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DEDICATION
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This book is dedicated to the man who touched me in ways no one else ever could.

Not just with his hands,
but with his presence,
his patience,
his lessons,
and his love.
You showed me what it meant to be seen,
to be held without being rushed,
to be valued without conditions.
You taught me things about love I didn’t know I needed to learn—
about strength, softness, and choosing someone fully.
You are in a better place now,
but not a day goes by that I don’t miss you.
Not a day goes by that I don’t feel the imprint you left on my heart.
This book is for you.
For you alone.
Every page carries a piece of what you gave me,
and every word is written with you in mind.
Forever missed.
Forever felt.
— S.P. Lee
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Some love stories don’t begin with fireworks.
They begin with a pause.
A look held a second too long.
A touch that lingers when it doesn’t have to.
A man who understands that patience can be just as powerful as passion.
A Man Who Knows How to Touch is a story about restraint, intention, and the quiet heat that builds when two people choose not to rush what matters most.

This is not a story about perfection.
It’s about timing.
About a man who learns a woman before he claims her.
About a woman who carries love, responsibility, and vulnerability all at once.
About the kind of connection that isn’t loud—but unforgettable.
At its heart, this book is about touch in all its forms:
the kind that steadies,
the kind that heals,
the kind that reminds you that you are wanted without being taken.
It’s about love that shows up,
love that waits,
and love that stays.
Welcome to a story where desire learns patience—
and where every touch means something.
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CHAPTER 1
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The Way He Noticed Her Before He Knew Why

––––––––
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Malcolm Sealy had learned to move through the world without lingering.

Not because he didn’t notice anything, he noticed everything. The tilt of a room. The way people shifted when someone entered their space. The small tells that revealed who was comfortable and who was pretending to be. The Army had sharpened that instinct, but it had been there long before the uniform ever touched his shoulders.

What he had learned to do was keep going.

Texas was supposed to be temporary.

That was the story he told himself when he packed up his life in New York and drove south with discipline in his posture and order in his trunk. He told himself he was here for work, for structure, for something new that didn’t require emotional excavation. He wasn’t looking to settle. He wasn’t looking to connect. He wasn’t looking for anything that asked him to stay.

He had always been good at leaving.

That afternoon, the sun sat heavy in the sky, the heat stretching wide and unapologetic. Malcolm walked with purpose, grocery list folded neatly in his back pocket, his steps measured, unhurried. Saturdays were his reset days. Routine. Predictable. A way to stay grounded.

That was when he saw her.

She wasn’t loud.
She wasn’t dramatic.
She didn’t announce herself in any obvious way.
She was simply there.

Standing in the snack aisle, one hand balancing a small basket against her hip, the other reaching for something small and brightly colored. A toddler stood close to her leg, fingers curled into her mother’s jeans, eyes wide with curiosity. Another baby rested against her chest in a carrier, tiny fingers fisted in fabric, her head tucked beneath her mother’s chin.

Malcolm slowed without realizing he had.

It wasn’t attraction that hit him first.

It was awareness.

The way she moved—deliberate, patient, grounded. The way she spoke softly to Nova, not rushed, not distracted, even with Iris pressed so close. The way she checked prices carefully, doing mental math without stress or embarrassment.

She smelled faintly of something clean and warm. Not perfume. Something natural. Familiar.

He noticed her hands.

Strong, capable hands. Hands that knew responsibility. Hands that had learned how to carry more than one thing at a time.

And then there was her face.

Syleenia James wasn’t conventionally striking in a way that demanded attention. Her beauty unfolded slowly like something you recognized only after you stopped moving long enough to see it. Her skin glowed with warmth. Her eyes were calm but alert, like she’d learned to observe before trusting. Her mouth rested in a neutral line that hinted at softness rather than invitation.

She didn’t look like a woman waiting to be saved.

She looked like a woman who had already survived.

That did something to him.

Nova tugged at her leg, saying something too soft for Malcolm to hear. Syleenia crouched down immediately, basket lowering with her, her attention fully shifting to her child.

“We’re almost done, Nova,” she said gently. “You can pick one snack, okay?”

Nova’s eyes lit up like she’d been given the greatest responsibility in the world.

Malcolm watched the exchange longer than he meant to.

He noticed how Iris shifted slightly, her small face scrunching in her sleep. Without looking down, Syleenia adjusted the carrier, one hand moving instinctively, comforting without waking her.

Iris sighed and settled.

That was when Malcolm realized something unsettling.

He couldn’t stop noticing her.

When they reached the register at the same time, it felt accidental—but he knew better. He could’ve chosen another lane. He hadn’t.

Syleenia placed her items on the counter, keeping one hand lightly on Nova’s back. Iris stirred again, her small mouth opening in a sleepy protest.

“Shh, Iris,” Syleenia murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Mama’s got you.”

