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Allison Stuart stood outside Perfect Shot, conducting a debate about going inside. Even the lure of her favorite cup of java on the other side of a panoramic window couldn’t negate the fact a line ten people deep stretched away from the front counter. The shop had just undergone an ownership change. Given the length of the line, she couldn’t decide if the purchase was for the better.

As tempting as it was to walk away, she couldn’t ignore the fact she’d volunteered to make the coffee run this morning. If she came back to the office empty handed, she might as well have walked into one of Dante’s circles of hell. Coffee was life blood to an office full of IT specialists. Get between a room full of geeks and coffee and you may as well kiss your motherboard goodbye.

As she shifted her weight between her feet, trying to decide to make the plunge, she looked at the new awnings, benches, café tables and bright yellow umbrellas. The set-up was more than personable, inviting customers to take a load off and order a cup of coffee. Maybe even try a fresh pastry. The brand-new neon sign would even draw in the tourists once they started inundating the town next month. But all of the shiny packaging couldn’t mask the monstrous line that would be enough to scare all those potential consumers away.

Knowing she didn’t have much of a choice—as Java Joint a few blocks away plain sucked ass—she steeled herself and opened the glass door. The rich and alluring aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled her nose, causing her to close her eyes in ecstasy. That scent alone was certainly enough to tell her she’d made the right decision.

As soon as she stepped at the end of the line, she heard the customer in front of her grumbling about the wait. Evidently, she wasn’t the only impatient one. No coffee early in the morning could lead to more than a few disgruntled customers. It could even be a potential business killer for the new owner.

Standing on her tiptoes, she peeked over the long line of people. At the counter, the man behind the register appeared to be ready to pull out his hair. The short gentleman in front of her turned and she gestured to the counter with her chin. “Looks as if the official Grand Opening morning isn’t going so hot.”

The customer snorted, rolling his eyes. “Ain’t that the truth?”

“Shame. Alex seemed so on top of his game during that interview last week.” 

“Pretty words to sell overpriced coffee.”

Alexander Conners, the new proprietor of Perfect Shot, had used the interview with the local news to boast about how he and his brother Patrick were going to show this town something new. Judging by the state of things at the moment, that promise seemed to be going nowhere but bust. Though anything was better than the previous owner’s attitude. She’d nearly given up on the place a few months ago when she’d come in one morning to find the store completely void of inventory.

A coffee house with no coffee? Talk about epic fail.

The man with wavy hair standing behind the register staring blankly at the machine in front of him seemed to be experiencing an epic fail of his own. He wore an ill-fitting logo shirt for the store that had telling creases. 

Of course, how it did or didn’t fit was only a matter of opinion. To her, the tightness of the shirt conformed to his well-defined arms and chest well enough that she realized, late for work or not, she didn’t mind the wait in line. It certainly gave her an interesting view while the time continued to tick away. To the customer in front of her, who kept sighing in exasperation, the view obviously wasn’t as attractive. The frustrated man tugged on his windbreaker as he stepped out of line, the small bell over the door chiming softly as he exited the store.

All the better for me.

Her gaze fell back on the frazzled man behind the counter. She bit off a soft giggle as his lips moved in a string of obscenities. A quick glance to the customers in front of her showed they seemed too annoyed and inconvenienced to pay much attention to anything else. The handsome employee brushed back the deep chestnut shock of hair that had fallen across his eyes. She was suddenly overcome with the desire to shove her fingers through it just to see if it was as thick as it looked.

Christ, Stuart, horny much?

More amused than annoyed now, a quick glance at her watch showed ten minutes had passed. The keys of her cell phone clacked under the tips of her fingers as she tapped out an apologetic email to her boss. Never one to be far from his own means of communication, Stephen Anders immediately replied with a confirmation. Working with other technology geeks certainly had its advantages—the latest and greatest gadget always seemed to be close at hand. He even followed it up with a request for a few pastries.

As her plan began to solidify in her mind, she shot a bright smile to the customer behind her before moving from the line. She ignored the curious stares of the other customers, knowing they’d appreciate what she was about to do. Stepping behind the counter, she tucked her oversized messenger bag under the pastry case to keep it out of the way.

