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The bell over the door at The Daily Grind was the same tired chime it had been for the last ten years, a sound I usually filtered out along with the hiss of the espresso machine and the low murmur of conversations. But today, it was a starting gun. My heart hammered against my ribs, a stupid, juvenile reaction for a forty-two-year-old man walking into a coffee shop. It was all because of her. Kira.

She was behind the counter, her back to me for a second, and my eyes locked onto the shape of her. The black apron was tied high around her waist, doing a shit job of hiding the perfect swell of her ass. It was the kind of ass that made a man forget his own name, round and firm, straining against the thin fabric of her work pants. She turned, and a shock of dark brown hair fell across one eye. She swept it away with a flick of her wrist, and her lips, glossy and full, curved into a smile that was just for me.

“Morning, Mr. D,” she said. Her voice was a low, smoky thing, a stark contrast to the bright, cheerful chirp of the other baristas. She always called me that. Mr. D. It made me feel ancient and powerful at the same time.

“Kira,” I managed. My throat was dry. I felt like a teenager talking to his first crush. “Just the usual.”

“Black eye, extra hot,” she confirmed, her eyes holding mine. “Just like you.” She winked, a slow, controlled movement that sent a jolt straight to my cock. I felt my face get hot. Goddamn it. I was a grown man. I had a mortgage. I had two kids. I shouldn’t be blushing like a schoolboy because the nineteen-year-old next door knew how to push my buttons.

She moved with an easy grace, her hands flying through the familiar dance of pulling an espresso shot. I watched her, mesmerized. The way her hips swayed when she reached for a cup. The flash of skin on her wrist as she wiped down the steam wand. She was a lit fuse, and I was just standing here, waiting for the explosion.

I risked a glance around the shop. It was busy, but not packed. A couple of laptops were open, a few people were in line, but no one was paying any attention to me. I was just another customer. That was the lie I told myself, anyway.

She finished the coffee and slid it across the counter. Her fingers brushed against mine, and the contact was electric. A current ran up my arm, hot and sharp. She held my gaze for a second too long, her smile widening just a fraction. Then I saw it. On the side of the cup, in black Sharpie, next to my name, James, were five little words: extra hot, just like you.

I grabbed the cup and retreated to my usual corner table, my pulse pounding in my ears. I sat down, my back to the wall, and took a sip. The coffee was scalding, just the way I liked it. But the heat in my chest had nothing to do with the drink. I was being an idiot. A complete, moronic idiot. This was Kira, the girl from next door. The one who’d mowed our lawn last summer when I threw my back out, wearing tiny denim shorts that should have been illegal. The one who’d waved to my wife, Sarah, with a sweet, innocent smile while I was secretly picturing her naked.

And now this. The flirting. The wink. The message on the cup. It was a game. I knew it was a game. But my body didn’t care about the rules. My cock was already hard, pressing insistently against the zipper of my jeans. I took another sip of coffee, trying to cool the fire in my blood. I told myself to just drink my coffee and go home. But I knew I wouldn’t. I was already hooked.

—-
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I stayed for that entire cup, and then another. I told myself I was reading emails on my phone, catching up on work, but really I was just watching her. She moved around the shop, clearing tables, taking orders, a constant, hypnotic presence. Every time she bent over, the fabric of her pants pulled tight across her ass, and my mouth would go dry. Every time she laughed with a customer, a sharp, throaty sound, I felt a pang of something stupid and possessive.

It was around ten-thirty when the morning rush died down. The shop thinned out, leaving only a few laptop zombies and an old man in the corner who looked like he’d been fossilized there. Kira seemed to sense the shift in the atmosphere. The professional mask slipped, just a little.

She was wiping down a table near mine, her back to me again. She leaned over further than she needed to, her body stretching in a way that was pure, unadulterated temptation. And then she did it. She glanced over her shoulder, right at me, and with her free hand, she tugged at the tie of her apron. The knot came loose. She let the apron hang for a second, hiding nothing, before casually retying it.

My breath hitched. It was so quick, so subtle, anyone else would have missed it. But I didn’t. I saw the smooth, pale skin of her lower back, just above the waistband of her pants. I saw the delicate curve of her spine. It was a flash of forbidden territory, a glimpse of a map I had no business exploring.

My cock throbbed, a painful, demanding ache. Guilt, sharp and sour, flooded my mouth. Sarah. The kids. What the fuck was I doing? This wasn’t just looking. This was participating. I was a co-conspirator in her little game. I should get up. I should leave right now and never come back during her shift again.

But I didn’t move. My feet were nailed to the floor.

She finished with the table and started walking back toward the counter. Her path took her right past my chair. As she passed, she stumbled, just a little, her hand shooting out to steady herself on the back of my chair. Her fingers brushed the back of my neck.

“Oops,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “Clumsy me.”

Her touch was a brand. I could feel the outline of her fingers on my skin long after she was gone. My entire body felt strung tight, humming with a low, dangerous frequency. This was insane. We were in a public place. My coffee shop. Where I brought my goddamn children on the weekends.

She was behind the counter again, rinsing out a cloth. She caught my eye in the polished steel of the espresso machine. Our reflections were distorted, wavy, but I could see her clear enough. She held my gaze, and then, slowly, obviously, she reached up under her apron with her free hand.

My heart stopped.

I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but I knew. The angle of her arm, the subtle shift in her posture. She was touching her own tit. Right there. While she was staring at my reflection. The sheer, ballsy audacity of it made my head spin. The air crackled. The risk was a drug, potent and
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