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1.

I stepped into the library, the quiet whisper of pages turning and the faint scent of old books hitting me like a different world compared to the garage. I wasn’t exactly the book type, but something about this place drew me in. Maybe it was the calm, or maybe it was her.

Lena.

She was new in town, and from what I could tell, she kept to herself. Mid-20s, softly curvy, with chestnut hair that fell like a curtain between her and the rest of the world. Those oversized cardigans she wore made her look like she belonged in another decade, and there was something about that retro style that caught my eye.

I watched her from across the room. Her hair hid her face, but every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse of her features. She had this way of moving that was both graceful and guarded, like she was always ready to pull back if things got too close. I’d seen her around town a couple of times before, but this was the first time I’d worked up the courage to come in.

Then I heard her voice. It was deeper than I expected, with this sensual undertone that made me pause. She was talking to a teenager, recommending Aristotle and Dante Discover the Secrets of the Universe with a fierceness that surprised me.

The kid grimaced. "Sounds gay."

"Brilliant observation." Her laugh unraveled something in my chest, sharp and bright as library sunlight through dust motes. “It’s about seeing someone’s soul first,” she said, her eyes lighting up in a way that made me feel like I was intruding on something private.

The kid nodded, took the book, and walked away. Lena went back to shelving, her shoulders squaring slightly, like she was bracing herself for something.

I figured she’d spot me right away. I mean, I’m not exactly built for blending into a library crowd. Plus, I probably smelled like oil and grease from the shop. But when I caught her eye, she didn’t flinch. Instead, she gave me this small, tentative smile before looking away.

It was… weird. I expected her to be intimidated or, I don’t know, completely uninterested. But instead, I could’ve sworn she was checking me out. Maybe I was reading it wrong. Maybe she was just being polite.

Either way, I felt like I had to make a move. I walked over, trying to look casual, and leaned against the shelf beside her. “Hey,” I said, trying to sound suave but probably coming off like a tool. “You’re the new librarian, right?”

She turned to face me, her hair falling to one side, and I saw her face fully for the first time. She was even more striking up close, with these soft, expressive eyes that seemed to hold a thousand unspoken thoughts. She nodded, her cheeks flushing slightly, and mumbled something about being new in town. Her voice was even better up close, and I found myself wanting to hear her talk more just to listen to it.

I tried to keep the conversation going, but it was like pulling teeth. She was shy, way shyer than I’d expected, and every time I thought I was getting somewhere, she’d retreat behind that curtain of hair. Still, there was something about her that kept me there. Maybe it was the way she scrunches her nose when she’s thinking, or the way her eyes light up when she talks about books. Whatever it was, I couldn’t walk away.

“Something I can help you with?” she asked, her voice soft but guarded.

I shrugged, trying to sound casual. “Just browsing. Though I have to admit, I’m not exactly mastering the Dewey decimal system.”

A hint of a smile tugged at the corner of her mouth, but she quickly looked away, focusing on the books in her hands. “It’s… not rocket science,” she murmured, “but it does take some getting used to.”

I leaned against the shelf, watching her. She was still guarded, but there was something in her tone, a faint warmth that suggested she might be into me. Just a little. “So, do you… um… recommend anything?” I asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

She glanced at me, her eyes meeting mine for a moment before she looked away. “Depends on what you’re into.”

“Everything,” I said, trying to sound charming. “I’m a man of many interests.”

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything. I could tell she was trying not to smile, but there was a flicker of amusement in her eyes. “Well… I could show you some fiction titles, if you’d like.”

“Sure,” I said, stepping closer. “Lead the way.”

As she turned and walked down the aisle, I couldn’t help but notice the way her cardigan hung slightly off her shoulders, revealing the faintest hint of her neck. It was a small thing, but it caught my attention. She seemed to sense my gaze and pulled the sweater tighter around her, her posture stiffening.

"Try this," she said, stopping at a shelf and pulling out a book. Her voice like honey warmed over whiskey, steadier than her trembling fingers as she pulled the Madeline Miller hardcover. "Achilles and Patroclus weren't heroes or legends here. Just... two halves recognizing each other in the dark. Have you read this one?”

