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        This is not just a love story, it’s an obsession…

      

        

      
        I can’t keep my eyes off the tall, dark, and confident man who stops in the coffee shop every morning. I want this stranger more than I’ve ever wanted anyone before, even though I only know his first name. As an author, my imagination is my ultimate writing tool, men like Kane my muse. And the minute he leaves, I’m overcome with fantasies I can’t control and my fingers fly across the keyboard … until one day, I almost snap. My embarrassing outburst has me running out the door when he catches me and takes me to his home.

      

        

      
        Though it’s risky, I can’t resist him. And with one kiss, he now owns me. This man will capture my sanity and trap it forever. He’ll steal me one piece at a time until he possesses me completely. He’ll ruin me for any other man. But I don’t want anyone else, for it’ll always be forever him…
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        His name is Kane.

        I will love him forever. He just doesn’t know it yet…

      

      

      The only reason I know his name is because every morning when he stops at the coffee shop for his large black coffee, the barista calls out, “Kane with a K.”

      Every. Single. Morning.

      I assume the barista does it on purpose. Possibly to coax a smile out of him. But it never does. His expression never changes. It seems forever stuck in serious mode. He just grabs his coffee, throws money into the tip jar, spins on his heels, and leaves.

      Maybe he’s an important man. A busy man. A man with a lot of responsibilities on his broad shoulders. Maybe his mind is on what he needs to get done for the day.

      But he never deviates from his routine. Black coffee. No cream. No sugar. No pastries.

      Not once since I’ve noticed him.

      I rarely pay attention to people coming and going from the shop since the mornings are usually busy. I sit in my corner with my laptop open, my brain spinning with ideas. Or not.

      Sometimes I have severe writer’s block. Those are the times my brain seems dark and empty. Nobody’s home. I had it the first morning I noticed him. During those times, I stare off blindly while reaching deep into my head. Searching for… something. Anything. Begging for just a couple words to spur my creativity.

      The front door with its delicate dinging bell usually never pulls my attention. Until that day. The day I happened to be staring at the door mindlessly, not paying attention to the influx of customers.

      Until him.

      He’s tall. And broad. Not fat, no. Heavy muscles bunch under the dress shirt he wears as he pushes the door open and steps inside. His dark hair is super short on the sides, just a tiny bit longer on the top. A no-nonsense haircut. Like him… No nonsense.

      His perfectly ironed, deep purple dress shirt is tucked neatly into his black slacks. His black leather belt is held together by a simple gold-tone buckle.

      His eyebrows appear dark and heavy above eyes that make me blink. They are so light but I can't tell if they are gray or blue. No matter what, they’re a shocking contrast to his skin color.

      The only visible accessory he wears is a watch on his wrist. Even from where I sit, I can see it’s quality. One I could never afford, and I probably wouldn’t know the brand. But it screams expensive.

      His legs are long and unmistakably solid, giving him a confident stride as he beelines to the counter.

      Why does he stop here for black coffee? I’m sure he can afford a coffee maker. It isn’t difficult to make. Some grounds, a filter, and some water. Push the button, wait, and voilà…

      Ah, maybe he doesn’t like to wait. But is it actually quicker to stop here every morning?

      Maybe he doesn’t like to clean up. Though, after studying him, my gut instinct says he can afford someone to take care of dirty dishes. Perhaps he even has a significant other who would be willing to do it. A wife. A husband.

      A lover…

      It doesn’t matter why he stops each morning because once I notice him, I can’t take my eyes off him. I can’t concentrate.

      I watch his lips move as he places his order. I wait for the corners of his lips to turn up as he talks to the barista. They don’t. No eye crinkle, no smile, not even a nod of his head to acknowledge that he’s speaking to a fellow human.

      Nothing.

      He never takes out a cell phone once while waiting for his coffee. I have never even seen him with one in his hand.

      He would be the kind of person to think it rude to be on your phone instead of giving your full attention to the person serving you. Even if that attention is cold, lifeless.

      He’s consistent, and he always comes alone.

      One day I switch from my regular table in the corner to a table where I can see his left hand. His ring finger appears bare. Though, that doesn’t guarantee he isn’t married. Or in a committed relationship. A lot of men don’t wear bands.

      I watch him every day. I learn the way he moves, that he’s right-handed, that he takes fifteen strides to the coffee counter. That he always checks the lid on his coffee to make sure it’s secure before pivoting to leave.

      I turn into Pavlov’s dog. When the bell rings at 8:02 every morning, I have to glance up. I can’t fight it even if I want to.

      After I watch him walk out the door, I spin fantasies about him. How he will look naked. How his face will twist when he comes. How his fingers will feel deep in my pussy, stroking my insides, making me wet.

      How serious his kiss will be when he crushes me against him.

      I can’t escape my thoughts. My desires. My panty-soaking fantasies.

      I think about changing coffee shops because I‘m becoming obsessed.

      I want to touch him. I want to see him smile. I want to make him laugh.

      I imagine that something is missing from his life. Like me. I can solve all his problems. I can smooth his brow when it furrows after being overwhelmed at work. I can kiss away the tension. I can whisper soothing words in his ear to distract him from all the important tasks he’s responsible for.

      The only good thing about my obsession is it helps me write. Once the bell rings as the door closes behind him, my fingers tear across the keyboard. I no longer suffer from writer’s block. Fantasy after fantasy pops in my head, and I squeeze my thighs together until I ache as the words spill out onto the screen.

      He is my muse.

      My inspiration.

      His skin is dark, but I can’t imagine him lounging by a pool. He seems too important for that. Or too impatient. He probably doesn’t have time for fun. Life for him is about getting things done.

      So, it isn’t a tan. No, his skin tone appears natural. His heritage makes him dark. Brooding. Intense. Something lurks in his lineage that is far from middle America. Even if his driver’s license classifies him as white, his family tree would say otherwise.