A row of sky-blue aprons hung from a row of pegs lining the wall. She selected one, wrapping the thin strings around her waist twice before tying them off. The new colors chosen to represent the business were comforting and soothing. Two things most people looked for as they relaxed with a cup of their favorite coffee. Of course, the blue and brown color combination was all the rage right now, if the colors at the kitchen store she’d been at last week were any indication. The Conners men knew how to market their wares. 

Now if they could only figure out the rest.

After gathering her hair into a high ponytail, she tapped the front of a hand sanitizer dispenser, rubbing the cold gel into her skin as it dissolved. Ready to help out, she perched a hand on the divider beside the paper to-go cups. The cashier continued his quiet tirade, not even noticing she stood there staring at him. More than amused now, she considered standing there watching. The close proximity certainly didn’t diminish those tall, dark and handsome features she’d noticed earlier. His profile was magnificent. Wide shoulders, lean waist. And obviously helpless around computers.

She decided to put him out of his misery, lightly tapping on his elbow. “I’ve got this.” Turning, she grinned at the first customer in line. She’d have to turn on the charm in order to deter some of their annoyance, but it couldn’t hurt to give it a shot. Customer Service 101 was one of the first things taught when dealing with the general public. “What can I get for you?”

The relieved man quickly fired off his coffee order as she clicked open a blue marker lying on the counter beside the register. After scribbling the custom drink on the side of the cardboard cup, she nodded and smiled at the next customer in line. “And for you, ma’am?”

She listened attentively as she noted the neatly folded newspaper in the woman’s hand. She automatically reached for one of the ceramic cups. Years of barista duty in college had taught her customers who remained in the coffee house usually enjoyed the homey touch of the reusable mugs. As the milk steamed, she squirted various syrups in each cup.

Taking a moment while the milk heated, she glanced over to see the befuddled man still staring at her with an expression of utter amazement. “If you keep this up, no matter how handsome you are, we aren’t going to get a whole lot accomplished. How about you charge him for his macchiato with an extra shot?” She kept her voice purposefully cheerful, both for the frustrated customers and the man standing beside her.

The barista blinked his gorgeously deep-blue eyes a few more times. “I’d be more than happy to if the computer would actually do something other than just beep at me.”

She, of all people, knew how unpredictable computers could be because she worked with them on a daily basis. Unlike most people, she’d thrived on the eccentricities of temperamental machinery since childhood. Dismantling something only to turn around and reassemble it was a near daily occurrence throughout junior high. It was easy to sort through the pieces of the puzzle and put them delicately back into place. To her it was more than just a hobby. Little had she known those years had been the building blocks on her path to become a computer specialist.

“Have a calculator handy?”

“I think so. Back in my office.”

“Perfect. Next option was to put some fancy arithmetic skills to use. I don’t know about you, but I’m not a fan of early morning math. Especially before I’ve had coffee.” 

He laughed as he ducked into the back room. She turned to the line of customers, setting the steaming hot coffee on the counter. “That’ll be three fifty—cash only.”

They worked smoothly together for the next half hour with customers offended with the request for cash directed to the ATM at the bank next door. Most people who frequented this type of upscale coffee house would happily pay whatever amount for their fancy coffee in an equally fancy cup—a testament to the fact the world ran on caffeine.

As Allison set the last cup of coffee—a small decaf of the special house blend for the sweet old woman still in her nightdress—on the counter, she wiped her hands on her now coffee-stained apron. Time to get down to the business at hand—fixing the register. Her mouth salivated at the prospect as her hands itched to work on some piece of broken mechanical equipment.

“Want to give me a chance to look it over?” She pointed to the register he leaned against, nodding in thanks as he moved out of the way.

“Can I get you something to drink?” The frustration in his voice had vanished.

Evidently, her little plan to help had worked. Good. To know she’d brightened his mood would put a bright spot on the rest of her day. “Doppio, please,” she responded as she tapped on a few keys to see if it would garner a response. While the strong drink wouldn’t help fix the equipment, it was what she’d initially come for.

She noted the slight hesitation before he depressed the button on top of the espresso machine to make the double. “You know that’s nearly lethal.”

A piece of her wispy blonde bangs fell into her eyes as she studied the keyboard. “Habit, really. Started when I was a senior in college to get through all those grueling finals. I’m addicted now, so it’s too late to stop.”

“Local university?”

“West coast. Pacific Tech. Worked as a barista to help pay for everything my scholarships didn’t cover. You know, you should really have your boss look into updating the system he uses. I wouldn’t even give my grandmother this antique. It’s a good five years behind the curve. Maybe more.” She tapped her fingers impatiently against the equipment while it rebooted. “I swear, slugs move at a faster pace.”