I took it from her, glancing at the cover. “No, I haven’t. But I’ll give it a shot.”

She nodded, her hands folding in front of her. “It’s… really good.”

We stood there for a moment, the silence between us heavy but not uncomfortable. I could feel her eyes on me, but every time I looked at her, she was focused on something else. I wanted to say something more, to keep her talking, but I didn’t want to push too hard. Not yet.

“Thanks for the recommendation,” I said finally, tucking the book under my arm. “I’ll make sure to come back and let you know what I think.”

She nodded again, a small, tentative smile playing on her lips. “I’d like that.”

As I walked away, I could feel her watching me. I didn’t look back, but I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face. Maybe, just maybe, she was starting to let her guard down. And I was more than happy to wait for her to do it.
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I stayed up late, flipping through the pages of The Song of Achilles until the words blurred together. It wasn’t that the story wasn’t good—it was just hard to focus when my mind kept drifting back to her. There was something about Lena that stuck with me, like a puzzle I couldn’t quite figure out. I told myself I was being ridiculous, that I barely knew her, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to her than she let on.

When I walked into the library the next day, she was behind the circulation desk, her hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders. She looked up as I approached, and for a moment, our eyes met. Hers were guarded, like she was waiting for me to say something wrong. I forced a smile, trying to look casual, and set the book down in front of her.

“Thanks for the recommendation,” I said. “It’s… definitely different.”

She glanced at the book, then back at me, a small, cautious smile playing on her lips. “Different good or different bad?”

“Uh, good,” I said quickly. “Yeah, good. It’s just… not what I expected.”

She raised an eyebrow, her expression softening a little. “Not what you expected?”

I shrugged. “I mean, it’s about warriors and gods and stuff. I didn’t think it’d be so… emotional.”

To my surprise, she laughed, a low, throaty sound that made my chest tighten. “Yeah, it’s not exactly what you’d call a beach read.”

We stood there for a moment, the tension between us palpable. I wanted to ask her out, to see if she’d say yes, but something held me back. Maybe it was the way she kept her distance, her eyes never quite meeting mine for too long. Or maybe it was just my own fear of getting shot down.

“So,” I said finally, breaking the silence. “Got any plans tonight?”

She froze, her hands pausing mid-shelve as she looked at me warily. “Uh, no,” she said slowly. “I was just going to go home. Have a quiet night alone.”

I nodded, trying to play it cool even though I felt like I’d overstepped. “Yeah, that sounds… nice.”

But as she turned back to the books, I could’ve sworn I caught her looking at me, her gaze lingering before she quickly looked away. It was fleeting, but it was enough to make me wonder if I’d misread her entirely. Was she playing hard to get, or was there something else going on? Something she wasn’t telling me?

I left the library with more questions than answers, my mind racing. But one thing was for sure—I wasn’t ready to give up just yet.

---

The shop bell jingled, and I looked up from the engine I was working on. Lena stood in the doorway, her eyes scanning the greasy, chaotic space like she’d just stepped into a different world. She looked even more out of place than I had been, especially since she wasn’t wrapped up in one of her oversized cardigans. Instead, she was wearing a short sundress that hugged her curves, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. It was a far cry from the librarian look I was used to.

“Hey,” she said softly, her cheeks flushing as she took in the sight of me covered in grease. “I… uh… I didn’t know where else to go.”

I wiped my hands on a rag and walked toward her, amused. “Car trouble?”

She nodded, fidgeting with the hem of her dress. “Yeah. The light on my dashboard started blinking, and I have no idea what it means. I was driving home from… um… from the store, and it just came on. I didn’t want to ignore it.”

I chuckled. “Well, you came to the right place. What’s the light look like?”

She hesitated, then pulled out her phone and showed me a picture of the dashboard. I squinted at it, recognizing the symbol immediately. “That’s your check engine light. Could be a bunch of things, but I can take a look.”

“Thanks,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I really appreciate it.”