      Kane with a K intrigues me.

      I never sleep in anymore, but I don’t have to set my alarm. My eyes pop open every weekday at the same time, my head already filled with him. I make sure I am at the coffee shop, in my usual spot with my laptop open, my chai tea fresh and hot in front of me by 7:50. Just in case he’s early.

      He never is. He’s like clockwork. He has a routine, and sticks with it.

      Every. Single. Morning.

      I want to know what his last name is. What he does for a living. What kind of car he drives. Does he walk to the coffee shop? Does he live or work nearby?

      When the tiny bell rings, I glance up. My eyes flick to the time in the corner of my screen, 8:02. Then they land back on him.

      Today he wears a jacket over his light blue dress shirt, one that emphasizes the color of his eyes. His dark blue patterned tie is knotted perfectly, precise, tight to his collar. The cuffs of his shirt are visible over his hands. The correct length for a well-dressed man. His gold cufflinks flash as his arm swings in rhythm with his gait.

      He’s so out of my league, he never, ever glances my way. Not once.

      I don’t understand how he can’t feel the heat of my gaze, the filthy sexual nature of my thoughts.

      How can he not feel me undressing him?

      Every. Single. Morning.

      He has to wait this morning. Two people are ahead of him with much more complex orders than his usual large black coffee. The staff is short-handed today. His sharp gaze sweeps the space behind the counter before realizing the issue. He lifts his arm and checks his watch.

      His toe taps. Most likely from impatience, not nervousness. His body turns as he surveys the shop. For once, he's noticing that there are other customers and things in the café other than just him, the barista, and his large black coffee.

      I feel him, though he’s not even close, not even touching me.

      I sense the air shift with every breath he takes. I notice every blink. His long, dark eyelashes open and close like two Chinese fans.

      Then his gaze bounces to me. Instead of continuing past, it stops. It stays. He stares. Possibly because I’m staring back. Maybe because my mouth gapes open and I’m breathing more shallow than normal.

      I shift awkwardly in the hard, wooden chair as heat rises into my cheeks, and I’m mortified that I can’t tear my gaze away from his.

      His eyes narrow and his brows furrow, making his eyes appear darker than normal. They remind me of a stormy sea instead of the tranquil Caribbean Ocean.

      My heart beats furiously as his eyes roam over my hair. I fight not to run a hand through it and hope it’s all in place… because it usually isn’t. I curse under my breath when his gaze drops lower to my mouth. I lick my lips before slamming my jaw shut, narrowly missing my tongue. His inspection of me is slow, thorough. Down my neck and then lower.

      I’m glad I tossed on a V-neck cashmere sweater this morning and not an old sweatshirt. Never in my wildest fantasies did I think he would notice me.

      Never.

      His eyes roam smoothly to my cleavage and pause again. One second, two seconds, three seconds. Blood rushes to my head, and I squirm. Heat pools at my core making me wiggle in my seat.

      God, just his gaze makes me want to come. My pussy throbs and I have an urge to touch myself.

      All of those fantasies.

      If he only knew.

      He’d probably laugh and think I’m silly. That he’s way out of my league. He would never be with someone like me.

      But I want him to touch me. I want his fingers to rake through my hair, rip my head back. I want to feel his lips, his teeth, along the strong pulse in my neck. I want him to brush his thumbs over my hardened nipples.

      I find myself light-headed and realize I stopped breathing. I’m waiting. Paused for him to make his move. To grab my hand, pull me out the door, to his house, his car, his office, where he could fuck me thoroughly and hard until he makes me explode into a million pieces.

      I want to climb on his lap and spear myself on his cock, riding him hard until I’m slick, sweating, and clinging to his skin with my fingernails. I want to feel his teeth along the sensitive curves of my breasts.

      I want.

      I want.

      I want him to touch me.

      I need him to touch me.

      I need his fingers, his hard cock, inside me.

      And I’m as impatient as him.

      I need it now.

      I want him now.

      Now!

      I scream silently. A voice I don’t recognize as mine yells, “Touch me, damn it! Touch me!”

      Then I realize all customers’ eyes are on me. Those words, that demand, were not contained in my head.

      No.

      I shouted it out loud. The rawness in my throat unequivocal proof.

      My chair squeals as I shove it back and it falls to a clatter behind me. I grab my laptop, slamming the lid down. I tuck it under my arm and rush out of the coffee shop.

      I leave my dignity behind, just like my chai latte.

      My cheeks remain hot, my heart pounds, my stomach rolls. I’m about to evacuate the contents of my stomach.

      I push through the front door and suck in fresh air, willing myself to breathe. In through the nostrils, out through the mouth. Slow, steady. Keeping the rhythm until my nausea subsides.

      My back faces the store front, and cars with occupants, who are clueless to my recent life-changing outburst, whiz by. They don’t know how crazy I sounded shouting to a man, a stranger, in the coffee shop behind me.

      But I know.

      And he knows.

      I need to get away before the door opens, the bell rings, and he steps out onto the sidewalk. One we would have to share.

      Because right now, the thought of sharing anything with him is too much.

      I force my feet to move, my legs to function. I move forward blindly. Step by step.

      Then a car horn blares, scaring me out of my stupor. And my whole body becomes a rag-doll.
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      Strong, long fingers firmly grip my upper arm, forcing me back onto the curb. My neck whips back and forth like a furiously shaken bobble head. A rush of adrenaline causes my stomach to flip, and my heart to skip a beat.

      “Careful!” His voice sounds low, smooth, like warm honey. But it’s firm, like a man who takes charge.

      I haven’t turned around yet.

      Not yet.

      I can’t face him. Though he invades my personal space. “Are you okay?”

      I can feel him inspecting me to make sure I’m whole.

      When I don’t respond, he continues, “Look. Can I buy you a coffee? I noticed you left yours behind.”

