. You guys should come over.”

“Yeah. We should do that.”

“How about tonight?”

Andrea smiled brightly as she hefted her washing basket onto one hip. I stared at her open-mouthed. I hadn’t meant it. It’s just one of those things you say when someone makes an offer like that, without really thinking it will ever happen.

“I don’t know, we might be doing something. I need to ask her.”

“So ask her.”

Andrea reached into a pocket on her leggings, maybe the same ones she was wearing yesterday when she moved into place. She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen, asking me for my number. I gave it, feeling weirdly guilty as I did. After all, it wasn’t like the woman was asking me out. She knew I had a girlfriend, and she clearly had a boyfriend, and this was nothing more than being neighborly. Still, it felt wrong. Because I was attracted to her. That was the only reason it felt the way it did, the only reason I had to feel conflicted about it. Of course, knowing that didn’t exactly make me feel any better.

“Okay, I’ll ask her,” I said. I didn’t exactly make my tone sound all that enthusiastic, all that hopeful, but Andrea seemed completely undaunted. She just smiled that stunning smile, her face seeming to suggest that she never imagined anything could go wrong, never imagined that anything in life might not go her way. After all, I felt sure, in her experience, the world had a way of bending over backwards. Andrea, I imagined, probably always got what she wanted.

*****

“We don’t have to go.”

Lisa didn’t even look at me. Her eyes flashed, once, in the bathroom mirror as she looked at my reflection, then turned back to her own. Savagely, she tugged a brush through her dark hair, as if it had done something to wrong her.

“Of course we do. She invited us. It would be rude not to.”

“Yeah, but you obviously don’t want to go.”

“What’s that got to do with it? We can’t not go. Imagine how awkward it would be, every time we ran into her. ‘Oh, hey, how’s it going? Yeah, no, we don’t want to talk to you, ever.’”

“Well, we wouldn’t say quite like that,” I said, trying to bring a bit of levity to the situation. But the way Lisa’s eyes blazed told me she was in no mood for that.

“We’re going. It’s fine.”

Fine. Every guy knows that when she says it’s fine, it’s anything but fine. Probably it couldn’t be further from fine. But her fine, I knew, was also final. To talk about it any further would just be inviting an argument. And so I stepped out of our tiny apartment bathroom, making more room for Lisa to do her makeup and get herself ready for a night it was clear she was in no way looking forward to, but for whatever complex reason, was not going to allow herself to avoid.

I sat on the bed. I was ready to go. I had dressed carelessly, knowing that anything else might seem suspicious to my girlfriend. She took more trouble over her own appearance. Maybe, I thought to myself, she would’ve taken even more trouble if she knew what she was walking into, if she knew the way that Andrea looked. I’ve noticed before that women have a way of competing when it comes to fashion and beauty. But I wasn’t going to tell her. How would that go? Hey, babe, by the way, this girl is like super beautiful. Like movie star, supermodel beautiful, so, you know, you might want to make a bit more effort? No, I wasn’t suicidal. I wasn’t going to say a thing about the way Andrea looked, no matter what.

I do enjoy watching Lisa get ready, though. Even if, this time, it was clear her heart wasn’t in it. Her movements were brisk, her anger radiating off her, and in some way, that made the way she beautified herself even more striking. When she came out of the bathroom, she had her makeup done, her dark hair shining like black satin, falling in gentle waves around her head, reaching just down to her shoulders. Her brown eyes glowed, rich and warm, accentuated by dark powder on her eyelids to bring out their colour. Her lips were a bright red that suited her complexion, drawing my eyes to her mouth, those lips that I had had occasion to enjoy from time to time, but not as much recently as I would have liked.

She pulled off her T-shirt, standing in front of me in just a bra and panties. Her body was incredible. She didn’t love her lack of height, I knew, but it never bothered me. Her proportions were perfect, her breasts just the right size to grab and squeeze and kiss, her hips broad and spreading into a magnificent ass. I felt desire stirring inside me as I looked at her standing in front of me in her underwear, but as usual, I did nothing about it. Lately, Lisa was never in the mood, but certainly, she wouldn’t be now. Angry as she was, making herself do this for reasons that weren’t entirely clear to me, I knew the best course of action was to leave her alone as far as possible. Of course, that didn’t mean it wasn’t tempting.

She went through her clothes, holding a couple of options up against her body, without asking my opinion. Finally, she settled on a sparkly party dress, black and silver, along with a pair of high heels that she slid her feet into, giving her more height.

“You look amazing,” I said. She glanced at me, and didn’t smile. Didn’t thank me for the compliment. But I knew she was going to need every bit of confidence she could muster once she met the woman in the apartment next to ours.

“All right, let’s get this over with,” she said with a sigh.

I followed her out of the bedroom, grabbing the bottle of wine she had bought from the supermarket earlier that day and following her into the hallway.

It was just a few steps to Andrea’s door. I knocked, and Lisa adjusted her dress with minute movements in the few seconds it took for Andrea to let us in. But when she opened the door, standing in front of us with that beaming smile I was already getting to know so well, I felt a sudden rush of all kinds of emotions.

Desire, obviously, first and foremost. But also nervousness and caution, knowing that my girlfriend was right beside me, possibly watching my every move. I didn’t want to give anything away, desperate not to give a single sign of the way I felt. Trying not to look at Andrea too closely, even though, in a way, that was all I wanted to do.

She wore her hair long and loose, the golden strands running down over her shoulders, halfway down her back, exposed, I could guess without seeing it was, by the red halter top she wore. As always, she was wearing her glasses, but behind the lenses, I could see her long dark eyelashes, the eyeliner and eyeshadow that accentuated the bright blue of her eyes and made them almost supernaturally pretty. Her lipstick was a more muted red than the one my girlfriend wore, but it suited Andrea’s paler complexion and her classic blond Barbie look.

She was wearing black leather pants. So tight they looked to have been painted on to the endlessly desirable curves of her body. Her hips and her thighs looked absolutely spectacular, fuelling that desire I didn’t want to feel, but seemingly couldn’t avoid. Not with her looking like this.

And Lisa looked just as stunned as I was. The difference was, she didn’t have the same need to hide it from anyone. She stared at our new neighbor like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, as if she had expected some hag instead of this vision of undeniable sex appeal that stood in front of us.

Part of me felt sorry for her. Whatever Lisa had expected, she had not expected this. And as pretty as she was, she shouldn’t have felt threatened by other women, even one as gorgeous as Andrea. But after all, our feelings don’t have to make sense, even to ourselves. Just by standing there, looking the way she did, I knew that Andrea was making Lisa feel self-conscious. Her tall blonde classic beauty was everything, I suspected, that Lisa felt she wasn’t. Everything she might sometimes feel, beautiful as she was, didn’t quite measure up.

It would have been impossible to say anything, to give any kind of warning about Andrea’s looks, of course. But in that moment, part of me wished that I had. Because Lisa seemed completely blindsided by what was standing in front of her, and as she turned her face to me, she looked a strange combination of helpless and furious, and even as part of me found it kind of funny, another, kinder part felt bad for her.

But all of this passed in no more than a second or two, without a word being said at any point. There was nothing we could say. Nothing that was even slightly appropriate, anyway. And nothing, I guessed, that Andrea hadn’t heard before, many, many times over the course of her life as a truly beautiful woman.

“Great to see you guys! Come on in!”

Andrea turned, leading us into her apartment, and Lisa glared at me as we followed behind her, that leather-covered ass shining in the light to emphasize every killer curve the woman had in such abundance. As if this was somehow my fault. As if I could help the fact that a beautiful blonde goddess had moved in next door to us.
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