I watched her as I popped the hood of her car. She lingered by the door, clearly uncomfortable in the noisy, greasy environment of the shop. But every so often, I caught her glancing at me, her eyes darting away when I met her gaze. It was cute, how she tried to hide it.

As I worked, I couldn’t resist having a little fun. I pulled off my greasy shirt, leaving me in just a wife-beater, and leaned back over the engine. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her freeze, her face turning bright red. She tried to look anywhere but at me, but I could tell she wasn’t succeeding.

“Find anything?” she asked, her voice shaky.

“Not yet,” I said, smirking to myself. “But I’ll figure it out.”

She didn’t say anything else, but I could feel her eyes on me. And yeah, it was definitely not one-sided.

---

I wiped the grease from my hands with a rag, nodding as I explained the fix. "Just a loose connection. Easy enough to tighten. Parts were practically free, so I’ll let it slide this time."

Lena raised an eyebrow, her voice tinged with a playful challenge. "You don’t have to do that. I can pay."

"It’s my shop, my rules," I said with a smirk, tossing the rag over my shoulder. "Besides, I like doing favors for people who appreciate a good book recommendation."

She smirked back, a faint blush rising to her cheeks. "And what makes you think I appreciate it?"

"Oh, I don’t know," I said, leaning against the workbench. "Maybe it’s the way you’re standing there right now, looking like you’re trying to figure out if I’m trouble."

She crossed her arms, her eyes narrowing slightly, but the corners of her lips twitched upward. "And what if you are trouble?"

"Then maybe you’re the kind of girl who likes a little trouble," I replied, pushing off from the workbench and stepping closer.

For a moment, she held her ground, her gaze steady, but I could see the faintest flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. Then, without saying a word, she turned and walked toward her car. She opened the back door, sliding inside with a deliberate slowness that made my heart skip a beat. She shifted to the far side, her eyes locked on mine as she patted the seat beside her.

I stood there for a second, my pulse pounding in my ears. This was it. This was the moment. I glanced around the shop, making sure we were alone, before I walked over and slid into the back seat beside her.
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I could feel the weight of the moment, the tension between us crackling like static in the air.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers grazing her cheek. She didn't pull away, instead, she leaned into my touch, her eyelids fluttering closed. "You're pretty confident for a grease monkey," she murmured, her voice laced with amusement.

"Maybe I'm just good with my hands," I teased, my hand trailing down her arm, feeling the softness of her skin.

She opened her eyes, meeting mine, and for a moment, we just looked at each other, the world outside melting away. Then, without a word, she leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was both tender and charged with pent-up longing.

Her hands trembled as she unbuckled my belt, that nervous energy making my gut twist in the best way. I expected hesitation, but once her fingers brushed against my boxers, something switched. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips—Christ—and then she was on me like she’d been starving for it. 

The first hot slide of her mouth made my hips jerk. She made this noise, half-moan half-laugh, vibrations traveling straight to my cock. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, those long lashes fluttering every time I twitched against her tongue. She took me deeper than I thought possible, one hand gripping my thigh like she was afraid I’d bolt. 

I’d had blowjobs before. Not like this. Every suck, every swirl of her tongue felt calculated to unravel me. Her free hand crept up my shirt, nails scraping lightly over my abs, and I realized she wasn’t just good—she was studying me. Learning what made me curse, what made my fingers fist in her hair. 

When I tried to mumble something—praise, a warning, who fucking knows—she hummed around me. The vibration nearly blew out the back of my skull. Her pace quickened, lips stretched shiny and pink, and I realized with dizzy clarity she wasn’t stopping until I came. 

“Lena—shit—I’m gonna—” 

She didn’t pull back. Just squeezed my thigh harder, took me deeper, and let me spill down her throat with a shudder that racked her whole body. For a heartbeat, she stayed there, lips pressed to the base of my cock like she was savoring it. When she finally leaned back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her smile was shy again—but her eyes burned. 

“Still think you’re the one doing me favors?” she whispered, voice rougher than before. 

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. All I knew was that cardigan-clad librarian persona? Gone. And whatever this was—whoever she really was—I needed more.