      Another reminder of my major malfunction.

      I can’t answer him, so I simply nod. I quickly gather my wits and tilt my head to the shop behind us and finally find my voice. “Not in there.”

      I’m so humiliated, I doubt I’ll ever return to my favorite morning spot.

      “No. Not in there,” he agrees, and then chuckles.

      His laugh resonates low and deep like his voice and sends shivers down my spine. I don’t doubt his voice alone could melt me into a puddle at his feet. The amused sounds escaping him affect me more than I could ever realize.

      And who knew he could even crack a smile, let alone laugh.

      Strangely, I haven’t faced him yet. I seem frozen in place. “Thank you for stopping me...” I hesitate, and he answers my unsaid inquiry.

      “Kane.”

      My whole being knows his name. I hear it every morning when the barista yells it out. I nod and slowly turn around, dislodging his grasp on my arm.

      “Kane.” It rolls off my tongue as I repeat it. I realize I’ve never said his name out loud before. Even after all the weeks I’ve studied him while he waits for his black coffee. The name fits him.

      He looks at me, a question in his eyes. But he doesn’t ask.

      “Lila,” I offer. A delicate name for someone who’s not.

      “Nice to meet you, Lila.”

      My name on his lips sounds like he’s sucking on a caramel. Sweet, sticky. It makes my toes curl, and my fingers clench.

      “So, coffee?”

      “Yes.”

      “I know the perfect spot.”

      I do, too... His bed.

      I shake my head, squeezing my eyes shut, trying to knock my debauched thoughts from my mind.

      “Are you sure you’re all right?” This man who’s never shown a smidgeon of emotion in all the minutes I have watched him, suddenly shows concern for a stranger?

      And it hits me then. Kane with a K is a stranger as well. I shouldn’t be going anywhere with him, should I?

      He clears his throat as I stare up at him. “If you don’t want to go…”

      Of course, I will go with him. Because there’s no other place I’d rather be than with Kane with a K.

      If he ends up being some crazed serial killer, then hopefully I learn from my mistake. I snort out loud.

      His eyebrows rise, and he stares deep into my soul.

      “L-l-let’s go,” I finally stutter and then curse myself silently.

      His brow smooths out and the creases at the corners of his amazing eyes crinkle. If I didn’t know better, I’d think it’s sort of a smile. Or a look of satisfaction.

      He takes my elbow and walks me three cars down, pausing in front of a Mercedes sedan parked at the curb that’s all blacked out. The paint, the windows, the wheels. It’s bad ass. And looks super expensive.

      He pulls the key fob out of his pocket and opens the door for me like a perfect gentleman. I guess I shouldn’t expect anything less from him. I slide into the dark gray leather passenger seat and before I can say “boo,” he shuts the door. The silence in the car during the time it takes him to make his way around to the driver’s side makes me feel like I’m in some sort of luxurious, air-tight cocoon. I stop stroking the soft leather seat when he opens the driver’s door.

      Hell, I can’t even afford a car. Ever since I quit my job to write full-time, I must make good use out of my two feet, and take advantage of public transportation.

      But I’m happier, mostly. The downside is I’ve been lonely recently, since writing can be an isolated profession.

      I sneak a glance at the man driving the car; he’s probably never lonely. Instead, he most likely enjoys his alone time.

      I look out of the windshield to see the direction he’s heading through the city. As the street signs flash past, I realize he’s heading west. To a better part of town.

      No surprise.

      “So, who were you shouting to back there?”

      He doesn’t know. Or maybe he’s being polite and pretending not to know. Either way…

      “I’m a writer. My characters have conversations in my head all the time.”

      He cocks an eyebrow but keeps his gaze on the road. It’s the morning rush hour, and the streets are busy.

      “I usually keep it under control, though,” I assure him.

      A smile creeps across his face. He gives me a quick sideways glance that says he doesn’t believe me.

      So, he knows.

      Heat crawls back into my face, and I try to change the subject. “Where are we going?”

      “It won’t be long now.”

      Not an answer, but I turn to gaze out of the passenger side window. The businesses have turned into residences. Some large and stately, some smaller and well-maintained. The streets are tree-lined and litter-free. More upscale than where my apartment is. Just a bit.

      “Don’t you have to be somewhere?” I ask him. He's most likely never late to work.

      “I do.”

      “And where is that?” I study his profile.

      Since the traffic is lighter here in the residential part of the city, he turns his head to look at me.

      No. It’s not a look; it’s a raking of his eyes over my face. I keep my expression blank; I don’t want to let him know how he affects me.

      But he does. My nipples pebble under his gaze and I squeeze my thighs together as the ache between them builds.

      I fear he can make me come with only a look.

      He returns his attention forward, and within a few seconds, he’s pulling the large Mercedes into a driveway and then into a three-car garage. As the overhead garage door shuts behind us, I’m not sure what I should do. I’m now in a stranger’s car, in a stranger’s garage, at a stranger’s house. And no one… no one knows where am I.

      Smart move, Lila. You may end up being eaten with fava beans, or your skin may be worn as a coat. But, hey, he’s hot, right?

      “I… Uh...”

      He doesn’t wait for me to stumble through my concern. Instead, he gets out of the car and comes around to my side, opening the door and offering me his hand.

      See? He’s a complete gentleman. What serial killer has such good manners?

      Fuck. Probably most of them.

      My fingers squeeze tighter around the laptop I’m holding against me as I stare at his outstretched hand.

      His fingers appear long, dark, and neatly manicured. Perfect to strangle me with. Why did I ever think it was a good idea to go with him to get coffee?

      “Let me help you out, Lila. Take my hand.” A demand.

      Well, when he puts it like that… Okay.