The cashier rang the items up, the total landing just a little higher than expected. Syleenia hesitated—not long, not enough to draw attention—but Malcolm saw it.

She started to reach into her wallet.

He didn’t think.

He stepped forward, placing his card down smoothly.

“I got it,” he said.

Syleenia turned, startled—not offended, not flustered, just surprised.

“Oh—no, you don’t have to—” she began.

“It’s fine,” he said calmly. “Really.”

The cashier didn’t pause. The transaction went through like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Syleenia stared at the receipt like she might argue with it, then looked up at Malcolm, her eyes sharp but curious.

“I can give you the cash,” she said, already reaching into her bag.

He shook his head once. “Keep it.”

Her brows knit together slightly. “I don’t even know you.”

“I know,” he replied. “That’s okay.”

Something passed between them then.

Not flirtation.
Not expectation.
Recognition.

She studied his face, as if measuring intention. Malcolm met her gaze without pushing, without retreating.

Finally, she exhaled softly.

“Thank you,” she said. “Really.”

He nodded. “You’re welcome.”

That should’ve been the end of it.

But it wasn’t.

As Syleenia walked out of the store, Nova skipping beside her, Iris nestled against her chest, Malcolm followed at a distance he didn’t consciously choose. He watched as she adjusted Iris again, as she spoke softly to Nova about movie night, about popcorn and blankets and staying up just a little late.

Her life didn’t look chaotic.

It looked full.

Outside, the heat wrapped around them again. Syleenia started walking home, her pace steady. That was when Malcolm noticed the he was rolling slowly beside her on the street.

He hadn’t meant to pull alongside her.

But he did.

Not close enough to frighten.
Not slow enough to linger suspiciously.
Just enough to stay near.

Syleenia glanced toward the street once, her eyes flicking to the car, then back to the sidewalk. She didn’t panic. She didn’t rush. She adjusted her grip on Nova’s hand just slightly.

Malcolm felt something unfamiliar twist in his chest.

Respect.

He drove past her eventually, not wanting to cross an invisible line. But as he turned the corner, his thoughts stayed behind.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her lips.
Her smile, subtle, restrained.
The way she smelled—warm, clean, real.
And Syleenia?

As she walked the rest of the way home, her thoughts stayed with him.

Not his face.
Not the money.
But his presence.

The calm in his voice.
The lack of expectation in his eyes.
The way he didn’t linger but didn’t dismiss her either.
She replayed the moment in her mind as she unlocked her door, Nova racing inside, Iris stirring gently against her chest.

She couldn’t explain why it stayed with her.

Only that it did.

And somewhere across town, Malcolm sat in his parked car longer than necessary, hands resting on the steering wheel, staring ahead as if the road might explain something to him.

He hadn’t come to Texas looking for anything.

But something had found him anyway.

And neither of them knew yet—

This was the moment everything quietly began.
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CHAPTER 2
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The Way He Looked for Her Without Knowing Her Name
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He told himself it was nothing.

That was the easiest lie to believe—the kind that didn’t feel like lying at all. He’d built a life on small, reasonable explanations. Habit. Curiosity. Routine. He had never needed grand stories to justify his actions. He just needed things to make sense.

And yet, two days after the grocery store, he was still thinking about her.

Not in fragments.
Not in flashes.
In continuity.

It was the way her voice sounded when she spoke to her children—low, intentional, never rushed. It was the way she had assessed him in seconds, not with suspicion, but discernment. It was the fact that she hadn’t thanked him twice or tried to extend the moment past what it was.

She didn’t need anything from him.

That was what stayed with him.

Monday morning came with the same discipline it always did. Malcolm woke early, dressed with precision, and moved through his routine with practiced ease. Coffee. Keys. Wallet. Everything accounted for. From the outside, nothing about his life had changed.

Inside, something had shifted.

He caught himself scanning faces more than usual on his way to work. Not searching frantically. Just noticing. A woman crossing the street with a stroller. Another with a child perched on her hip. None of them were her.

That surprised him—how quickly his mind had narrowed the field without his permission.

At work, he stayed focused. Numbers were numbers. Deadlines were deadlines. He spoke when necessary, listened when it mattered, kept his presence clean and contained. But in the quiet moments—the ones between tasks, between conversations—his thoughts drifted back to the grocery store aisle.

He remembered Nova’s name now.

Nova.

It had stuck to him without effort.

He wondered if Iris’s name would come back too, but it didn’t—not yet. Just the image of small fingers curled into fabric. The sound of a sigh when she settled.

That afternoon, Malcolm found himself driving a slightly different route home.

Not drastically different. Just enough to pass the grocery store again.

He didn’t park right away.

He circled once. Twice.

He told himself it was convenient. That he needed a few things he’d forgotten over the weekend. That this was still within the bounds of reason.

