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Prologue

 


Sat at her usual table, stirring
a spoonful of sugar into her latte, Wednesday began her daily cycle
of speculation. Who was he? Did he come into the cafe at other
times and fixate on other customers? What was going through his
mind while he observed her so intently? Why didn’t it bother
her?

Most men noticed Wednesday’s
chest first; some opted for checking out her arse. A rare few went
further with their assessment, and engaged her in conversation
before they tried their luck.

But not this man; the one she
referred to as the coffee guy.

With a double shot espresso in
his hand, the first time he’d set eyes on Wednesday, the coffee guy
had started with an unashamed assessment of her chest, then, over a
period of several weeks, studied her from the top of her head to
the toes of her shoes.

Instinct told Wednesday to avoid
the coffee guy at all costs. The way he examined her with his
enquiring midnight blue eyes was so unsettling. And yet...

Whenever Wednesday walked into
the cafe she frequented during her lunch break, the coffee guy
would be there. From the moment she took her first step through the
door, his focus would shift from his drink to the queue of
customers, where it would become fixed upon her.

She thought she’d imagined it at
first, but as time had gone by, Wednesday had become increasingly
convinced it really was her he was watching.

It had crossed her mind that
maybe she should be scared, that this man could be some sort of
voyeuristic stalker. But Wednesday didn’t feel threatened; just
intrigued and aroused, although she wasn’t sure why.

Only once had he spoken to
her.

A swapped lunch break with her
friend Carol had placed Wednesday behind the coffee guy in the
queue.

Her coffee had already been in
her hand when he’d stepped back and accidentally knocked into her,
spilling the beverage down her front in a breathtaking cascade of
wet heat.

Wednesday had watched helplessly
as the liquid seeped through her black shirt, ran down her purple
pencil skirt, and travelled on an unstoppable route into her
boots.

Too stunned to talk, she’d
tugged the wet material of her shirt outwards, not caring that she
might be giving the world a generous view of her cleavage.

‘Wednesday, are you okay?’ The
barista behind the counter had rushed to her side, pushing a wad of
paper napkins into her hands. ‘You can use the staffroom if you
like. There are spare T-shirts in there. Help yourself.’

Feeling like an unwilling
contestant in a wet T-shirt competition, Wednesday had rushed
towards the door marked Staff Only.

It was only once she’d walked
into the staffroom that she realised the man who’d caused the
accident had followed her.

‘Your name is Wednesday?’

‘Yes.’

‘I find that rather
pleasing.’

Then, without a word of apology
for ruining her clothes and potentially scalding her, the coffee
guy had disappeared.

All Wednesday had been left with
was the lingering blaze of his navy blue eyes, which had heated her
flesh just as much as the spilt drink.



Chapter One



His hands moved so fast that
Wednesday didn’t register what was happening until her top was by
her ankles. A large palm came to her neck. She was pinned to the
spot, and her bra was tugged down until it lodged beneath her
breasts. Then a pair of masculine lips greeted her right
nipple.

A delicious wave of climactic
shock spun her head with images of what the man with the dark blue
eyes might do once he tired of feasting on her chest. Of what it
would be like to experience his agile tongue lapping at her pussy,
over her butt, around her...

‘Wednesday!’

Snapping out of her recurring
fantasy, Wednesday Taylor blushed. ‘Sorry, Carol. I was
thinking.’

‘Again?’ Carol smiled. ‘Come on,
who is it that’s captured your imagination and lured it away from
the paradise of data input? Every time I look at you you’re miles
away.’

‘No one. I was planning a
holiday.’

‘If you expect me to believe
that, then you must think me blind as well as stupid.’ Perching on
the edge of Wednesday’s desk, Carol shoved a pile of papers to one
side. ‘It’s that guy from the café, isn’t it?’

‘Which guy?’ Wednesday
deliberately kept her eyes on her screen.

‘Come off it, Nez. The one who
can’t take his eyes off you. Until you take a quick look at him,
that is. Then he studies his espresso cup with an expression that
suggests he’s trying to work out its molecular structure.’

‘The man to whom you are
referring sits in a corner.’ Wednesday flapped away the suggestion
with a wave of her hand. ‘He is automatically observing everyone
because his seat oversees the entire cafe. I really was
contemplating the advantages of Portugal over Spain.’