      I release one cramped hand from my computer and let him take it to help me climb out of the car. As he closes the passenger side door behind me, I turn and see two more vehicles in the garage. One looks like an old muscle car from the sixties. And the other isn’t a car at all. The motorcycle, all blacked out like the Benz, looks fast and the emblem on the side belongs to BMW.

      This man likes speed. Precision. Luxury.

      Everything I’m not.

      I’m a struggling author doing my best to make ends meet, having a hard time even paying my rent. I can’t afford manicures, expensive clothes, regular hair appointments… or even a 1988 Ford Escort.

      But I am a determined woman. And I have always been willing to work hard.

      As he escorts me through a door into what I can only assume is his house, I feel determined not to be a murder victim today.

      The hand that envelopes mine is warm, smooth, and very large, dwarfing mine. Now that I’m next to him, I realize how tall he actually is. In contrast, I’m not very tall at all. Only three inches over five feet. He must be a foot taller than me. Maybe not a whole foot, but it’s close. Maybe six-one or six-two.

      I glance down as we walk. His dress shoes shine, his pants are the perfect length. This man does not buy a suit from a rack. No, sir.

      We travel down a long, tiled hallway and end up in a large, open kitchen. More tile, muted colors, perfectly clean.

      And what do you know? A coffee maker sits on the counter in a corner under a cabinet. I get a sudden urge to run a finger over it to check for dust. I don’t because he releases me and puts a hand along the small of my back.

      The sweater I’m wearing is thin, and I can feel the heat of his palm on my skin. I try not to shiver since my nipples are hard enough as it is.

      He guides me over to a stool at the center island and instructs me to “have a seat.”

      I do, and watch him shed his suit jacket. It’s like watching porn as he slips it over his broad shoulders and down his arms. I can’t pull my eyes away as he carefully folds it in half and lays it over a chair at the kitchen table.

      “I guess you live here.”

      He runs a hand over his discarded jacket before turning, a crooked smile on his face. “No, I have no idea who lives here. I figured we could just borrow their coffee maker.”

      Oh, he has a sense of humor. I like it.

      I like him.

      From seeing him at the coffee shop, I never would have thought the guy had a personality at all. “You’re a pretty good burglar then, since you memorized their alarm code.”

      “I don’t forget things.”

      Strange comment. But, okay…

      “Like you.”

      My eyes lock on his. His amazing blue eyes are such an odd color for his skin tone. “What does that mean?”

      He ignores my question and moves around the kitchen pulling a bag of coffee out of the freezer. While he sets up the coffee maker, his back is to me and he asks, “Are you hungry? Do you want something to eat with your coffee?”

      “Do you cook?”

      “Only enough not to starve. What would you like?”

      I shake my head but realize he’s not looking at me. “Nothing. I’m not hungry, but thank you.”

      He glances over his shoulder at me. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, thank you.” I’m not hungry, but I am curious. “Why do you stop at the shop every day if you have a coffee maker?”

      He pushes the power button on the top-of-the-line appliance and turns to face me, leaning back against the counter. His eyes rake over me again, making me want to shudder under his gaze. “Because of you.”

      I frown because I still don’t understand how him stopping for coffee every day has anything to do with me. “What about me?”

      He pushes himself away from the counter and approaches. I’m watching him like he’s a lion stalking his prey. This time I can’t stop the shiver that trickles down my spine.

      He leans forward, and I hold my breath thinking he will grab me, but instead he reaches around to grasp the back of the stool and spins it to face him. When he steps closer, my legs end up trapped between his.

      He stares down at me with those eyes of his, and I can't release his gaze. I'm stuck. Frozen. Like a deer in headlights unable to avoid the oncoming car.

      “Lila. I go in there every day to see you.”

      He’s lying. He must be. Not once has he looked my way in all the days he’s come in since I’ve noticed him. He must be making this up as he goes.

      “I don’t believe you,” I whisper.

      My gaze locks on his beautifully shaped lips as he says, “It’s true.”

      I run a tongue over my own lips because suddenly I’m parched. The movement doesn’t escape him, and he stares at my mouth.

      “One day I was running late, and I figured I would just pop in there to grab my coffee, and I noticed you sitting in the corner, hiding behind your laptop. You had color in your cheeks, and your eyes had a soft, unfocused look. Your bottom lip was tucked between your teeth. You looked so sexy at that moment. I knew then I had to see you again.”

      When he speaks, his words sound beautiful, no matter what they are, no matter what the context. Just then I want to hear him say something offensive. A searing, obscene word. Like “fuck.” The word fuck coming off his tongue would probably sound like doves crying and angels singing.

      How bizarre. My line of thought is not a line at all, but a scribble. A messy doodle on a wrinkled piece of notebook paper.

      “I was waiting for you.”

      “Waiting for?” I ask, now even more confused.

      “You’ve been watching me for weeks,” Kane says as he moves behind me. Not touching. He’s simply there. A presence I can feel but not see. “Why?”

      “Why…” My words trail off. I don’t want to tell him why, I don’t want to seem like a depraved soul. An obsessed stalker.

      But he knows why. It hits me that this may be a game for him. He put himself in front of me daily until I noticed. Then once I did I fell right into his trap.

      Was his approach some weird foreplay?

      I shake my head slowly. My voice is low, breathless. “It was what you wanted, right? For me to notice you? If so, why didn’t you ever speak to me?” Because the man certainly can’t be shy, or an introvert like me.

      He finally touches me, a finger sweeps my long hair off my shoulder, away from the right side of my neck. The air feels cool against my exposed skin. His body heat licks along my back as he leans close. Closer. Then he presses his lips against the curve of my throat. It’s soft and delicate, like a butterfly landing on the center of a blooming flower.

      “I’ve been waiting awhile to do that.”

      I still don’t understand why he waited so long. Why not approach a woman you’re interested in? “You never looked at me once, but you’ve been waiting to kiss my neck?” I murmur, not hiding the disbelief in my question.