“Here you go, one double espresso.” He pointed to the pitch-black liquid in the demitasse cup as he flashed a brilliant smile. “I’m not responsible for the damage done to your stomach when you drink that.”

Despite the inviting smell of the bold coffee, the blank screen on the small monitor unsettled her. Some sort of welcome image should have popped up by now. The fact it remained as black as her coffee didn’t bode well for the status of the system. “You know, sometimes there is screwed and then just outright fucked. Sorry to say, this has the misfortune of being the latter.” The espresso was steaming hot and strong, bursting its bold flavor on her tongue as she swallowed. A sigh of appreciation slid from her lips as she lifted the cup to sip again. Perfect Shot immediately rocketed to the top of her list for the best coffee she’d ever had. “I have to say, you may not have a knack for computers, but you pull a mean doppio.”

“Glad to know I can do something right.” The snide tone made her frown. 

“Where’s your help?”

“Just me this morning. Alex had to meet with one of our suppliers to negotiate a contract. Can’t have a coffee house without any coffee. Told him I could handle it for an hour or two without any help, but of course, I didn’t expect the register to crap out on me.”

She shrugged. “Computers are finicky beasts. Especially when they’re as old as this one. I know your boss is trying to get his feet under him with just buying this place, but he really should think about fixing the equipment first. Considering this one is about as useful as a paperweight. He could have probably picked up two registers for what he doled out for this steaming machine. Looks top of the line.”

“Alex is my older brother, not my boss. Patrick Conners, at your service.”

She took his outstretched hand, her heart jumping at the feel of his skin pressing against hers. “Nice to meet you, Patrick.”

He moved away after the introduction, cleaning the equipment now that the morning rush of customers had abated. The disclosure about the relation to Alex certainly explained a lot. The similarities between the two brothers were evident now that she wasn’t rushed for time. Their builds were similar, as was their height, which appeared to be a few inches more than her five foot seven. However, she didn’t recall Alex’s hair being as dark or glossy as Patrick’s when she’d watched the interview. Their eyes were the same rich blue, but Patrick’s held the specter of something. As if he hadn’t slept well for a few days.

That look was all too familiar to her. Each time she’d gotten lost on a gaming bender, that smudged darkness had greeted her in the mirror the next morning. While she could usually go a few days with little to no sleep, he didn’t strike her as the gamer type. If fact, he appeared to be the clean-cut, all-American type who’d routinely ridiculed her through school. All because she hung out with the members of the math club instead of getting drunk after the Friday night football game.

He was definitely some kind of athlete, she thought. Her two older brothers’ obsession with sports had been imparted on her enough to know Patrick wasn’t tall enough for basketball. Lacrosse maybe? Possibly even swimming. Those arms were too built to simply pull coffee shots. Football?

Colorful ink flashed under the sleeve of his shirt as he reached for a fresh towel. Tattoos weren’t something she expected to see on someone who appeared to be as straitlaced as Patrick. While Alex’s brother was certainly attractive with his neat haircut and clean-shaven square jaw, he was exactly the type of guy who wouldn’t give her the time of day. A man with his good looks wanted a woman as a showpiece because they believed it would somehow enhance their status.

The last of her espresso left a bitter taste in her mouth. She’d spent too many years with her nose buried in computers for men to give her a second glance. A social life had never been her top priority. Ten years after school, she didn’t regret her decision. Situations such as this reminded her why she loved her work so much.

Not only could the Conners brothers find the help they needed with their grand re-opening, she could help them down the line too. Damn. Those stupid business classes that had been required for graduation would come in handy after all.

She pulled a business card from the pocket of her bag before handing it to Patrick. “Tell Alex to give me a call. I’ll see what I can do to give him a break on some new computer equipment.”

Patrick tapped the edge of the card as he read off the information printed on it. “Allison Stuart, Information Specialist with Bullseye Technologies. Seems as if you’re my fairy godmother.”

Oh how I wish I really was. Her fingers hooked through the belt loop on her jeans as she smiled. “Your brother has a good thing here. I know a lot of locals were sad to see the previous owner run the place into the ground. Besides, I’m lazy and I don’t want to have to go across town just for a good cup of espresso if this place folds.”

