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​ Thank goodness the week was over.

Jackson Blake
saved the last file for the day, closed the compiler, disconnected
the network, and reached for the power button on his computer.
Repeating the process until the entire network was hibernating.

One older
model tucked away right at the end of the room, was for his
personal stuff. That one he would power up later to see if there
were any messages from his family.

But now he
needed a beer. Seriously. It had been a difficult week. Not that
any weeks were easy, but heading your own company and still writing
code at the same time, posed some serious challenges on even the
easiest of days.

The team had
started beta testing on Skyball and the Dragon Ryders II and
they had found so many bugs that he wanted to pull his hair
out.

The fantasy
adventure game had been so popular, that his marketing director
convinced him to release a follow up version of the software.

He grimaced as
he took off his work clothes, formal shirt, pants, shoes and
socks.

The young
programmers he employed to write the code for the game had been
grating on his nerves, so he decided to call it a day. Their
seniors had been lacking in their duties and now they had to sort
out this mess, he was done.

Donning a
favourite pair of faded denim shorts, he retrieved a beer from the
kitchen and walked to the balcony. It faced the central garden of
the horseshoe shaped apartment complex.

As soon as his
butt kissed the chair, a sigh of relief escaped from deep inside
his chest. Propping his feet on the railing, he popped the cap on
the bottle and took a long satisfying swig of the chilled
contents.

He closed his
eyes for a moment, resting the cold beer on his naked stomach. The
late afternoon sun casted much needed peace and quiet over the
valley below. He wiggled his bare toes on the railing. A cheeky
Indian Myna landed close to his feet.

Living on the
top floor of the building had definite advantages, but the damn
birds could be a nuisance at times.

He took
another long swallow of beer and looked down when the sound of a
car engine drew his attention. It was Friday and people were
returning home from work. This usually happened earlier thus the
sound should not have interested him.

His friends,
and co-owners would soon be knocking on his door for their weekly
poker game, but until then he could watch.

The car
stopped in the parking area reserved for visitors, at the end
closest to where he sat; farthest away from traffic.

It wasn't a
car of particular interest to him. It was small, modern and silver.
Nothing out of the ordinary in this part of the country.

It was the
woman that got out from behind the wheel that held his attention.
He snorted and drained his beer.

He didn't do
relationships, neither did his buddies. They built this place and
lived here because of its location. It was isolated and they
preferred it that way.

This didn't
mean that women were not on the radar. Sex was a mutually
satisfying activity, but as soon as the deed was done it was time
to leave.

He shifted as
the woman opened the luggage compartment of the car. He groaned
loudly when she bent over to dig out the red bucket.

He wished the
uncomfortable erection down, but it wasn't interested in
listening.

It happened
every Friday afternoon since she had moved into the complex. His
building. Third floor. Corner apartment. And right below his
own.

Shit.

As usual her
long honey-brown hair was up in a ponytail, teasing him with its
playful swing as she moved around. Long enough to reach her arse,
it tapped her back to continuously remind him of the sweet cheeks
peeking out at the hems of those short shorts.

Her body had
enough curves to give him wet dreams.

His palms
itched to cup those bouncy breasts.

A drop if
condensation slipped from his stomach to the edge of his shorts. A
hiss escaped him, when it ran into the sensitive head of his cock
burgeoning from the waistband.

“Shit,” he
muttered when the doorbell sounded.

Getting to his
feet, he readjusted himself with cool hands, hoping the chill would
transfer some sense to his cock. Yeah, right.

Shrugging he
went inside to find his buddies leaning against the walls, chatting
animatedly about the game they were going to watch after a few
rounds of poker.

“You look like
you need a cold one,” Daniels said and handed him a bottle, before
pushing his way inside, followed by the others.

“Fuck you,” he
growled in response.

They laughed
and made their way into his living room.






* * *






Lillian Kramer
sighed when she spotted him leaving his balcony. For weeks she had
been out here, dressed like a teenager in the hope of attracting
his attention. She wasn’t looking for a boyfriend, only someone to
help scratch her female itch.
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