My heart was still pounding, the taste of her lips lingering as I tried to catch my breath. She’d just…Jesus. The way she’d looked up at me, those full lips wrapped around me, the heat of her mouth—no one had ever made me feel that wanted.

Her trembling hands pressed against my chest as I reached for her. "Wait," she breathed, voice cracking. Her eyes darted everywhere but my face. And then, without warning, she fled. Opened the door and then slammed it behind her without a word.

What the fuck?

I stuffed myself in my jeans and zipped up, came around the other side of the car.

Her panic hit me like a cold shower. That trembling lower lip, the way her arms crossed protectively over herself. My brain finally caught up as I stared at the obvious bulge her skirt couldn’t hide.

Oh. The realization burned through me hotter than the leftover arousal still pulsing in my veins. She wasn’t just shy. She was terrified I’d bolt the second I saw her like this.

The truth hit me like a hydraulic lift dropping. That soft curve of hips I'd admired through library cardigans. The way she'd blushed when I complimented her perfume. The practiced way she'd kept her thighs pressed together while straddling me in the backseat.

Her panic made perfect sense now.

"Lena." I caught her wrist before she could bolt, my calloused thumb brushing the frantic pulse point. Her choked sob nearly broke me. "Look at me. Please."

It took three heartbeats before those big brown eyes flicked up. The raw fear there damn near cracked my chest open.

“Still want you,” I growled, thumb brushing the racing pulse in her neck. “Want all of you. But we don’t do a damn thing until you believe that.”

Her laugh was brittle, shaky. “Most guys run when they find out.”

I let my hand drift down, fingertips barely grazing the stiff fabric of her skirt. She shuddered, hips jerking forward involuntarily. “Yeah?” I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear. “What if I wanna see?”

She froze. “Jake, I—”

“Not here,” I cut her off, nodding toward the shop office. “Door locks. Your call.”

The silence stretched, her breathing ragged. Then, so quiet I almost missed it: “You can see.”

The office smelled like stale coffee and motor oil. I locked the door behind us, the click of the bolt louder than it had any right to be. When I turned, she was already against me—lips desperate, hands clawing at my shirt. I kissed her back hard, pinning her to the wall. Her moan vibrated through me, raw and needy.

My fingers found the zipper of her dress. "This okay?"

She answered by shrugging it off her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her waist, revealing small, perfect tits with dusky nipples already pebbled. Fuck. My mouth watered. But lower… Christ. The bulge in her pink lace panties was unmistakable. I palmed it, and she gasped into my mouth, hips bucking.

She grabbed my wrist when I reached for the lace waistband, breath hitching. For one awful second I thought I’d blown it. Then her grip loosened, guiding my fingers beneath the fabric.

The heat of her hit me first, velvet-soft and pulsing against my palm. Her head fell back with a whimper as I traced the swollen length of her, that secret part of her story she’d been so terrified to show me. 

“Look at me,” I rasped, thumb circling the slick tip. Her hips jerked. “You’re fucking beautiful like this.” 

A tear streaked her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. Just ground against my hand harder, nails biting into my shoulders as her whines climbed. I kissed the damp hollow of her throat, felt the vibrations when she choked out my name. Her thighs clamped around my wrist as she came—desperate, shaking, clinging to me like I might vanish if she let go. 

When she finally stilled, I expected her to bolt again. Instead, she nuzzled into the oil-stain on my undershirt like it was some goddamn designer perfume. Lena’s chest heaved against mine, her heartbeat wild as a sparrow’s.

Tears streaked her flushed cheeks when she buried her face against me, but when she looked up, her smile cut through the dim garage light like dawn. "Thank you," she whispered, voice cracking. Not the performative kind of gratitude—raw, like I’d handed her a piece of my liver and she’d decided to treasure it.

My calloused hands traced the dip of her spine, marveling at how she didn’t flinch. Her own fingers idly drew circles on my hairy forearm, like she was memorizing the topography.

"No guy’s ever…" She swallowed hard, throat working. "Stayed. After." The confession hung between us, sharp as the coffee smell clinging to the walls.