“Java Joint is just around the corner.”

“You’re kidding, right?” She tried her best not to be offended by the idea. While the small town had more than its fair share of coffee houses, Java Joint was one of the worst. “Have you had their coffee? I’d be better off licking the engine on a Harley.”

His snort was loud enough to turn a few heads. “So your reasons for helping are entirely selfish?”

“Absolutely.” As she pulled the apron over her head, the loop caught in her hair, pulling out the tie she’d used. During the fight with the two fabrics, her watch chimed the hour. “Think you can handle this by yourself now? I really need to get to work.” A rush of wind blew past her as soon she asked. A short girl who appeared to be barely out of her teens dumped a pile of books on the floor, signaled she’d be back and disappeared through a swinging door.

“Lucky you. Help has arrived.” Just as she bent to retrieve the bag from under the pastry case, she remembered Stephen’s request for a few treats. A customer now, she moved around the counter and pulled out her wallet.

Patrick held up a hand and shook his head. “No way. I won’t have you paying after you just bailed my ass out of trouble. Whatever you want—on the house.”

“I wouldn’t let Alex know you’re letting your profits walk out the door.” She pointed to a selection of berry scones, cinnamon rolls and coffee-flavored Danishes, then waited while Patrick packaged them. As he ducked down to get an additional box, she dropped a twenty into the tip jar. She wasn’t about to stiff the brothers during their first full week.

Patrick slid the overfull box across the counter toward her, her fingers brushing against the back of his hand. Firm. Warm. How does the rest of him feel? More than likely, it wasn’t a deliberate gesture on his part, but she didn’t mind either way. It wasn’t often a guy took the time to flirt with her. Even if he forgot about her the second she walked out the door, so what. The warm tingling sensation now flooding her lower abdomen reminded her she was very much still a woman despite the adeptness with computers and affinity for video games.

He broke the connection as he turned to give directions to the newly arrived barista. “Mitchie, get me a set of pastry sleeves in the back. I’m running low up here.” Something in the tone of his voice gave off a commanding quality Allison’s body seemed to reach for. With his back turned, she had a perfect view at the way that horribly fitted shirt pulled tight across his broad shoulders.

Authoritative presence. Confident, but polite. Tight ass. Strong hands. Ripped body. Holy shit—he’s lethal. Caught up in admiring everything she found attractive about him, she jumped when his hand brushed against hers.

“I’m going to fix you another espresso before you leave.”

“Can I just get a large black instead? Not sure I can handle anything that strong again.” She never turned her back on an excellent cup of coffee—especially a free one. “And I need one of those gallon-sized carriers for the guys at the office.”

“Easy enough.” Less than a minute later, he popped a lid on a paper cup decorated with Perfect Shot’s logo. “There you are. One piping hot cup of liquid gold. And a take-along to fuel the office crew.” He leaned on the counter as the corner of his mouth lifted in a sexy half smile that had her stomach performing cartwheels.

She smiled in return. “Thanks. Hope your day gets better.”

“Oh I think it’s substantially improved already.” As his captivating smile grew wider, he winked before moving away to accept a small box from Mitchie.

Allison swallowed hard as she turned away from the counter, ordering her frazzled nerves to settle. That look. Christ on buttered corn. It made her feel as if she was the only woman in the room. Maybe even the world. Surely he had to act that way toward all of his customers. Right? He had to be charming to everyone no matter who they were, especially if he wanted them to be a returning customer. It’s just good business.

She gripped the cup as she stepped out of the coffee house. Her whole body vibrated, warming her as if it possessed a rosy afterglow. An overall sense of calm washed through her, tingling all the way to her fingers. She couldn’t seem to wipe the smile off her face at a very memorable chance meeting.

Screw it. Who the hell cared if he was only being nice in order to get her to return? From now on, her daily morning cup of coffee also meant an eyeful of man candy. Talk about customer service done right. 

* * * * *
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Patrick fondled the business card he’d slipped into his pocket.

The right thing to do would be to turn the information over to Alex so they could have the computer systems at the coffee house repaired and upgraded. But once he did, he knew he’d never see the card—and possibly Allison—again. Alex, a chronic case of disorganization, would lose the card in the black hole he called his desk. Then the business would either be left in the lurch with a shitty computer system or have to utilize another company when things became desperate.

Patrick hadn’t been doing the right thing for years.

