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Keith warned me he’d be more than I could handle. I never listen, I’m stubborn like that. I walked into his apartment as he motioned at the sofa. 

“I brought you a housewarming gift,” I said as I produced a bag with fresh baked cookies.

“Nice,” he said.

“Um, how about a tour?”

He laughed. “Stacy, you don’t give up do you?”

“No, why should I?” I stood with my hand on my hip. I had told Keith I thought we should go out sometime. We’d known each other for three years, he attended school with me during my senior year of college. He has an art degree and now teaches at the adult learning center helping those who wish for something more than just a GED to obtain some cultural art education.

“Stacy, Stacy, Stacy. I really don’t think you’d like the real me,” he said as he took the cookies to the kitchen. After pulling out a platter, he placed the cookies neatly on it and thrust it to me. “Cookie?”

I grabbed one and took a bite. He’d moved in across the hall from me and when I saw that I figured my single life luck had changed. Keith is hot, as in he’s sexy and buff and had bedroom eyes that drew me in the first time I met him. When he moved in, I suggested we go out sometime and he started holding up his hand not having it. I kept quiet and was a good neighbor, but we got together superficially for dinner and drinks and an occasional TV movie or to binge a series. 

He’d sit smack against me on the sofa, either at his place or mine. He bulged with desire but held back. One time, we were drinking wine and I dared leaning in and kissed him. Oh, he kissed back, and it heated up, but then he told me it wouldn’t work. He left me frustrated. But he kept asking me over for food and TV. I kept inviting him on runs in the park and swimming at the pool. We hung out and yet, nothing transpired.

“I’m telling you, I’m a bad guy when it comes to the bedroom,” he said.

That only fueled my interest in him even more. “So? You aren’t out on rape charges, are you?”

“I’ve never raped a woman. But that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy role playing. Look, I’m into dark fantasies. I have cravings for certain things. You’re just too nice for that,” he said.

“How do you know how nice I am? I mean I think you’re nice too. We haven’t really tried anything else,” I said.

“You’re into me, huh?” Keith asked as he grinned.

“I think you’re into me too,” I said boldly.

He shrugged. “Perhaps, I just don’t want to hurt you or disappoint you with my ways,” he said. “I’d rather keep you as a friend than risk losing you as a friend.”

“You never know until you try,” I said.

“I know. Believe me, I know. And I’m so tempted, because you’re so delicious. I think we’d have a lot of fun together,” he said.

“Then the ball’s in your court. I’m interested. I’m willing to check out your fantasies. You turn me on and sometimes it’s all I can do to keep from laying into you,” I admitted.

He grinned. I backed to the door, leaving him panting after me.

“Wait, where are you going?”

“Work. I’m off tomorrow. Maybe I’ll drop by,” I said cryptically. 

I took my time in getting up the next morning. I had a feeling playing hard to get just intrigued the sexy man even more. He kept saying I wouldn’t like him, but if its role playing, if it’s a little fun in the name of a dark fantasy, then I’m open to trying it. Finally, I sauntered across the hall, just as the sun was setting and knocked on the door.

Keith lurched forward and grabbed me as the door shut behind me. His hands grasped my wrists hard as he pinned me against the wall. “So, you don’t listen too well, do you?” he asked as he gazed into my face.

His dark blue eyes, the color of new blue denim jeans, peered at me without blinking. I couldn’t help but melt under the intense stare. His eye lashes most girls I know would kill for, as they were dark and curled back like he’d taken an eyelash curler and worked them over. Of course, he’s too manly to do such things. His mop of dark waves atop his head just invited me to run my fingers through the silky thick locks. I imagined him between my legs, his lips moving, his tongue bearing down and swirling. Just the thought stains my panties with wetness as I squirm, wanting relief for the desire pumping through my pelvis.

“Listen? I know what I want and it’s you, Keith Masters,” I said and dared to lean in and kiss those full lips.

He groaned and pressed into me. His faded jeans were well-filled with a bulging package, a roaring lion that purred for release. My hand slid down and squeezed. There, that ought to get his attention. My brow lifted as I matched his stare. 

The look of annoyance turned to curiosity and acceptance as he realized I wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.

“You’re one exciting chick, know that?” he asked and dove into my mouth. His tongue pushed through my lips, darting back and forth. He moaned and his breath flooded over my face hot and tinged with beer.

I pulled back and shoved him away. “Have another beer?” I asked as I swayed my hips while I marched into his kitchen. I knew I was playing with dangerous fire. He’s not the type of man who took no for an answer. He told me that time and again. And he’s right, I don’t listen. I’m a glutton for punishment.

I helped myself to the beer from the second shelf in the fridge. Keith smiled as he watched me unscrew the top and take a swig. In truth, I was shaking in my shoes at my boldness. I needed the alcohol to propel me forward and into his hands. The man told me, no he warned me, he was dangerous and not for the faint of heart. I knew he meant some serious business. Tried as I might, I couldn’t shake him from my daydreams. I just had to find out for myself. I knew by coming over like I did I was stepping into the lion’s den. And he was a ravenous lion looking at me like I was the sweetest prey he’d ever seen.

I drank three-fourths of the beer and apparently too slow for Keith. He grabbed the bottle and set it down. “You’re done. My turn,” he said. His lips hit my neck as he pulled  one hand over my head and held it in place and his other tugged on the bottom of my shirt while he kissed my neck. More like sucking it, I’m sure there was a giant hickey now. His knee came up between my legs, lifting and pressing against my muff. I helped him by pulling up my shirt and lifting it over my head before he ripped it. He’s that type. 

Growling, he backed from me long enough to unbutton and unzip his tight jeans. Damn, he stopped and came back at me, pressing his tongue into my mouth while he dry-humped me. Fuck. I was getting wetter with the rough play. Maybe I will like it.

He scooped me up into his arms as my legs wrapped around his waist. His lips never parted from mine as he carried me to his bedroom.  Yes! His bedroom, the place he often referred to as his playground. He’d never allowed me in there until now.

After setting me down, I looked around the room. A blanket hung over the window to block the light. His bed was made with a simple brown comforter. I grinned when I beheld the intricate carvings on the head and foot boards, little places with which to tie up someone. It even had worn marks from the women who had been here before me. Oh, this was going to be fun.

He pulled out a couple of leather straps and pitched them to the bed, then he produced four pairs of handcuffs. This time I swallowed hard because this was suddenly getting real. He meant business. He took a silk scarf and had me turn around while he tied it
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