      “Yes,” he says against my skin. “Every day I could see your body react when I walked in. You softened, you looked at me with heat I couldn’t miss.”

      I shake my head only slightly, not trying to dislodge his lips which reminds me of silk brushing up and down my neck. Then the tip of his tongue draws a line along my spine.

      “So, it was foreplay.”

      “I wanted to make sure you were interested.”

      “And my outburst cemented that.”

      His hands land on my shoulders and he squeezes them gently as he places his mouth to my ear. “Yes. You demanded I touch you.”

      That I did.

      “Just how much do you want me to touch you?”

      “How badly? Or how much?” I ask.

      He releases my shoulders and moves around to stand in front of me, looking down once again. The man could intimidate without trying. “Both.”

      Heat creeps into my cheeks. Not from embarrassment this time. Instead, it’s my burning desire fueling the flames.

      I want him badly.

      I want him a lot.

      My body feels on fire.

      “Don’t make me guess, Lila. Tell me. Tell me what you want me to do with you. What you want me to do to you.”

      A simple answer would be “everything,” but I doubt he’ll accept that as an answer. He seems to be more detail-oriented than that.

      Start simple, stupid.

      “Kiss me.” I struggle to keep my voice from lifting at the end. I don’t want it to sound like a question, but more as if I know what I want.

      “Is that all?”

      I almost laugh at his question because we both know a kiss will not be enough. “No.”

      His smile widens, the corners of his eyes crinkle. He’s amused. “Coffee first?”

      “Oh, hell n—" Before I can finish, his mouth crushes mine, his lips moving, his tongue separating my lips, exploring my mouth with power and determination.

      His fingers dig into the back of my head as he presses us closer. With a tilt of his head, he seals our mouths tighter together. A groan builds at the back of my throat. My eyes squeeze shut because I can’t think of anything except what he’s doing.

      His kiss dominates me. Takes control of my body from head to toe. It makes the little hairs on the back of my neck stand on edge.

      With one kiss, he now owns me.

      He cups my face as he breaks the contact, moving only enough so I can speak. But still only a breath away.

      Just a breath. I don’t move. I can’t. I open my eyes and meet his. His blue eyes make me shiver because they are shadowed, unreadable. And completely disturbing.

      “Again,” I whisper.

      With a slight curl to his lips, he presses them against mine once more, this time more gently. Our tongues tangle, and I lay my hands on his chest. I place one directly over his heart so I can feel it beating under my palm. His races as fast as mine. Not a steady beat, but a pounding tattoo.

      As he moves down my jawline, I tilt my head to offer my neck. His tongue, warm and wet, slides down the side of my throat making me almost purr. My nipples have turned into painful peaks, and I want him to touch them, suck them.

      I don’t even know this guy’s last name.

      But as his hands shift down to my shoulders, I realize I couldn't care less. His legal name could be Kane with a K, and I wouldn’t give a flying fuck.

      “What else do you want, Lila?”

      Again with the questions. I don’t want to tell him. I want him to know my needs. He’s forcing me to think, to acknowledge that I want this stranger more than I’ve ever wanted anyone before.

      This connection, this draw, makes no sense. It’s heady, almost intoxicating.

      He smells good. Dark spices, tangy. Right then, I know I need to taste him. Does he taste like he smells? Like an exotic dish that tantalizes my senses?

      I inhale him deep into my lungs and say, “I want to take you into my mouth.”

      Without a word, he straightens and steps back from me. If I thought his eyes appeared dark before, they’re even darker now. Dangerous and stormy.

      He’s no longer looking like a satisfied kitten who drank a dish of milk. He’s back to that lion stalking his prey as he watches me carefully, cautiously.

      Most men I know would have had their pants down and their cocks out before the offer was even finished. Not this man. He stands stock still and studies me, making me want to squirm.

      Then suddenly one corner of his mouth lifts, and he offers me his hand. “We’ll skip the coffee.”

      I ignore his hand and push myself off the stool and drop to my knees in front of him. Right on the kitchen floor. I reach for his belt buckle, and his hands fall to his sides as his stance widens. I glance up his body and see him watching me quietly. His expression unreadable.

      I will see what I can do to change that. My fingers are trembling so I fumble a bit until I can unhook the buckle and unfasten his slacks. I slowly slide his zipper down and stare at the juncture of his open pants with anticipation. It’s like Christmas morning.

      I’m ready to unwrap my gift.

      Since his stance is wide and his thighs are muscular and thick, his pants fall only past his hips. His boxer briefs are blue like his eyes and, from what I can see, he certainly is going to be giving me a very, very nice gift.

      I swallow hard and try to control my breathing as I run my fingers down the cotton covering his bulge. I want to see him. I want to hold him, but I’m enjoying the anticipation of the unknown.

      He doesn’t move or make a sound as I cup him within my palm and feel the weight and heat of his balls tucked within his briefs. I glance up again. Still no reaction. I slide my fingers in and along the elastic waistband and slowly reveal what I’ve been waiting for.

      My mouth waters at the sight of precum beading at the crown of his cock. I dart my tongue out to capture it. The salty goodness tastes like heaven, and my eyelids flutter shut. My pussy is wet and clenching, desperate to have his hard length, his thick girth within me.

      He tucks a finger under my chin and lifts my face to him. “Look at me while you take me into your mouth.”

      I do. My gaze never wavers as I wrap my lips around the head. The only sign on his face is a slight movement, a very tiny twitch near his right eye. Not the reaction I’m looking for. But I’ve only just begun.

      I wrap my fingers around the root of his cock and squeeze. I can’t continue to look at him. I need to concentrate on making him break.

      Deeper and deeper, I take as much of him as possible. My lips stretching, my tongue sliding, my mouth sucking. My eyes flick upward when I hear a noise. I didn’t imagine it, but he still isn’t showing me any reaction. He’s keeping himself together, his control solid.