When he finally went inside, the store felt the same—but also different. The snack aisle looked ordinary now. No quiet gravity pulling him toward it. No woman crouched beside her child, no baby nestled close.

He stood there longer than necessary anyway.

This time, he paid attention to the details he’d missed before. The scuff on the floor near the endcap. The faint hum of refrigeration. The way people moved past each other without ever really seeing one another.

He realized then what he’d been hoping for.

Not to see her again.

To understand why he wanted to.

He left with only one item in his basket.

That night, the city settled into itself slowly. Malcolm sat on the edge of his bed, shoes still on, elbows resting on his knees, his hands clasped loosely between them. The room was quiet in a way that used to comfort him.

Now it felt... incomplete.

He thought about the way she’d walked home. Steady. Unbothered. Alert without being tense. He thought about his car rolling beside her, and the way she hadn’t panicked.

She trusted her instincts.

That mattered.

Tuesday came. Then Wednesday.

And Malcolm kept noticing things.

He noticed how often his thoughts returned to that moment—not romantically, not obsessively, but persistently. Like a song he hadn’t finished listening to. Like a sentence left half-written.

By Thursday, he stopped pretending he wasn’t looking.

He started paying attention to patterns.

Same grocery store. Same general time of day. Early evening. After work, but before dark. A rhythm that made sense for a woman with children. Not rushed. Not careless.

He told himself he wasn’t waiting.

But he was aware.

Friday passed without sign of her.

So did Saturday morning.

By Saturday afternoon, Malcolm felt something unfamiliar press against his chest.

Not disappointment.

Anticipation.

That unsettled him more than anything else.

He had never waited for a stranger before. Never allowed curiosity to stretch beyond its moment. But this felt different—not because he wanted something from her, but because he wanted to know her.

Sunday came with Texas heat and the sky too blue to be ignored. Malcolm went for a walk—not toward the grocery store, but through the neighborhood near it. The one with sidewalks wide enough for strollers. Trees that offered just enough shade. Parks tucked quietly between streets.

That was when he saw her sister.

He didn’t know she was her sister at first.

He just saw her face long enough to stop him cold. Same skin tone. Same eyes. Same quiet strength in the way she carried herself. She was laughing, phone pressed to her ear, moving with ease.

Malcolm slowed.

Then stopped.

She noticed him immediately.

“Sir, are you okay?” she asked, pulling the phone away.

He hesitated—something he rarely did.

“I’m... sorry,” he said. “I thought you were someone else.”

She studied him for a second, then smiled knowingly.

“Syleenia,” she said. “You’re looking for my sister.”

The name landed like truth.

“Yes,” he admitted. “I think I am.”

She laughed softly, not unkindly. “You’re not the first.”

Malcolm didn’t smile at that. He just nodded.

“She talks about me?” he asked, surprising himself.

“Not like that,” the woman replied. “But she noticed you.”

That was enough.

She reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone, and held it up.

“You want her number or not?” she asked.

He didn’t hesitate this time.

“Yes,” he said.

She handed it to him. “Don’t waste it.”

Malcolm typed the number in carefully, like it mattered—because it did.

As he walked away, phone heavy in his pocket, he felt something unfamiliar as he settled into place in his car.

He wasn’t chasing.

He wasn’t forcing.

He was responding.

And somewhere across town, Syleenia James felt her phone vibrate in her hand, her breath catching slightly as she saw a number she didn’t recognize.

She stared at it longer than she meant to.

Then, slowly—

She smiled.

Because she knew.

The man who had paid for her daughters’ snacks hadn’t disappeared.

He had stayed curious.

And that—she realized—meant everything was about to change.
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The Way He Pressed Send Without Knowing What Would Come Back
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Malcolm didn’t text her right away.

Not because he wasn’t ready—but because he understood timing.

He stood in the same spot where her sister had left him, the phone warm in his hand, the number sitting there like something fragile. He’d typed it in carefully, double-checked every digit, then locked his screen like that alone might protect what had just happened.

He didn’t rush moments that mattered.

That was something the Army had drilled into him long before romance ever entered the picture. You observed. You assessed. You respected the weight of what you were handling.

And right now, he was holding possibility.

He walked home instead of driving, letting the Texas evening stretch around him. The heat lingered, thick but familiar now, cicadas humming in the background like the world was keeping time. With every step, his thoughts circled back—not obsessively, not chaotically—but deliberately.

Syleenia James.

Her sister had said the name easily, like it belonged in his mouth before he ever knew it. And now that he had it, Malcolm understood why the encounter at the grocery store hadn’t faded.

Syleenia wasn’t a moment.

She was a rhythm.

By the time he reached his apartment, the sky had deepened into dusk. He kicked off his shoes, set his keys down, and sat at the edge of his bed again—same place as the other night, same posture, different weight in his chest.

He unlocked his phone.