He’d just tell Alex he would handle the issue and simply make the order with Bullseye. One less thing his older brother would need to worry about, since their grand opening couldn’t have come at a worse time. Vivian, Alex’s wife of four years, had cleaned her things out of their house without explanation two weeks ago. Alex was still trying to come to terms with what happened, leaving Patrick to handle the bulk of the grand re-opening duties.

Luckily, this was the slowest time of year for the small town where they lived. Nestled amid the northern edge of the Blue Ridge Mountains in Virginia, Gatlin Falls was a town that thrived on tourist seasons. Each summer, families on vacation sought relief from the humidity in the lower elevations. Autumn brought couples in search of the mysterious romance of the changing leaves while winter appealed to the thrill-seeking skiers who enjoyed throwing themselves down the sides of the mountains.

He and Alex had grown up not far from here, so both were familiar with how the pattern of life went in the small town. Spring was actually the slow season for the town, which was why they’d timed their opening for mid-April. It would allow them to work out all the rough spots before the crush of summer tourists. Rough spots such as faulty computer equipment.

They’d botched their first test with flying colors.

Allison had thankfully swept in and saved the day as though she was some modern-day superhero. All that had been missing was the gaudy spandex and flowing cape. He’d been so caught up in the preparations his brother was supposed to handle, he’d forgotten the basic necessity of making sure everything ran smoothly. That included having a computer system that would do its job without any problems. Computers weren’t his favorite thing to deal with. He chose to leave the advanced technology to those who fully understood the machines. When growing up, his interest had always been more focused on the baseball field.

As he began to count the inventory in the backroom, his mind wandered to a certain someone who’d swooped in out of nowhere. The way she’d filled out the boy-cut jeans certainly caused his mouth to water. There had been a slight sway to her hips, one he was fairly certain she wasn’t even aware of. The denim was baggy around her legs, but tight around her hips and across the rounded curve of her ass. He’d taken more than a few long glances at the way those jeans stretched and pulled as she moved to prepare orders.

His cock hardened at the thought of how she would look out of them.

He couldn’t help thinking how her slender body would feel under his. Everything about her, from the fit of her jeans to the jet-black dyed tips of her sandy-blonde hair, intrigued him. It made him want to get to know her better. She was obviously intelligent, if the way she’d handled the computer this morning was any indication. Those long glances she’d cast in his direction were unmistakable. Years of training as a Dom had taught him to become familiar with what most women wanted when it came to relationships and sex. Something in his gut told him computers were the only thing she liked to be in charge with.

If the prospect of her under his command wasn’t enough, her throaty laugh had already drawn him in. Not to mention that honey-sweet voice. He’d never heard anything so sexy. And he could only imagine how that raspy voice sounded as she came undone.

Fuck yeah.

His imagination ran wild as he nearly started to salivate at the picture in his head of her kneeling on the floor before him, her hands cuffed and her throat collared by a thick ring of leather. Expectation shone clear in those brown eyes as she waited for his command. The wanton image caused him to blow out a slow breath in order to steady himself. Despite his efforts, his dick stirred again, pressing painfully against the zipper of his khakis.

Oh for fuck’s sake. Stop acting as though you’re a newbie Dom lusting over a sub for the first time.

He forced his mind back to the inventory. However, the mindless task of counting supplies was too monotonous and that creative mind wandered to places he couldn’t control. He couldn’t get Allison—and what he wanted to do with her—out of his mind.

What he wouldn’t give to bend her over the front counter next to that decrepit register, spread her thighs wide and spend several hours worshipping that tight ass. Was her pussy shaved bare or would he discover soft whorls of blonde between those legs? A treasure just waited to be discovered.

The sheet of graph paper he’d been holding fluttered to the ground. Thanks to his imagination, he’d just counted the same box of coffee filters three times. It was time to take matters into his own hands or he was never going to get any work done. Besides, this would simply help ease Alex’s burden and, if things went as he intended, everyone would win.

Before he could change his mind, he punched her work number into his cell. As the phone rang, he glanced around the shop, satisfied the customers were happy with their orders for the moment. He stepped out onto the sidewalk and into the spring sun glowing high in a cloudless blue sky. Birds chirped their sweet mating songs. 

A perfect spring day that just couldn’t get any better.

“Bullseye Technologies, Allison Stuart.” 

He was wrong—it could.