I didn’t tell her I’d never stayed either—not like this, skin-to-skin with my pulse still roaring in my ears. Her thigh brushed against mine, both of us still half-hard in that lazy, spent way. But it wasn’t hunger driving us now.

She shivered when my thumb grazed the scar beneath her rib—a faded hyphen from some old story she’d tell me later. The way she leaned into the touch, trusting as a stray cat finally taking offered milk… Christ. Felt like holding something both fragile and unbreakable.

Our foreheads touched. No words. Just the distant clang of a loose exhaust pipe swinging in the shop’s draft, and her breath hitching once—a soft, broken sound that made me pull her closer. Not a fixer. Not a grease monkey. Just a man realizing he’d stumbled into a cathedral he hadn’t known he was allowed to enter.
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Watching her slide her panties back on brought a smile to my lips. The way she shimmied into her floral dress, her eyes never leaving mine, made me feel like I was witnessing something private, something just for me. She studied me as if trying to read my thoughts, her gaze lingering on my face.

I looked away, not out of hesitation or doubt, but because I didn’t want her to think she had me all figured out. Not yet, at least. She might get bored if she thought she could see right through me.

“Come on,” I told her, breaking the silence. “The diner across the street isn’t bad.” My voice was casual, but there was an undercurrent of nervous energy. I wanted to spend more time with her, but I didn’t want to seem too eager.

She took my arm as we crossed the street, her touch light but warm. The evening air was cool, and I could see the faintest shiver run down her spine. I considered offering her my jacket but didn’t want to overstep. Instead, I tightened my hold on her slightly, letting her know I was there.

The fluorescent lights of the diner buzzed overhead as we slid into a sticky vinyl booth. Lena kept smoothing her dress like she was still adjusting to being clothed again, her cheeks flushed in a way that had nothing to do with the shitty AC.

"Usual, Jake?" Marlene the waitress smirked, eyeballing Lena's mussed hair.

"Two coffees. Pancake stack with extra bacon." I didn't miss how Lena's knee found mine under the table, her pointed toe of her shoe tracing my calf.

She stirred three sugars into her mug, the spoon clinking like a nervous heartbeat. "So. You read that book yet? The one about the Greek guy?"

"Which part's the test?" I leaned back, watching her bite her lip. "The soul-searching or the fucking?"

Her laugh came out surprised, warm. "Both, maybe." Her foot climbed higher, grazing my thigh. "You strike me as a man who skips to the good parts."

The bacon arrived crisp as a threat. She ate one strip slowly, grease shining on her lips, eyes locked on mine the whole damn time. My knuckles brushed hers reaching for the syrup, and she didn't pull away. Just turned her palm up, let our fingers tangle.

Quiet stretched, but not the awkward kind. The kind where you realize you're both counting heartbeats, not seconds. Her thumb traced circles on my wrist. "You know this is where you're supposed to ask about exes," she said, too casual.

"Only if you want me to."

The night hummed through the smudged windows. Her smile didn't reach her eyes. "Not yet."

We walked back to the shop in silence, hands brushing. Her keys jingled as she unlocked her car, but she paused with the door half-open. Turned. Let me see the raw want she'd been hiding behind her lashes all night.

"Jake...Tomorrow. Library opens at ten. Meet me nine-thirty," she breathed against my neck. "Employee entrance."

The engine purred to life. I watched her taillights disappear, grease still under my nails and the ghost of her teeth on my collar. Fuck. Should've asked about the Dewey Decimal System after all.
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As I sat in my car waiting for 9:30 to roll around, the morning sun casting a golden glow over the quiet streets, I watched her car pull up. She stepped out, and my gaze lingered on her. She was wearing something a bit sexier than her usual librarian attire—a skirt that hugged her hips and a blouse that hinted at the curves beneath. I smirked to myself, knowing she’d dressed that way for a reason.

A few moments later, I followed her in through the employee entrance of the library. The morning light streamed through the high windows, casting long shadows across the rows of books. I found her among the stacks, her back to me as she pretended to organize a shelf. She turned as I approached, her cheeks flushing slightly, and I could see the faintest glimmer of excitement in her eyes.