Carol rolled her eyes and
sighed. ‘If you say so, but be careful.’

‘Use a high factor sun screen on
the beach, you mean?’

Getting to her feet, Carol
seemed to give up on her pursuit of gossip. ‘Seriously, there are
rumours about that bloke. He makes me uneasy.’

Winking playfully, Wednesday
said, ‘Rumours? Do tell.’

‘I’m serious! Apparently he has
this “thing” for words.’

Putting inverted commas around
the word “thing” with her hands as she replied, Wednesday laughed.
‘A “thing” for words. Now that is scary. If you’d said he had a
“thing” for sharp blades, I’d have been worried.’

‘I’m serious. It’s weird. He
doesn’t just watch the women that appeal to him; he sort of
visually dissects them. It’s like he’s hunting for something. Or
someone.’

Waiting until Carol had returned
to her work, Wednesday opened the top drawer of her desk and stared
at the napkin she’d slipped in there an hour ago.

That lunchtime, as usual,
Wednesday had been trying not to make it obvious that she was
watching the coffee guy as he was watching her, when he’d surprised
her by a break in his routine. He had got up to leave the cafe
exactly two minutes earlier than usual.

As he passed her table en route
to the exit he’d almost brushed her shoulder, but not quite. After
dropping a napkin lightly onto her lap without uttering a word of
explanation, he’d walked out of the door and disappeared into the
afternoon.

Back in the safety of her
office, regarding the folded serviette as if it were an unexploded
bomb, Wednesday felt her palms prickle with perspiration. By
comparison, her throat had gone Sahara dry. Even though he hadn’t
looked at her as he’d passed by, Wednesday had the strangest
sensation that his inkwell eyes saw straight into her soul. That
somehow the coffee guy knew what her late night dreams were
about.

And who they featured.

Checking to make sure that Carol
wasn’t watching her, Wednesday unfolded the note and read the neat
looped writing.

I would very much like to see
you, Wednesday, on Thursday. I need to check you weren’t burnt.
Regards.

Thursday? That’s
tomorrow. But when tomorrow? Did he mean he wanted to apologise
for spilling the coffee? If so, why hadn’t he said so before? The
accident was days ago. And what did he mean by I need to
check?

Wednesday pictured the coffee
guy steering her into the nearest secluded area of town, trapping
her between a wall and his six foot frame, ripping open her shirt,
passing his gaze over her pale flesh to check for burn marks...

A sudden tightening of her chest
made Wednesday drop the note and slam her desk drawer shut. If she
carried on like this, not only would she fail to get anything done,
but she’d be sat in damp panties for the rest of the workday.

Again.



Chapter Two

 


Wednesday had selected her
clothes with more care than usual. She told herself she was wearing
her best underwear because it gave her more confidence. It was
absolutely not because she’d spent a largely sleepless night
dreaming of the coffee guy’s expression as he ran his shrewd gaze
over her jet black satin bra with matching knickers.

With one extra button open on
her shirt, Wednesday left her flat, raking her hand restlessly
through her long chestnut hair. She kept telling herself that he
was just a bloke who got off on the power of making her feel sexy.
That was perfectly all right by her, because he clearly had no
intention of doing anything beyond titillating her imagination.

Wednesday had experienced her
fair share of relationships during her twenty-nine years, but
no-one had ever managed to arouse her with a single glance
before.

‘For goodness sake, woman, you
don’t even know his name!’ Even though she kept trying to talk
sense into herself, the four hours until lunchtime couldn’t pass
fast enough.

By the time her break finally
arrived, Wednesday thought her heart was going to thud right
through her chest with nervous tension. Walking into the cafe, she
was more than usually aware of the sound of her heels clattering
across the wooden floor.

Wednesday forced herself not to
look for him, to just queue up for her latte and toasted sandwich
as she always did. Even though she managed to prevent herself from
obviously surveying the busy room, she covertly hunted for him
nonetheless.

He wasn’t there. A sensation of
disappointment gripped her. She felt stupid; humiliated even. But
only briefly.

There was an envelope on her
regular table.

Sitting down with her food and
drink, Wednesday gaped at the cream coloured envelope. Her name was
written in clear script across its front.