He closed his eyes as her voice sounded over the line. The soft, feminine noise ran through his veins, enhancing the images he’d conjured earlier. Given his interests with out-of-the-ordinary sex, it was dangerous to let himself think this freely about someone. Especially since he didn’t know if she shared the same interests.

“I hear there’s a new coffee house in town that has a barista who makes a mean doppio.”

“Well sure, but their computer system is shit.”

“Imagine that, it’s exactly why I’m calling. How are you?” The simple question of how her day was going seemed to be the best option. It would mean there was less danger to his libido that way. Hopefully.

“Calm, for now.” She snorted lightly, causing him to smile at the adorable noise. “My boss wants me to partition a new drive on the server he had me install a few weeks ago. Of course, he won’t listen to me whenever I tell him he has plenty of room for right now and I just realized I’m babbling. Sorry, I do that when I talk on the phone sometimes because I’m more of a face-to-face sort and shit, shit, shit—I just did it again. Me and my fraking mouth.”

What a completely adorable—and unusual—fluster. “No need to apologize, it’s cute.”

Allison cleared her throat. “Which is to say boring. I’ve got two brothers, Mr. Conners. I know what it means when a girl has been fed the cute line. What can I do for you?”

His mouth formed a thin line. He hadn’t meant it the way it sounded. Her curt dismissal of the compliment made it appear as if she didn’t receive them often. If he had anything to say about that, it wouldn’t continue. In fact, if he had his way about things, he’d shower her with more compliments than she could stand. He desperately wanted to show her she was much more than just simply cute. “Well, you said the store needed something because you couldn’t even get the system to boot.”

“You may need a significant upgrade, at least. Even then, there’s no guarantee it will help because the system may be too old to handle the size of the data we’d throw at it. I wouldn’t really know until I could get in there and get my hands dirty.”

“And here I thought size didn’t matter.”

“No matter what women say, it so very much matters. Anyone who says otherwise is just trying to stroke your ego.” He wouldn’t mind giving her something to stroke. How would her hand feel wrapped around his dick? Better yet, her mouth? And there went his overactive imagination—again. Scolding himself, he focused on her pitch.

“Best-case scenario would be to have a dedicated server installed that could handle the entire load of the store and then some. Need to keep an eye toward future expansion. Two registers would be ideal. Again, something to think about for long-range objectives given the crowd I saw today. We could hook you up with new computers in your office, a security system, fire controls, even printers and any other peripherals you’d need if you’re interested in updating what you have.”

“Uh, I have no idea what needs replacing.”

“Well, okay then. That would be something a tech could come out and look at for you in order to give you an estimate. Wireless internet for your customers would be a big draw for the college-age crowd and business professionals, if you’re looking to expand in that direction. You could even wire in a sound system to the main seating area for some ambiance. We just got in a really sweet package of internet phones that you could tack on too. Save you a few bucks every month on your phone bill, at least. Now if you’re really looking to spend some megabucks you could go for the top-of-the-line business automation deal.”

“Business automation?” There was a whole lot more to this venture then he’d expected, but he loved hearing every second of the technobabble coming from her. Who would have thought he’d be so wildly turned-on by geek speak?

“The technology is a little on the new side still, but your entire store could be wired together like some wicked cool hive mind. We’d install a selection of transceivers to give you a means of controlling the system. What kind of cellphone do you have?”

“A ridiculously fancy one that I let my brother talk me into and that I don’t use half the time.”

Allison laughed. “Okay, sounds like one of the smartphones. That’s good because that means I can write an application so Perfect Shot could practically think for itself. It’s a little unsettling for some people at first, but once they get acclimated to the tasks they don’t have to think about any more, they usually wonder how they lived without it.”

“Just the type of thing that could serve the coffee for me. Not to mention put me out of a job.”

“We can’t have that.” The low throaty sound of her muffled giggle lifted his mood even more. “I can give you some time to decide what level of commitment you’d like to choose. I know it’s a lot to take in all at once.”

“Oh no. I know exactly what I want.” In fact, he was having a hard time not thinking about what he wanted. Her. Naked. Bound. Panting. Screaming. Coming.

“Okay, great. Davis is the head of the sales department. He’s the one you’re going to want to talk to in order to get you hooked up with the equipment.”

Disappointment thudded heavily in his gut. He’d wanted to deal strictly with her in the hope to see her again. He did his best not to let the emotion filter through his voice. “And what’s his number?”

