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Emily’s eyes fluttered open to the low hum of New York traffic, the city already breathing through the cracked window. Her small studio - really just a bedroom with a kitchenette tacked on - felt smaller in the morning light. The bed took up most of the floor; a single dresser, a desk with a monitor, and a narrow balcony beyond the sliding door were all she owned.

She sat up, the oversized T-shirt slipping off one brown shoulder. No bra. Just cotton panties hugging the curve of her heart-shaped ass. She padded barefoot to the balcony, the cool tile kissing her soles.

Outside, the street was alive. A jogger in gray sweats glanced up - tall, dark hair, the kind of effortless. Another guy leaned against a food cart, laughing into his phone, forearms flexing as he gestured. Emily’s pulse quickened. She pressed her thighs together, suddenly aware of how little she wore.

Look away. Don’t stare.

But she did. Always did.

At twenty-six, Emily Sharma coded clean, scalable systems for a fintech startup in Midtown. She could debug a memory leak in her sleep. Yet put her within ten feet of a man who wasn’t on a screen, and her tongue turned to lead.

She’d tried apps, setups by well-meaning cousins, even a speed-dating night in college that ended with her hiding in the bathroom. Her body was a contradiction: 34-inch breasts that strained against every top, hips that swayed without permission, a face framed by thick black hair that men on the subway stared at too long. Beauty as currency she couldn’t spend.

Today is Sunday. The fridge hummed like an empty stomach. Emily yanked open the door: half a yogurt, one limp carrot, a single egg. Grocery run. Pads too. She scribbled the note on her phone, then peeled off the T-shirt and panties in one motion, letting them drop to the bathroom tile.

The shower hissed alive. Hot water sluiced over her whitish-brown skin, tracing the slope of her shoulders, the heavy curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist before spilling down the perfect heart of her ass and pussy. Steam curled around her like a secret. She closed her eyes, let the heat unknot the morning’s nerves.

Ten minutes later she stepped out, dripping, skin glowing. Black T-shirt, soft, a little faded clung to her still-damp chest. The blue jeans were a negotiation: she wriggled in, buttoned, exhaled. Tight. The denim hugged every inch, seam pressing into the cleft of her backside. When she twisted to check the mirror, the fabric shifted, outlining the sway she could never hide. It’s fine.

She dialled mom  in California  for a short talk. 

After hung up, she grabbed her canvas tote. Keys, wallet, phone. The hallway smelled of someone’s curry and bleach. Elevator down.

Outside, the city pulsed. She walked the ten minutes to Target, sneakers scuffing sidewalk cracks. The jeans moved with her  - left, right, left - like a metronome no one else could hear. A guy on a Citi Bike did a double-take; she pretended not to notice, cheeks warming.
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Three blocks away, in a loft that smelled of leather and cedar, Roveo cracked one eye against the sun slicing through half-shut blinds. Forty years old and still built like a boxer who never quite retired - broad shoulders, thick forearms veined from years of grip. He rolled out of bed naked, the sheet tangling at his ankles.

Roveo is American. He is a natural with women, an effortless hunter who read desire like weather patterns and closed the distance before they knew the storm had arrived. Till today no women was able to withstand his charm. Women were his language. He spoke it fluently, without accent. A tilt of the head, a half-smile that promised ruin and rescue in the same breath. 

He showered fast, water pounding the knots from his back. Out in two minutes, towel slung low. Poured a finger of whisky - last of the bottle - into a heavy glass. The burn tasted like Sunday.

Empty.

He shrugged on a charcoal Henley, sleeves pushed to the elbow, dark jeans that hung just right. Leather jacket, keys, wallet thick with cash he never counted.

The Bullet waited downstairs, matte black, chrome catching light like a blade. He lit a cigarette, inhaled deep, swung a leg over the seat. The bike snarled awake.
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As Emily reached Target the automatic doors whooshed open. She snagged a red cart, wheels squeaking.

She pauses in front of the produce section, her dark brown eyes scanning the neat rows of apples. The red one’s gleam under the lights, their skins waxy and unblemished. She selects three - firm, cool to the touch - and places them into the trolley. The cart is already half-full: a loaf of sourdough bread, a container of Greek yogurt, a bag of basmati rice, a jar of her favorite mango pickle.

Roveo steps inside, the hum of the city fading behind him as the doors slide shut. He grabs a trolley from the stack near the entrance, the metal clanking lightly as he pulls it free.

Roveo doesn’t need a list. He never does. He shops the way he lives - on instinct, with a loose plan that allows for detours. Today, the detour is whiskey. He heads straight for the liquor section. The store is busy, but people seem to part for him without realizing it, drawn to the quiet authority in his posture, the way he moves like a man who expects the world to make space for him.

He stops in front of the whiskey display, his fingers trailing over the bottles until they land on a familiar label - Macallan 18, its amber liquid catching the light. He lifts it, testing the weight in his palm, then places it carefully in the trolley. 

He turns away from the liquor section, the trolley rolling easily beside him. His path takes him toward the back of the store, where the aisles widen and the crowds thin. He’s not looking for anything in particular - just letting his feet guide him. Then he sees her.

She’s standing near the organic produce, her back to him, one hand resting on the handle of her trolley as she studies a display of avocados. The jeans she’s wearing are sinful - tight enough to trace the heart-shaped curve of her backside, the denim clinging to the dip of her waist before flaring out just slightly over her hips. Her shirt rides up just enough to expose a sliver of golden-brown skin, and Roveo’s gaze snags on it.