Wednesday took a soothing sip of
her drink as she wondered if the coffee guy was hidden nearby. She
had an uneasy feeling that, if he was secretly observing her, he’d
be getting off on watching her reactions. Struggling to steady her
erratic breathing, Wednesday was more than a little aware that her
tits were doing their best to burst through their satin
holster.

Exhaling slowly, she opened the
envelope.

The words had an instant impact
on her internal temperature gauge. Wednesday’s body began to
alternate between flushing with heat and shivering with cold, as if
she was getting a fever and a chill at the same time.

Dear Wednesday,

Forgive my rudeness for not
having properly introduced myself before now.

My name is Lucas.

I will be blunt. I find you
fascinating, and would like to make love to you. I would like to
say my intentions are honourable, but they are not. They are
lust-driven, and I feel it only fair you know that from the
start.

If you are interested in
knowing more, then please come to the address below once you have
consumed your toasted sandwich. If you choose not to visit, then I
will leave you in peace from this moment forward.

Whatever your decision, I would
prevail upon you to keep this correspondence private.

Flat 1.

56 Chambers Way.

Regards,

L x

P.S. I apologise for the coffee
incident. I trust I did not damage you. I will make the sincerity
of my regret known to you should you decide to be my guest.

Wednesday didn’t finish her
lunch.

Her legs had started taking her
in the direction of Chambers Way without bothering to ask the rest
of her if it was a good idea or not.

She knew the address.

The building, a private block of
flats, was only two hundred metres from the office block where
Wednesday had been employed as an administration clerk for the past
two years.

Knowing she’d never forgive
herself if she didn’t find out what was within Flat 1, with her
pulse racing, Wednesday hovered outside a dark green front
door.

A door that led to Lucas and
whatever he planned to do by way of an apology.

Without allowing herself to
think about what she was doing, Wednesday knocked twice.






Chapter Three

 


The door opened swiftly upon her
knock. The narrow hallway ahead of her was bedecked with silver
pinstriped wallpaper. A heavy aroma of coffee infused the air.

Ushering her inside, with an
empty espresso cup in one hand and a rolled up newspaper in the
other, Lucas didn’t speak. Wednesday had the irrational notion that
he was able to hear how loud and fast her heart was beating.

For the first time since leaving
the cafe, Wednesday realised how foolish she’d been.

She knew nothing about this man.
He could be about to kill her—or worse.

She hadn’t even done the ‘safe
date’ thing, making sure at least one person knew where she was in
case it all went horribly wrong.

Lust, weeks of fantasies, and
pure curiosity had got the better of her common sense.

Stupid, stupid, stupid...

Wednesday wanted to blurt out
that she only had half an hour before she was due back to work, to
explain that people would miss her if she wasn’t at her desk by
half past one, but the words stuck in her throat. It was as if
Lucas’s commanding presence had cast a spell over her vocal
cords.

She’d pictured Lucas living in a
stylish apartment full of Victorian furniture, modern gadgets, and
shabby chic decor. She couldn’t have been more wrong. The kitchen
Lucas had steered her into was disappointingly normal, and although
what she’d seen of his home so far was shabby, it was a million
miles from being chic.

Lucas gestured for Wednesday to
sit down. Then, acting as if this was a perfectly normal situation
for him, he opened that day’s newspaper at the crossword page. ‘I
haven’t done three down yet. Any ideas?’

‘I...’ Feeling as though she’d
already failed some sort of test, Wednesday read the clue Lucas was
pointing to. It was the only one that hadn’t been completed. ‘I’m
not that good at crosswords. Sorry.’

Rather than appear disappointed,
Lucas smiled straight into her dark brown eyes; a gesture which did
unsettling things to her insides. ‘Crosswords are like people. You
have to allow yourself time to discover how to tackle each one. The
more of them you do, the more you understand what each individual
puzzle requires. I promise you, this clue is very straightforward.
I saved it for you. The answer is pleasingly pertinent.’

The memory of Carol’s comment
about the coffee guy and his “thing about words” echoed in
Wednesday’s head as she read the clue again. An extra maths sum.
Ten letters.

‘As you can see, the second and
fifth letters are already there for you.’

Lucas poured two mugs of coffee
from the machine in the corner of his stainless steel kitchen. He
passed one to Wednesday, then disappeared from the room with the
other. Seconds later he was back without the drink. ‘Have you
worked it out?’

‘No. I
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