      Now more determined, I run my tongue up the thick vein, capture the head in my mouth, suck harder, before lightly scraping my teeth over the most sensitive area.

      My own actions make me ache for him, wet for him. Instead of stretching my lips, I want him to stretch me inside, fill me completely.

      I take another pass from the root to the tip and his hips jerk. No, not a jerk, only a slight twitch. The man seems to be made of steel. Immune to the wet heat of my mouth, the softness of my tongue.

      Another twitch, another sound. He’s letting his façade slip. His hands dig into my hair, pulling it tight, making my scalp scream. I lift my gaze enough to see his eyes, now hooded, his lips slightly parted. His fingers clench and unclench in my hair following the same rhythm of my movement.

      I slide my mouth up and down faster, and I finally hear his breathing become ragged, shallow. I want to smile my triumph, but I can’t since he remains hard and long and thick within my mouth.

      His thrusts start small, shallow, as he pulls my head towards him. I fight my panic as he bumps the back of my throat over and over. I swallow and breathe through my nose, my eyes water. I relax my throat, and I still can’t take all of him. It’s uncomfortable, but I want to see him break. I want to be the one to bring a look of unadulterated pleasure to his face. I want to hear him cry out my name.

      As a tear rolls from the corner of my eye, I peek up at him again. His eyes squeeze shut, his jaw tightens, his lips press together. When a low moan escapes him, his eyes pop open, and he catches me watching him. His eyes darken as he holds my gaze, his chest heaves as my name escapes his lips.

      And as his body tenses against me, he’s about to fall apart. About to come undone.

      “Lila… Lila… Lila,” he chants on each breath. A raw sound escapes him, and then he grits his teeth and releases his hot, salty cum at the back of my throat. He still has a death grip on my head, holding me tightly as his cock pulsates on my tongue. And I accept all of him.

      Because he’s mine.

      He just doesn’t realize it yet.
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      Kane leads me through the house to the master bedroom like he’s escorting me to the prom… with a hand to the small of my back, his other hand holding mine in front of him. I feel as if we should waltz down the hallway instead of walk.

      His is the only bedroom I’ve ever been in that has double doors. But beyond them is his domain.

      The room is large, more like a suite, tastefully decorated in muted colors of tans and browns. The black furniture shines, and I can’t imagine a piece of dust would last but a split moment on its surface in this household. No piles of clothes, no bottles of cologne or lotions in sight, not a stray sock or visible pair of shoes. The bedroom is as put-together as Kane with a K.

      He might be a little shell-shocked if he saw my apartment. But now is not the time to worry about that. No. Right now, he directs me to the center of the room and releases me to circle as he inspects me up and down, like a filet mignon about to be devoured by a vegetarian sneaking a piece of meat.

      My voice breaks as I ask, “Do you want me to get undressed?” Because why else would he bring me into his bedroom? For the actual cup of coffee I never received?

      “No.” He stops, and his deep voice behind me is like an aphrodisiac. I'm already wet from the blowjob I gave him. I'm already primed and ready for him to fuck me hard and deep and fast.

      But he doesn’t seem like the typical man. He appears to want to take his time, not rush. Appreciate the minute details.

      “You’re exquisite,” he murmurs. His fingers rake through my long hair; then he suddenly grips a handful and forcefully yanks my head back. He presses his mouth to the tender spot where my neck meets my shoulder. Who knew that spot has the power to make me melt.

      Maybe it’s not the spot, and it’s the man instead. It's possible that anywhere he places his mouth will make me come undone as he did in the kitchen. Though, I fear I’ll shatter much faster than he did. I don’t have his control… nor am I sure I want it.

      His arms cross in front of me as he grips the hem of my sweater and pulls it up slowly. Up over my belly, over my ribcage, over my bra where the backs of his hands brush over my peaked nipples. I close my eyes at the sensation. He moves like molasses, and it's driving me mad. He continues, pulling the soft fabric over my head, my hair spilling around me once it’s free. He leaves my arms in the sweater. I realize why as he slides the sweater down my arms, along my back. He leaves it tangled around my wrists. My hands end up bound behind me too easily. Simply with my sweater. My lips part and a shuddered breath escapes me.

      He's hard against my ass, but there are too many layers of clothes between us. I make a noise of impatience, and I hear an answering chuckle.

      “Lila, we have all the time in the world.”

      No, not true. I have a deadline, and he has somewhere to be. Even though I still have no idea where. He’s a man that belongs somewhere doing something.

      Though, maybe he answers to no one but himself.

      I release a loud breath and twist my head to look at him.

      “Face forward,” he commands.

      My first instinct is to argue with him. My natural reaction is to say no man tells me what to do.

      But I know that’s not the case. Not here. Not now. Not with him.

      So I do it.

      I stare at his large bed and wonder how soon we’ll be on it. How soon he’ll be completely naked. And, more importantly, how soon I’ll be coming…

      With my arms bound behind me, he nips lightly across my shoulders, at the base of my neck, down my spine, only stopping because my wrists are in the way. His tongue traces my spine all the way back to the top. With ease, he unfastens my bra, but it only falls forward until the straps catch my elbows.

      He cups my breasts, lifting their weight, brushing his thumbs over the tight tips. Back and forth, back and forth, until my breasts are heavy with need. And that need is his tongue, his lips, his mouth.

      "Beautiful," he whispers into my ear before tracing the outer shell with the tip of his tongue. He takes my lobe into his mouth, and I gasp that something so simple could be so erotic. I close my eyes as he sucks and his fingers capture both nipples, twisting, pulling, tweaking the nubs until my knees buckle.

      He quickly releases my ear and catches me with an arm tight around my midsection. “Ah, you like that.”

      Like isn’t strong enough. “Yes,” I hiss.

      One broad hand splays along my belly, the other squeezes and kneads my breast as his warm breath plays along my ear. “Perfect.”