Opened a new message.

Stared at the empty screen longer than he ever had in his life.

This wasn’t uncertainty.

It was respect.

He thought about everything he could say—and discarded most of it immediately. He wasn’t a man who led with charm. He didn’t believe in clever openings or rehearsed lines. If he reached out, it needed to sound like him.

Simple.
Direct.
Honest.
He typed.

Hi. This is Malcolm. We met at the grocery store.

He paused.

That felt too formal.

He erased it.

Typed again.

Hey. This is Malcolm—the guy who bought snacks for your girls.

He stopped again.

That felt... presumptuous. Like he was trying to anchor himself to the moment instead of letting it breathe.

He exhaled slowly and typed one final time.

Hi Syleenia. This is Malcolm. I hope it’s okay that I reached out.

He read it twice.

No pressure.
No assumption.
No expectation.
Just presence.

He pressed send.

Across town, Syleenia James was sitting on the floor of her living room with Nova curled into her side, a half-finished puzzle scattered between them. Iris lay nearby on a soft blanket, chewing thoughtfully on the corner of a teething ring like it was the most important job she’d ever been given.

The television played quietly in the background, something animated and colorful that Nova wasn’t really watching anymore. Syleenia’s attention drifted between her daughters, her thoughts, and the hum of the evening settling in.

Her phone buzzed.

She ignored it at first.

Not out of disinterest, but habit. Evenings belonged to her girls. Everything else could wait. But when it buzzed again, something in her chest tightened just slightly.

She glanced at the screen.

An unknown number.

Her first instinct was caution. Syleenia had learned to trust that instinct. She picked up the phone slowly, thumb hovering as she read the message.

Hi Syleenia. This is Malcolm. I hope it’s okay that I reached out.

Her breath caught.

Just a little.

She didn’t smile immediately. She sat with the feeling first and let it pass through her without rushing to define it. The memory of the grocery store came back to her instantly, uninvited but welcome.

The calm in his voice.
The lack of expectation in his eyes.
The way he hadn’t lingered, hadn’t asked for anything in return.
She looked down at Nova, who was concentrating fiercely on fitting two puzzle pieces together.

“Almost,” Syleenia murmured, more to herself than her daughter.

Her phone buzzed again—but this time it was just the screen dimming.

Malcolm hadn’t followed up.

That mattered.

Syleenia typed slowly.

Hi. Yes, it’s okay.

She paused.

Then added:

Thank you for reaching out.

She hit send and set the phone down beside her, heart beating just a little faster than before.

Across town, Malcolm felt his phone vibrate.

He didn’t grab it immediately.

He waited—counted his breaths, grounded himself, made sure he wasn’t reacting from impulse.

Then he picked it up.

Hi. Yes, it’s okay. Thank you for reaching out.

That was all.

And somehow—it was everything.

He leaned back against the headboard, staring at the ceiling, a slow smile pulling at the corner of his mouth without permission.

She hadn’t been defensive.
She hadn’t been distant.
She had met him where he was.

He typed again, careful not to overstep.

I didn’t want to assume. I just... kept thinking about that day.

He let it sit for a moment, then sent it before he could second-guess himself.

Syleenia read the message while helping Nova up from the floor.

“What about popcorn?” Nova asked, already negotiating bedtime.

Syleenia smiled softly. “Tomorrow.”

She settled Iris more comfortably on the blanket, then picked up the phone again.

I did too, she typed.
It stayed with me.
She hesitated, then added:

Especially how calm you were.

Malcolm exhaled slowly when he read it.

Calm.

That was the word people used when they saw past the surface.

He typed back.

I’m glad it felt that way.

Then, after a pause:

I didn’t want to intrude on your life. But I’d like to get to know you—if that’s something you’re open to.

He set the phone down after sending it, resisting the urge to stare at the screen.

Across town, Syleenia stared at her phone longer than she meant to.

Open to it?

She thought about her daughters asleep down the hall later tonight. About the life she had built carefully, intentionally. About the men she had said no to—not because they were bad, but because they didn’t feel safe.

Malcolm felt safe.

Not because she knew him.

But because he wasn’t rushing her too.

She typed.

I am open to that.
Slowly.
Malcolm smiled—this time fully.

Slow is good, he replied.
That’s how I prefer things.
Syleenia set the phone down and leaned back against the couch, staring at the ceiling the way she hadn’t in a long time.

She didn’t feel swept away.

She felt... grounded.

And across town, Malcolm lay back on his bed, phone resting on his chest, realizing something that surprised him.

He wasn’t chasing.

He wasn’t forcing.

He was beginning.

And for the first time since he’d arrived in Texas, the future didn’t feel like something he needed to prepare for.

It felt like something he could let unfold.

Slowly.
Intentionally.
Exactly the way both needed it too.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
' LovLee Publishing





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





