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Chapter One

 


She’d seen him for the first time about eight
weeks ago, when he strolled into the bar one night, an hour or so
after dark. Every night since, he’d come in and sit on a stool
where he could talk with her as she served customers. Every night,
she couldn’t take her eyes off him.

The bar was on the high street, and its
offerings attracted an eclectic mix of clientele. Alcohol was
served, as well as coffee and tea from a range of exotic sounding
blends that appealed to the people who worked in the offices around
that part of town. Food was available––cold, well filled sandwiches
on various breads, or hot bistro meals. Both were excellent, and
the place did a great trade at lunchtime as well as in the evening.
The bar hummed with happy, satisfied people.

None of the staff minded that Daisy
occasionally stopped to talk with the man, even though he occupied
a central stool, and never bought anything except a cup of coffee
when he first arrived and a vodka cocktail about half an hour
before he left.

Her boss, Ivor, joked. “Daisy, the guy
obviously likes you, although he’s a little mysterious. But hey,
those two items he always buys add up, in the long run.”

It took four weeks for the customer to speak
to Daisy, apart from giving his two orders. During those weeks, as
usual, he watched her serve at the bar and when he did, she felt
his eyes on her. When she was out at the tables clearing the used
dishes, she would secretly look at him. She found him so attractive
her heartbeat would speed up whenever she saw him push the smoked
glass door open, and enter the bar.

He was unusually pale. His short, spiked,
hair was blond and his eyes a shade of ice blue so that the overall
impression of him was ethereal. When he’d first walked in eight
weeks ago, he wore square, black sunglasses. His overcoat was
heavy, and also black. His collar was turned up and the sleeves
were so long they almost covered his hands. The weather had warmed
considerably since then. He kept the sunglasses, but now wore a
lightweight black jacket over his black jeans.

Daisy liked the way his eyes were fringed
with long dark eyelashes. She thought he wore kohl until she was
close to him, talking, when she saw his eyelash line was naturally
dark. He was very good looking, and his mouth was enticing. Daisy
longed to run her fingertip over those perfectly shaped lips. He
was tall and muscled. He wore a gray marl T-shirt under the jacket.
He never wore anything different. Daisy wondered if it was a
uniform of some kind.

In the past two weeks, she’d learned that his
name was Dhruv. It added to his strangeness. Daisy had never heard
the name before and found it exciting. He told her he was just
passing through town, and she laughed, saying he’d been around a
fair few weeks to be “passing through.” They hadn’t exchanged other
personal information and only made small talk.

Tonight, it was past nine when he walked
in.


Chapter Two

 


He entered behind a group of other people and
headed straight to the counter. There were no free stools, but
bizarrely, as he stood in the gap between one row of four and
another, two people stood up from their seats and their newly
served drinks, and left. Dhruv sat down and waited until she
approached him. He declined service from her colleague, and it made
Daisy smile.

“Hi, Dhruv. What can I get you?” She gave him
a special look. It said he could ask for anything he wanted.

Dhruv waited for a few seconds before he
answered. He leaned on the counter top with his elbows and returned
her look. “I think you know, Daisy.” There was more said in his
tone of voice than the words.

They gazed at each other, and Daisy was
mesmerized by his beauty. She gave an involuntary sigh as she
looked at him. She wanted him so badly it made her dizzy. Each
night she thought about him as she lay in bed waiting for sleep to
overtake her. He would kiss her, not waiting long to put his hand
inside her panties and feel her. Feel the throb between her legs,
as she got wet wanting his fingers in her, wanting his cock in her.
It made her needy and she sometimes had to reach her fingers down
and stroke her clit for relief.

“Black coffee, please.”

Daisy broke into a grin. “One day, Dhruv,
you’ll surprise me.” She left him watching her with his cool stare
as she went to get his coffee. She knew he wouldn’t drink it. He
always left it to go cold. The vodka was different––he would drink
that down swiftly just before he left the bar.

The bar was never busy on Tuesday nights.
Tonight, Daisy wanted to find out more about Dhruv. She told the
other staff and they grinned, knowing she wanted him. Daisy took
the coffee to her customer, and setting it before him on the
counter, stayed there to ask her questions.

“Do you work around here?” She watched him
move the coffee cup around absently.

“No, but I live close by. I have no work
right now, as I’m passing through.” His voice was low and caressed
her ears.

“What do you usually do, Dhruv?”

“I’m a writer of sorts. I’m writing stories,
for a group of people. I guess you could call me a scribe.” His
voice sounded wistful.

Daisy smiled. This admission added to his
attraction because she was creative too. She used to draw, but
after her parents were killed, she stopped. She left university
where she studied fine arts and took the job at the bar.

Dhruv picked up his coffee and for an
instant, she thought he would drink. He didn’t. He put the cup back
down as if his thoughts had interrupted his intention to drink.

“Do you ever have a free night, a night when
you aren’t working here?”

She was surprised and delighted by his
question. He was going to ask her out.

“I can take time if I want to.” She waited as
he stared at her. He licked his lips. She wanted to put her mouth
against his and have her lips licked too.

“Could you leave early tonight? It would be
great to take a walk with you. I live opposite the park, the one
with the duck pond. It’s very beautiful in the moonlight. I love
the night. It’s so calm and supportive.” It was the most he had
ever said to her in one go. Daisy smiled, enchanted by his low
voice and graceful words.

“I can leave early, and I’d love to walk with
you.” She didn’t give one thought to the fact that she knew very
little about him. The spell of his beauty, his husky voice, and the
lure of being alone with him drove any safety considerations from
her mind.

He had never smiled, but now he did, and it
lit his face.

“Soon, please … let’s go soon.” His eyes
didn’t leave hers. Daisy thought she might vault the counter and
run away with him right then.

“I’ll get free in an hour.” She noticed
another customer who waited for service and left Dhruv to do her
job.

In the next half hour, contrary to the usual
trade, the bar became busy. A steady stream of people arrived and
Daisy, along with her colleagues, worked continuously to serve
them.

As suddenly as the rush started, it stopped.
Daisy spoke with Ivor.

“He’s asked me out. I want to go. May I take
the rest of the shift off?”

Ivor smiled at her. “Naturally, Daisy. Have
fun.”


Chapter Three

 


She walked around the counter to Dhruv,
carrying her jacket and shoulder bag. He stood up from the stool.
He looked down at her and felt a wave of lust as the smell of her
blood teased him. It wasn’t the first time, but because she was
going to walk with him in the dark, in the calm night air, the
aroma seemed stronger and even more delicious than usual.

He opened the door for her to go ahead of him
and she passed close, almost under his arm. He swallowed the taste
of her and followed.

Out in the street they walked. He stayed
about a foot away from her, wanting to take her hand, but thinking
she might shrink away from the cold touch of it stopped him from
getting closer.

At the beginning of the park was an ornate
lamp next to a bench seat and he indicated it.

“Let’s sit for a while. You can tell me about
yourself.”

He watched as she placed her bag down on the
pebble path, then sit down on the park bench. He sat close and
breathed her in. She turned to him. There was hunger in her eyes.
He knew that look. She desired him. It was strong and matched his
hunger. He sighed. She was so pretty and he wanted to fuck her
right then. Take her on the pebble path.

He let himself think about stripping her
naked and licking her all over
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