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I’d always loved crowds. There was something
about hundreds of people, crushed together in a small space, that
felt so intimate to me. All those lives with all those stories to
tell, all of those bodies pressed up against each other, all those
eyes watching me.

 

I spent my young life searching for a
spotlight, fighting for the lead in every play, the solo in every
concert. I wanted those hundreds of eyes riveted to me. Little did
I know there were easier ways.






***

 

I was working in as a paralegal in a law
firm in the city. The pay was decent but the work was mind-numbing.
Every day, I would eat my deli club sandwich and stare out those
windows. The glass was floor to ceiling and polished to almost
invisibility. This high up in the building, standing close to the
window was almost like flying.

 

Across the street was a high-rise apartment
building. In daylight hours the windows where gray mirrors,
reflecting nothing more interesting than the flight patterns of
pigeons. When night came around, however, the building was
alive.

 

Bright lights showed the occupants in stark
outlines, and I spent as much time staring at our neighbors across
the narrow street as I did filing once dusk fell. I watched
arguments, domesticity, and some truly vigorous sex. A hot blond
with fantastic pecs spent the better part of an hour being pounded
from behind by one of the eighth floor tenants. His tanned chest
was pressed against the glass as his partner rammed into him, and
his face was a mask of pleasure.

 

“Anthony?”

 

“Yes Mr. Black!” I jumped
up, shifting my body to block the view through the window as my
very handsome boss walked in. “I have the filing almost done for
you, sir.”

 

“That’s fine,” he said. “You
can leave for the day.” A concerned look crossed his soft blue
eyes. “Are you feeling all right? You look a little
flushed.”

 

I covered a laugh with a cough as I realized
just why I looked so flushed. My nipples were hard inside my
conservative navy button down, and I could feel a tell-tale
tightness in my pants that indicated the only thing I was coming
down with was a case of horniness. “It’s just a bit stuffy in
here,” I replied, “But thank you for the concern.”

 

He smiled, and I noticed he had a dimple in
his cheek that was so perfect I wanted to lick it. “I can’t have my
best worker coming down with the office plague. Have a good night,
Anthony.” His eyes drifted to the window and widened slightly. In
that moment I was sure I was caught, but all he did was chuckle
softly and walk away.

 

***

 

I spent the rest of the evening wondering
what Mr. Black had thought of the view through that window. The
youngest partner at the firm, Mr. Black was incredibly sexy. His
hair was thick and black and wavy, the type of hair that anyone
would want to spend their nights running their fingers through. His
eyes were deep blue, the kind that only seem to exist in movies or
ads for lasik. Under all those pin-striped suits that he wore so
very well were muscles from countless hours at the company gym
lifting weights. Not that I had stalked him or anything. His
secretary just had the kindness to snap a few camera-phone shots
when she was letting him know his lunch meeting was cancelled.
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