“I’m going to transfer you. I’m also going to put a note on the work order that I’ll handle the job at the shop personally if you decide you like the quote. If that’s all right?”

“Yes. Of course.” He walked back into Perfect Shot ten minutes later with a bounce in his step and wearing a wide grin. Davis would stop by after lunch to work up a quote for an automated system and, depending on the equipment ordered, the team from Bullseye would begin the installation on Thursday. Since it was Monday and he was tied up at the coffee shop for the rest of the day, it gave him two days to prep. Two days to figure out how to convince Allison to submit to him and allow him to tie her up.

He was actually excited about the prospect of shopping, since there was nothing normal about one of his shopping trips. Not when most of the buying would be done in shops that specialized in BDSM equipment. When it came to sex for Patrick, normal didn’t even add to the equation.
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Chapter Two
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“All right, everyone, listen up.” Stephen Anders fiddled with his red-striped tie as he waited for the noise in the office to quiet. “One of your associates just set the bar for one-day sales.”

Shitty, shit, shit. Allison lifted the nearly empty mug to her mouth, hoping to mask the blush she felt rising on her cheeks. She was already the odd man out at the office as the only female associate. Stephen telling the whole office about the sale to Patrick would only make her stand out even more.

“Stuart must be bucking for a promotion. You guys better watch out ‘cause she just beat the sales department’s quota for the next two months.” She flushed a deeper shade of red as all eyes turned toward her. While there were a few appreciative glances her way, most of the reactions reflected disdain and annoyance. “I think this deserves a little celebration. Seven o’clock at Vernam, drinks for everyone. On me.”

The office erupted in a loud cheer. Located near the main highway twenty miles outside of town, Vernam was a popular hangout for the staff of Bullseye. And not the kind of place Allison felt comfortable entering. While she was content with her highly technical job, her video-game hobby and her affinity for comic books, a lot of the guys at the office were not. The first time she’d stepped through Vernam’s doors had been the last. Putting up with glares at a geek bar wasn’t her idea of fun and not something she was in the mood to repeat given the warm glow still following her around.

The guys in the office didn’t see her as an equal, even though she could probably run circles around them when it came to anything computer related. The tiny group who didn’t feel this way were the only friends she’d made since moving to Gatlin Falls. 

Her gaming buddies.

A shadow darkened her computer screen. She turned to find her boss standing there, a wide smile brightening his face as he played with a loose button on his pinstripe shirt. “Nice work, Stuart. You really showed these guys how it’s done.”

Which hadn’t been her intention. Stephen would know that, but her guess was that anyone else in the office wouldn’t care about that small detail. “Thanks.”

“You’re going to join us, right?”

“Think I’ll take a pass.” Even the prospect of free drinks wasn’t enough to get her to hang out with this group outside of the workplace. She worked with them and even participated in the weekly coffee group so she wasn’t that much of an outcast. That didn’t mean she had to be friends with them. Let them celebrate her success without her. She doubted they would miss her much. “Not much in the mood to party to be honest. Think I’m just going to call it a night. After I take this customer’s call, of course.”

She turned her back on Stephen, sliding her headset into place as she tapped the accept button. “Good afternoon, Mr. Jobson. What can I do for you tonight?” Allison pulled the customer’s account as he began to describe his latest pseudo-catastrophe. Stan Jobson was a regular who typically called in to the office at least once a month. He wasn’t inept with computers, but he knew just enough of the basics to get into trouble.

Most of her coworkers hated taking this type of call, but she actually enjoyed working with the general public. Just another mark to add to the long list of disparities that existed between her and her coworkers.

“If things are running that slow, it sounds as if you may just need to clean out your cache. I need you to open Remote Assistance and send me another invitation file just like you did last time so I can look around.” As she waited, she glanced down to see Stan had recently purchased a three-terabyte external hard drive from one of the sales associates. He’d never use that much storage space, but she bet Mitch had pushed for the higher-end device in order to make a bigger commission.

Ass.

Her unwillingness to screw the customer meant she would never make it in the sales department. Which was perfectly fine with her, since she was happy dealing with service calls. She wasn’t interested in making the transition. The transaction with Patrick had been a complete fluke and would stay that way.

Patrick.

