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Sabrina
White






I wish I could
say it all began innocently and progressed from there. But I won't.
And it didn't. There was no innocence in the way it started with
Marcus. In fact, it was quite intentional on both our parts. What
we didn't expect was the way it escalated. Not out of control, mind
you. I would never let that happen. But escalate it did. And the
satisfaction I gained from it was...well, extremely gratifying.

It was a Friday
night, about five months ago. I hadn't been on a date in over a
year, and had broken up with my last boyfriend months before. My
head was not in a good space that Friday. I had just turned thirty
and was half a sip shy of being drunk. Never thought of myself as
an exhibitionist, and blamed it on the vodka martinis. Yet, no
alcohol had been involved in the Fridays since. Had the over
indulgence brought out some deep seated need I had suppressed? Who
knew? What I did know was that that first step to freedom, had done
something to me. Something that I still had no name for.

I had worked
late, as usual. My mother had arranged a get together for the
family and some friends for the Sunday, so I had felt free to
indulge in a pity party for one.

I remember it
being a balmy night, even though winter had issued a few dire
warnings earlier that week.

I had left the
balcony door open, switched off all the lights inside and parked my
ass on a chair with a glass and my premixed, iced cocktails. I hate
olives; never had to worry about the best brand or fiddly
toothpicks. Bliss - me, the night sky and a bottle of premix. The
front door had been locked, my phone set to go to voicemail, and I
was ready to feel sorry for myself. And I would have done a
marvellous job of it, if it hadn't been for one detail: Marcus.

When he stepped
out, the bottle had not even reached the halfway mark. My head was
alight with a lovely buzz.

I hadn’t
realised that he could see me despite the darkness surrounding my
balcony, but boy did I see him. He had been dressed in work
clothes, presumably the tie and jacket had been discarded and his
shirtsleeves rolled up. He had untucked his shirt tails and untied
his belt.

By that time,
my breath had been racing more than a little, drink number two or
was it three, quite forgotten in my hand. His building was a mirror
image to mine, I know I had looked at an apartment there before
deciding on this one. His balcony had a pillar constructed of fake
stones, purely for effect. It was identical to mine. Where my head
reached the fifth row of stones from the top, his head teased the
top-most row.

He was tall. I
mean really tall. But it wasn't just his height that had gotten my
long since used female parts in overdrive. No, I actually knew who
he was. CEO of one of the largest engineering companies in the
city. Number two on the hottest bachelor list. Number one was a
teenaged celebrity who lived in the city, but he didn’t do a thing
for me.

Marcus was in
his late thirties, and according to the society pages a billionaire
of his own making. That alone made me respect him more than
anything. Growing up around trust fund babies, I had decided early
on in life to fend them off like the plague.

Of course,
these days everyone avoided me. Even my family and closest friends
started acting differently around me ever since I took the job as a
security analyst. It only reminded me why my party was a solo act.
I am proud of what I do. I am smart and the fact that I and only a
handful of others like me, work to keep our citizens safe from
terror and similar horrors was a good thing.

Working for Big
Brother, however, put me in the do-not-date category. Of course, I
couldn't tell people the truth of what I did, and that didn't help
either.

My memories
pulled me back into a vibrant past.

Where I got the
courage from that evening could only be laid at the door of the
alcohol. The inspiration for my impromptu exhibition, I laid
squarely at the door of the sexy man across the communal garden
that separated our buildings.

I remember the
silence of the night that descended as we sat there. Me sitting in
the dark watching him. He in half-light staring into the night,
taking a sip from a glass upon occasion. I was silently betting
that he was a single-malt kind of guy.

There was a
cloak of quiet around him which settled onto the night and drew me
forward. Putting my glass on the floor at my feet I gravitated
towards the darkest end of my balcony as if I could come close
enough to gather that quietness into my soul.

And somehow, I
could. Sheltered in the shadows I watched him. A few moments later
the sultry notes of Latin music reached my ears. I was no music
buff, but I never could resist shaking my booty when these
pleasurable rhythms surrounded me. I never learned the steps, but
that has never stopped me.