“There are three other people here,” she whispered, her voice trembling just enough to betray her. “Any of them could walk by and catch us.”

I leaned against the shelf, folding my arms as I studied her. “You’re really hoping they do, aren’t you?” I said, my voice low and teasing.

She bit her lip, her eyes darting around the aisle before settling on mine. “Shut up,” she breathed, but there was no real heat behind it.

I stepped closer, my voice dropping even lower. “You’re practically begging to get caught. What’s the matter, Lena? You like the idea of getting humiliated?”

Her face flushed deeper, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she took a step closer, her voice barely audible. “Maybe.”

I chuckled softly, reaching out to brush a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re such a bad girl.”

She swallowed hard, her breath hitching as my fingers grazed her skin. “We shouldn’t be doing this here,” she said, but there was no conviction in her words.

“Too late now,” I murmured, leaning in closer.

And with that, the game was on.

She bent over the library cart, hands gripping the metal edge hard enough to whiten her knuckles. Morning sunlight sliced through the dust motes above us, catching the lace trim of her black thigh-highs—a detail she’d never risk during regular hours.

Her skirt pooled around her waist before I even touched it, that ass bare and shameless under the cheap fluorescent lights. The condom wrapper tore between my teeth. She glanced over her shoulder, pupils blown wide, lips bitten raw from holding back noises. “Now,” she hissed, rocking backward to grind against me.

The lack of lube made the slide brutal, no gentle preamble. She arched like a bowstring, muffling a whimper into her own wrist as I bottomed out. Every thrust knocked the cart forward—squeaking wheels, clattering books.

Her free hand scrambled for purchase on a shelf, knocking a paperback to the floor. “Shh—” I growled, but she bucked harder, dragging me deeper.

Panic and lust warred in the way her legs trembled, the way she kept tilting her hips higher despite the risk of footsteps rounding the aisle. When her breath hitched, I clapped a hand over her mouth, feeling the vibration of her choked scream against my palm as she came.

Lena’s body went rigid, her muffled cry vibrating against my palm as she came. I followed seconds later, hips stuttering as I spilled into the condom. She collapsed forward, her cheek pressed to a dusty tome, both of us panting like we’d sprinted a mile. That’s when I heard it—the crisp click of heels on linoleum, way too close. 

Her eyes flew open, panic flashing as she twisted to look at me. Semen glistened on the shelf where she’d spilled her seed, a single droplet sliding down the spine of Pride and Prejudice.

“Shit,” she mouthed, scrambling for the hem of her skirt. I yanked the condom off, knotting it as she frantically wiped the mess with her cardigan sleeve. The footsteps paused—right on the other side of the shelf. 

I ducked behind the nearest stack, crouching between volumes of Encyclopedia Britannica as Lena snatched a disinfectant wipe from her bag. Her coworker’s voice cut through the silence: “Lena? You okay back there? Sounded like a raccoon got in the classics section.” 

“Fine!” Lena’s laugh sounded hysterical. She kicked the soiled wipe under the cart. “Just… reorganizing.” 

The coworker hummed, unconvinced. I held my breath as her shadow stretched across the aisle. Lena stepped sideways, blocking the view of the damp shelf. “Actually, could you check the front desk? I thought I heard the phone.” 

A beat. Then: “Sure. But maybe lay off the Red Bull, yeah?” 

The heels retreated. Lena sagged against the cart, her chest heaving. When she turned to me, her face was flushed—not just from fear, but that same dark hunger I’d seen earlier. She mouthed again and smoothed her skirt, the fabric still bunched at her waist.

“When?” I answered.

Soon.

I slipped out the emergency exit, the alarm disarmed weeks ago for exactly this reason. Her taste lingered on my tongue as I hit the parking lot. We both knew she’d leave that semen-smeared Pride and Prejudice on the shelf all day. A little secret. A dare. 

The game wasn’t over. It was just getting good.
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The muffled thud of a book hitting carpet snapped us apart. Lena’s breath fogged the air between us, her lipstick smeared in a way that made my jeans tighten all over again. She pressed a finger to my lips before I could speak, her other hand still tangled in my belt loop. Somewhere in the mystery section, a patron coughed. 