The man who had a strong, honest look about him that made her...tingly. Every molecule of her being seemed to have snapped to life the moment she’d laid eyes on him. And he had so much more going for him than a handsome face and killer body. She knew there were more layers to him, more than just the coffee house barista she met. She had no right to imagine him stripping away that silly logo shirt to reveal the muscles underneath, but damn if she could stop herself. A wonderful burn spread between her legs as she thought about his rock-solid frame.

What is it about you that makes me want you so much?

“Allison?”

As much as she wanted it to be, the voice in her ear wasn’t Patrick’s. “Sorry about that, Mr. Jobson. Just looking around your hard drive to see what I’m up against. Your cache is pretty empty and you don’t have any orphan files that should be causing the lag. Looks as if you’ve picked up some malware. A Trojan horse to be more specific. It doesn’t appear to be to be doing much damage to your files, but it is eating away your connection speed. When was the last time you changed your wireless network password? You’ve never secured your WiFi? All right, let’s start there.”

Two hours later, Allison tossed her keys to her kitchen counter, scowling at the mountain of dirty dishes she hadn’t washed. They’d piled up over the past few days and she certainly didn’t want to deal with that necessary evil of life right now. She had too much pent-up energy to attend to simple chores.

Her mother would have a fit if she saw the stack.

As she thought about those she’d left behind, a pang stabbed at her heart. She missed her family. But at the same time, she hadn’t been able to stand the suffocation of living so close to them. That choking feeling had gotten so bad, the need to be out on her own, to simply breathe, had been overwhelming. Despite the family’s protest, she’d uprooted her life on her thirtieth birthday, packed everything important in her home on Glass Island and high-tailed it to the mountains of Virginia. Occasions such as this made her miss the sparkling Atlantic Ocean just off the coast of North Carolina.

Especially the times she climbed the Widow’s Walk in the dim early morning darkness to watch the explosion of sunrise with a cup of coffee in hand. The small cottage she currently lived in was tucked into the shadows of the Blue Ridge Mountains. While the sunrise here was certainly spectacular, with the slow rise of the glowing ball of fire over the ridges, it paled a little in comparison to the sparkling-blue water. While the island sunrise couldn’t compare, she reminded herself there was one distinct thing the island didn’t have.

Patrick Conners’ coffee.

Jesus, she couldn’t stop thinking about him.

Flipping off the light, she shuffled to her bedroom. She bent to scratch her orange-and-gray tabby, Boolean, before dropping her work clothes in the laundry hamper. Grateful the day was over, she sighed heavily as she ran her fingers through her hair, using her fingers to pull out a few tangles. She bypassed the mirror as she washed her face, uninterested in the view she knew she’d find. A whole lot of averages offset by curves that clearly showed she liked to eat. The fact she refused to drive her car, choosing instead to walk just about everywhere, was what kept her from tumbling over into the ample category.

Her love of coffee didn’t help matters. Black, light and everything in between. Coffee was golden in all forms to her. Especially coffee such as what she’d been served today at Perfect Shot. Their special roast had hit all the right buttons. Not to mention the hot buttons Patrick Conners had pushed.

Talk about walking testosterone.

Those were the only words she could come up with to describe him.

Tossing her bra and panties into the laundry pile, she flopped on her bed and tried her damndest not to think about how that smirk—and that sultry little wink right before she’d left—had made it extremely difficult to think coherently. She’d thought it had been bad before he’d called her directly. Afterward? It was if she’d become a walking, talking ball of need consumed by the thought of sex.

More than once she’d pictured him between her thighs, his cock frantically plunging into her pussy over and over and over. She wanted to know how his tongue felt pressed over her clit, his fingers buried in her wet heat as he stroked her to a mind-shattering orgasm. She’d once had a dream about her hands bound behind her back, a faceless figure pressing against her body while illicit commands flew at her. Would he be willing to tie her up that way? She couldn’t put her finger on why she specifically wanted something of that nature with Patrick, but that certainly seemed to be the least of her worries.

Her whole body was on fire. A searing molten core of pure need.

Giving in to the arousal beginning to consume her, she brushed her fingers over her stomach. A tingling spread low in her abdomen, flourishing without any encouragement. Her labia grew heavy as that decadent feeling quickened. Her skin stretched so tightly, it was as if she suddenly didn’t fit inside her own flesh anymore.

She hadn’t been this horny in...well, years.

Oh what the hell? It wasn’t as if someone would be joining her in bed tonight. Or any other night
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