Even now with
my eyes stalking the man across from me, my feet were already
tapping in tune. And that was where it all began.

Pretty soon my
whole body rolled and swayed with the music. The beating of the
drums thrilled the soles of my bare feet. My arms and legs moved
where and when they wanted.

The pencil
skirt was too tight, and I wiggled my hips out of it, still not
breaking my rhythm. The silk blouse restrained my freedom of
movement.

Safe in the
darkness of the shadows, I relieved my physical being from all
unnecessary fabrics. Hairpins pinged on the stone floor of the
balcony and one or two added a metallic note before dropping over
the edge into oblivion.

There was just
me, the night and the music. My skin came alive under my hands as I
traced my curves as a lover would; like the music did. It caressed
and teased, and flowed all around me in sensual waves.

My eyes were
long since closed as I lost myself to my own little world. Where I
was the only entity, sustained by the nourishment of the music and
the fresh air of the shadows.

My skin
prickled when a breeze stirred the air with chilled fingers. Then I
realised the music had stopped too. How long I had been lost in my
own mind, I had no idea.

Instead of
floating through the air, my hands were now on my arms rubbing them
up and down. Until I looked up.

There staring
right at me was Marcus Holden-Hays. Like me he was standing at the
railing of the balcony. Unlike me his face was half in shadow, but
there was no mistaking it-those ink blue eyes were looking right at
me.

The intensity
of his gaze made me shiver, or was it the sudden chill in the air?
I couldn't tell, but I didn’t move to cover myself.

Why was he
staring like that? He had seen plenty of naked women before, so I
was nothing special. I almost snorted aloud. I was nothing like the
sex bombs he had been seen with.

I shivered
again. This time I felt the chill in the air. It had nothing to do
with the heat in his eyes.

Movement caught
my eye and I looked to his right. A woman stepped out onto his
balcony. She was dressed in the highest heels I had ever seen and
the shortest negligee possible.

The moment was
gone and embarrassed I stepped deeper into the shadows, grabbing my
clothes from the floor to cover as much of me as I could while I
sought the inner sanctuary of my apartment.

As I slid the
patio door closed, I saw the woman go down on her knees and run her
hands over his thighs to his crotch.

I felt dirty
all of a sudden and pulled the curtains closed with more force than
was absolutely necessary. Dropping my clothes in the hamper I
stepped into the shower hardly noticing the cold water become warm
enough to scorch my skin.

“Stupid.
Stupid.”

My voice
sounded harsh to my own ears. I was never going outside on that
balcony again. Ever. Especially if he was there.

“Pathetic,” I
kept on chastising myself as I washed my hair. It had felt so good
to be out there, naked, dancing, I filed it away and got ready for
bed. Maybe I would wake up and it would all be but a dream.








 Chapter 2


Three days
later I arrived home after midnight. Most days my work was boring -
filled with loads of data to be analysed and reported. Then days
like this happened which made the bosses squirm in their seats.
Nothing, no security alerts, and the hours stretched on for days.
That is until an hour before end of business. People were relaxed
and talking about their upcoming dates or homework time with the
kids when all hell broke loose.

I kicked off my
shoes and headed for the shower. Right now, all I wanted was sleep.
Food and everything else could wait.

An hour later I
was still wide awake. Too many hours left of nothing to do but
think. My brain would not shut down.

With a sigh I
got up. Maybe a cup of camomile tea would help me relax.

I donned my
slippers and dressing gown, before going to the kitchen; not
bothering with any lights on the way. City living made for enough
ambient light even in the middle of the night.

Tea cup in hand
I headed to the balcony. After settling in to sip my tea and watch
the city lights, I felt a sudden change in the air. It was a touch
chilly, but I was dressed warmly enough to stay.

Inadvertently
my eyes went towards the opposite building and the balcony facing
mine. There he was. At first, I thought he was still working,
because he had his feet up and was
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