      I’m not exquisite, beautiful, or even close to being perfect. But I’ll wear his compliments like an outer skin because no one, not one man I’ve ever been with, has called me those things. Even if it’s for a short time, I’ll welcome his praise. He doesn’t need to say those things to get me naked, and I know he’s aware of that. So it makes me think maybe he believes what he says.

      I feel good, desired. And I want him all the more, if that's even possible.

      Kane takes my trapped wrists and turns me to face him. He appears a little undone. His dress shirt has been hanging free from his pants since the episode in the kitchen, his belt buckle dangles loose, his pants barely cling to his hips. His erection remains strong, the smooth bulbous head peeking above the elastic band of his boxer briefs as if reminding us not to forget it.

      I don’t think either of us will. I have the urge to lick it again, to fall to my knees. But I am at the point of needing more than that. I need some satisfaction of my own.

      And my patience has long disappeared. “Get naked,” I demand.

      One of his brows lifts slightly, and his lips press together for a moment before he says, “I don’t think you’re in a position to demand anything.”

      “I can slip the sweater off my hands.”

      “I know you can, but you won’t until I tell you to.”

      Damn. He’s right.

      I enjoy the power he has over me. It thrills me to my toes. This is more than sex. Because if this was just sex, he could have fucked me by now and had me halfway home.

      “So far you’ve only asked for a kiss. And I wanted you to tell me what you want.”

      Once again, the word “everything” echoes through my soul. “I want you inside me.”

      He shakes his head slowly. “No.” Not a no as in he will never fuck me, but instead, the one short word speaks volumes. He wants me to tell him to do things to lead up to that.

      “I want your mouth on me,” I tell him.

      “I had them on your lips, your ears.”

      “More.”

      “Where.”

      I swallow hard. My pussy clenches. I want him there. My breasts ache. I want his mouth there, too.

      I open my mouth, but nothing escapes.

      He runs his hands along the outer curves of my breasts. “Here?”

      I nod.

      He slides them down my belly and over my jeans to the V in my legs. “How about here?”

      I quiver at his touch. “Yes. There, too.”

      His hands continue, traveling around my hips to my ass. He cups both cheeks and squeezes. "And here?"

      I’ve never had anyone’s mouth there. The idea catches me off guard. It seems a more intimate place than my pussy.

      “No,” I whisper, my voice catching.

      “Who says you have a choice?” My gaze locks on his, and I know my eyes are wide, surprised. He gives me a slow, reassuring smile. “We will never do anything you don’t want to do,” he says, and I'm instantly overcome with relief.

      Listen, I have an open mind. I’m up for experimentation. But I don’t know this man. Yet.

      He slips his arms around me, almost in a hug, and he pushes the twisted sweater and my bra straps over my hands, letting them both fall to the floor behind me. “I have a better way to bind you.”

      “I’ve never…”

      “Never?” He lifts a brow as if surprised not everyone has been tied up during sex.

      I shake my head. “No. Never.”

      “Would you like that?”

      “I don’t know…” The possibility excites me but scares me at the same time. The thought of not being able to escape if needed is intimidating though. My blood rushes through my veins, and my nerves stand on end. “If you bind me, I won’t be able to touch you.”

      “Do you want to touch me, Lila?”

      Oh, fuck yes. “Yes, Kane, I do.” My fingers find the top of my jeans and I fumble with the button.

      He stops me immediately with a sharp, “Don’t.” He brushes my hands aside. “I will always undress you. I will take care of you. I will tend to you.”

      The “always” part makes my head spin. That and the fact that I’ve never had anyone take care of me or spoil me and it may be out of my comfort zone.

      He pops the button of my jeans out of the loop and slides down the zipper. I grasp his shoulders for balance as he works the pants down my legs. I lift one foot and then the other as he tugs them off, stripping my shoes and socks at the same time. He is still fully dressed as I stand in the middle of his bedroom in just my panties. I’m not self-conscious because he’s already told me I’m exquisite, beautiful, and perfect. And there’s nothing better as an ego booster than that.

      “Take your panties off, then sit on the bed, spread your legs, and show me where you want my mouth as I undress.”

      I take my time sliding my pink bikini-cut underwear down my thighs until they fall to my feet and I step out of them before backing myself to the edge of the bed. I sit and open my knees, hiding nothing from him. He remains in place, not moving a muscle, and I want to scream at him to take his clothes off. I want to see his body, I want him against me, I want to have his weight on and over me.

      He finally moves so he’s facing me directly with nothing blocking his view, and he reaches up to unbutton his dress shirt, slipping one button through the hole, then the next. He takes his time, not in a rush. He seems to be enjoying the view I’m providing. His eyes lock on my sex, and I slide my fingers down my belly until I'm right there, separating my folds, letting him see how slick and ready I am for him.

      I circle my clit and press, and my hips jump in reaction. My goal of making him undress faster seems a failure. No matter how I play with myself, how many fingers I slide in and out of me, he continues to unbutton his shirt at the same pace.

      It’s maddening.

      I need to discover a way to break his control.

      “Let me see you come,” he says as he finally slips his shirt off of his broad shoulders. He lays it over the back of a chair that sits in the corner, though his eyes never leave me, never leave my heated center, while he does so. He tugs his undershirt over his head and folds it neatly to place it on the chair’s seat. He sits on the edge of the chair’s cushion and unlaces his dress shoes. One then the other before sliding them off and tucking them and his socks under the chair.

      His gaze has never once wavered. He watches my fingers strum along my pussy and my clit, my arousal increasing with each pass.

      “I want to see you come, Lila,” he repeats. He stands, now only in his dress pants. He yanks the belt free and instead of leaving it on the chair, he folds it in half and snaps it together loudly. The sharp noise makes me jump and my heart race. I imagine him striking my ass with it, making it pink and sensitive, hot to the touch. I close my eyes and thrust two fingers inside of me harder, faster. I rub my clit with my other hand just as hard and fast as well.