He slows his steps, his eyes tracing the line of her body, the way her shoulders slope gently, the dark hair spilling down her back, the subtle shift of her weight from one foot to the other. She’s unaware of him, completely absorbed in her task, and there’s something intoxicating about that - about watching a woman who isn’t performing for an audience. Who isn’t aware of being watched.

A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. It’s been a while since something so simple has caught his attention like this.  There’s something about her. The way she moves. The way she bites her lower lip just slightly as she debates between two avocados, her fingers pressing gently into their skins.

Roveo stops a few feet away, his trolley angled so he can watch her without being obvious. He reaches for a bunch of bananas. He’s just... observing. Letting the moment build.

She turns slightly, her profile coming into view. High cheekbones. A delicate nose. Full lips, currently pressed together in concentration. And then there’s the scar - a thin, pale line running from the corner of her left eye down toward her jaw. It’s faint, but it’s there, a mark that tells a story. He clears his throat, just enough to make a sound, and she startles slightly, her head snapping toward him. Their eyes meet.

For a second, the world narrows to this - her, wide-eyed and frozen, him, smiling like he’s just been handed a gift. The air between them thickens, charged with something unspoken. Something electric.

Emily blinks, her lashes fluttering as she takes him in - the broad shoulders, the green eyes, the way his beard is just rugged enough to make him look like he’s stepped out of a magazine spread. Her breath catches. She’s not used to being looked at like this. Like she’s the only thing in the room worth seeing.

Roveo doesn’t look away. He just lets the moment stretch, lets her feel the weight of his gaze. Then, slowly, he lifts the bananas he’s been holding and drops them into his trolley with a quiet thunk.

“These never look as good as they promise,” he says, his voice low, smooth. The kind of voice that makes the words feel like an invitation.

Emily’s fingers tighten around the handle of her trolley. “I, uh - I usually go for the ones that are still a little green.”

Roveo  smiles. “A woman who knows how to wait for the good things.” He leans against the edge of the display, his posture relaxed, but his eyes never leave hers. “Smart.”

Emily glances down at her trolley, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of her shirt. “It’s just fruit.”

“It’s never just fruit,” he murmurs.

He straightens, pushing his trolley just a little closer to hers. Close enough that she can smell his cologne, something woodsy and expensive, the kind of scent that lingers. “I’m Roveo,” he says, extending a hand.

Emily hesitates for just a second before slipping her fingers into his. His palm is warm, his grip firm but not overpowering. His thumb brushes over her knuckles, just once, before he lets go.

“Emily,” she says, her voice softer than she intends.

“Emily,” he repeats, like he’s tasting the word. Like it’s something rare and precious. “That’s a name that suits you.”

She laughs, a quiet, disbelieving sound. “How do you figure?”

Roveo steps back just enough to gesture at her, the way she stands, the way her hair catches the light, the way her lips part when she’s about to speak. “Because it’s classic. Timeless. The kind of name that makes a man wonder what story comes with it.”

she tilts her head just slightly, her dark eyes searching his. “And what’s your story, Roveo?”

His smile turns wicked. “Oh, cara,” he murmurs, “that’s not first-date material.”

She blushes again, harder this time, but she doesn’t look away. “Who said anything about a date?”

“You did,” he says, his voice dropping to a whisper. “The second you didn’t walk away.”

The air between them is thick enough to cut. Emily’s heart is pounding, her pulse a wild rhythm in her throat. She should say something clever. Something witty. But all that comes out is, “I should” She gestures vaguely toward her trolley. “I need to finish shopping.”

Roveo doesn’t push. He doesn’t have to. He’s already won this round. “Of course,” he says, stepping back with a flourish, as if he’s bowing out of her way. “Wouldn’t want to keep you from your avocados.”

Emily exhales, her shoulders relaxing just a fraction. She reaches for her trolley, her fingers trembling slightly as she grips the handle. She takes a step forward, then pauses. Turns back.

Roveo is still watching her, his expression unreadable.

“You know,” she says, her voice steady now, “if you’re going to flirt with a woman in the produce section, you should at least buy something healthy.”

He glances down at his trolley - the whiskey, the bananas, a bag of gourmet coffee. Then back at her. “Who says whiskey isn’t healthy?”

Emily laughs, really laughs this time, the sound bright and unexpected. Roveo feels it, God, she’s beautiful when she does that.

He reaches out, his fingers brushing against the sleeve of her t-shirt - light, almost accidental, but the contact sends a jolt through her. “I like this,” he murmurs, his voice dropping to a tone that feels intimate, like a secret shared between them.

Emily’s breath catches. His touch is fleeting, but it lingers on her skin, warm and electric. “It’s just a t-shirt.”

“It’s not just anything,” he counters, his gaze holding hers. “It’s soft. It suits you.”

She can feel the heat rising in her cheeks, her pulse thrumming in her throat. “Thank you,” she manages, her voice barely above a whisper.

Roveo’s eyes flicker down to her jeans, and his smile turns knowing, a little wicked. “And I like your jeans too.”

Emily freezes. Because his gaze isn’t just on her jeans - it’s on her, on the way the denim hugs her hips, and then his hand is there, a light, bold brush against her backside. It’s so unexpected, so audacious, that she doesn’t even have time to react before his fingers are retreating, leaving behind a trail of heat that burns through the fabric.

Her breath stutters. She should be offended. She should step back, tell him that’s not okay, but instead, she’s rooted to the spot, her body betraying her with a flush of something that feels dangerously like desire. Her mind races, Did that just happen? In public? but before she can gather her thoughts, Roveo is already moving on, his expression easy, as if he hasn’t just crossed a line that should have sent her running.

To be continued.................
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