      I'm close to coming, and he doesn't even have his pants off yet. My eyes pop open. "I need to see you."

      With a sharp nod, he pushes his pants and boxer briefs down in one swoop. Folding them neatly, he places them with the rest of his clothes.

      He nears the bed, though doesn’t move to touch me. I fight back a frustrated scream, but I know what he’s waiting for.

      He wants to see me come.

      I don’t even have time to appreciate his nudity, his maleness, because I’m right there. Balanced precariously on that tight wire. Only seconds away from doing what he asked, demanded.

      His watching me makes me lose my balance, and I fall. My eyes close, my hips rise, and my core ripples around my fingers. I cry out, gasping for breath. I haven’t had such an intense orgasm in forever.

      Now my forever includes him.

      My climax only took a slight edge off my desire, but now I have the real thing in front of me.

      He’s built like a sculpted dark god. An angel in shadows. I can find very little softness along his lines and planes. His erection juts from his pelvis, long and thick. His hips are narrow, his thighs heavy with muscle. And once I reach his toes, I work my way back up, slower this time. Over the distinct muscles in his stomach, the curve of his firm pecs, his small, dark nipples, his wide shoulders, the visible veins in his hard biceps, the crook of his elbows, the powerful forearms, and then his long, elegant fingers. I realize at this moment… those fingers can wreck me.

      They are capable of doing all kinds of things to turn me into a puppet. A play thing. They can control me.

      When my gaze finally stops on his face, he smiles. It’s a knowing smile. He knows I like what I see.

      How could I not? He said I’m perfect. But he’s wrong.

      He is the one who’s perfect.

      And he is all mine.

      He steps in between my thighs and lifts my now slack hand to his mouth. He slips the two fingers I had deep in my pussy between his lips and sucks them clean. His tongue swirls around my digits, and I swear I almost come again. It’s one of the most erotic gestures I’ve ever witnessed.

      “The appetizer was delicious, but I’m ready for the main course.” He releases my hand and lowers himself to his knees between my legs. Wrapping his arms around my open thighs, he pulls me right to the edge of the mattress. I fall back onto my elbows, watching as his head lowers and his face disappears.

      As with everything else, Kane takes his time, slowly stroking between my folds with his tongue. I open to his touch like the petals of a flower. A rush of pleasure overcomes me as he nuzzles my clit, licks it, flicks it, sucks it hard. My head falls back between my shoulders and my eyes roll in my head at the heady sensations his mouth invokes. A strangled moan escapes me as he separates my swollen labia with his long fingers, so his tongue can glide in and out of me. Heat builds at my center as he slides two fingers into my slick pussy, his tongue swirling around my clit now.

      Fuck. I can't take any more. I'm wet, hot, and on edge. Getting dizzy and breathless, I lift my head and watch what he's doing to me as if just feeling it isn't enough. It's a heady sight, seeing the top of his head move in the same rhythm as his fingers. And as he sucks my clit hard, my heartbeat pounds in my ears, my body tenses, and then surrenders as a climax crashes over me. I cry out his name, this Kane with a K. And he stills as the last of the waves subside. He lays a gentle kiss on my now sensitive nub before pulling away and sitting back on his heels, studying me.

      “That is the look I noticed when I first saw you sitting in the coffee shop’s corner.”

      His soft words pull me out of my passion-induced stupor. Do I really look like I’ve just orgasmed when I write? Maybe I do while writing a steamy scene. I wonder how many other customers have noticed. I should feel embarrassed, but there is time enough for that later. Right now, I don’t care.

      I don’t care about anything but Kane with a K and what he will do next.

      As he pushes to his feet and stands over me, his eyes look intense, his lips shiny from my arousal, and his cock appears painfully hard. When it twitches under my gaze, I let a smile slide across my face.

      “Where do you want my mouth now, Lila?”

      He keeps including my name, and I enjoy hearing it come from him. It's like part of a game I'm willing to play. And want to play along, too.

      I point to my mouth. “Here, Kane.” Then I cup my breasts, pushing them together. “And then here.”

      He brushes his fingertips from my knees along the tops of my thighs, his hands meet in the center at my waist, his broad palms slide up my ribcage, but he doesn’t climb on the bed. Not yet. He dips his head to kiss, lick, and nip a trail from my mound, over and around my navel, straight up between my breasts, across my chest. He lays a light kiss on my chin as his hands grip my cheeks, holding me still, then he pauses right above my lips.

      I inhale my scent on him. It’s intoxicating, and when he lowers his mouth to mine, I savor everything he tasted, my feminine flavor. Sweet and exciting. He slides his tongue along my parted lips and into my mouth, dipping in and out, making sure I taste myself completely. He captures my moan and swallows it, echoing it with one of his own.

      When he breaks away, he presses his forehead to mine. “Lila,” he whispers, almost as if he’s in pain.

      I’m in pain, too, because my ache for him is so deep. I need him inside me. I want to feel complete and I can’t without him being a part of me.

      He straddles my hips, and his cock lays hot and heavy on my lower belly. He moves his attention to my breasts, cupping them both, his thumbs brushing back and forth over the tight buds. My back arches as he kneads my flesh and lowers his head. As the edges of his teeth close around the delicate tip of my nipple, I still and hold my breath. I don’t want to make any sudden moves because how he has me is dangerous. The tip of his tongue darts across the peak, flicking quickly back and forth. A rush of panic flows through me. One wrong move. One slip. That’s all it would take to be hurt, possibly changed forever.

      He widens his mouth over the areola, sucking my dusky pink flesh deep into his mouth. I relax and enjoy his tongue and lips as they play along my skin. He plucks one with his fingers, the other with his mouth. Over and over until I am
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