“We should…” she began, eyes darting toward the sound. 

“Should what?” I murmured, thumb tracing the racing pulse in her wrist. “Pretend this never happened?” 

Her laugh came out shaky. “You’re trouble.” 

“Trouble who wants to know what you like.” 

The flush crept from her collarbones to her hairline. For a librarian, she sure knew how to make a silence feel loud. 

“Tell me,” I pressed, stepping closer until her back met the shelf. A paperback jabbed her shoulder—The Art of War. Appropriate. 

Her throat worked. “I want… I mean, I like when you…” 

“Spit it out, sweetheart.” 

“When you tell me what to do.” The confession spilled out in a rush. “Not—not in a gross way. Just… in control. Knowing you want me enough to take it.” 

I stilled. This wasn’t the coy flirt from the diner. Her pupils were blown wide, fingers digging into my hips like I might bolt. 

“Like last time?” I nodded toward the semen-streaked classics shelf. “Risking your job? Your reputation?” 

“Yes.” 

“Christ, Lena.” 

“Too much?” 

I caught her chin, forcing her gaze up. “You trust me that much?” 

Her nod brushed my thumb. “You didn’t run when you saw… you know.” 

“That?” I snorted. “Best part of you.” 

The choked sound she made wasn’t quite a laugh. “So? You in?” 

I glanced over her shoulder. The library security camera’s red light blinked lazily above the New Releases. 

“Next Tuesday,” I said, watching her breath catch. “Wear that lace thing under your skirt. The one with the—” 

“Ribbons,” she breathed. 

“Yeah. I’ll come in and say I need a book recommendation.” I leaned in, lips grazing her ear. “You’ll show me just where to look.” 

Her knees buckled. I caught her elbow, steadying her against the shelf. 

“Still trouble?” 

Her smile was all teeth. “Worse. You’re a quick study.” 

The cough came again, closer now. We slipped apart like smoke, her smoothing her skirt, me adjusting the obvious tent in my jeans. But as I turned to leave, her voice followed—soft, dangerous. 

“Don’t nut for a couple days.” 

The old Lena would’ve blushed saying that. This one? She shelved War and Peace like she hadn’t just rewritten all our rules.

The library was quieter than usual, the kind of stillness that made every creak of the old wooden floors echo like a shout. I walked in, my heart pounding in my chest, and made my way to the circulation desk. Lena was there, her librarian persona firmly in place, but I could see the flicker of excitement in her eyes when she saw me.

"Can I help you?" she asked, her voice cool and professional.

"Yeah," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. "I'm looking for a book. The Art of War."

She raised an eyebrow. "A classic choice. Aisle three, right side, about halfway down."

I nodded and headed in the direction she'd indicated, my pulse racing with anticipation. I knew what was coming next.

Aisle three was dimly lit, the shelves towering above me like sentinels. I walked to the spot she'd told me, my eyes scanning the spines of the books until I found the one with the slip of paper tucked between its pages. I pulled it out, my hands trembling slightly as I unfolded it.

The note was simple: "Unzip. Wait."

I did as instructed, my cock already hardening at the thought of what was to come. I pressed myself against the bookshelf, the wood cool against my skin, and waited.

It wasn't long before I felt her presence behind me. She didn't make a sound, but I could sense her there, her breath warm against my skin. And then, her mouth was on me, hot and wet, wrapping around my cock like a vice.

I bit back a groan, my hands gripping the shelf to keep myself steady. The risk of getting caught was exhilarating, and I could feel my orgasm building faster than I'd expected.

But before I could come, I heard the unmistakable sound of footsteps approaching. Again. My heart sank as a little old lady came into view, her eyes widening in shock as she took in the scene before her.

"Oh my goodness!" she exclaimed, her voice shrill with indignation. "What are you doing?"

I quickly zipped up, my face burning with embarrassment, as Lena slipped away unnoticed. The old lady huffed and stormed off, no doubt to report me to the librarian.

I waited until she was out of sight before I made my way back to the circulation desk. Lena had managed to race back down there, still flustered, her expression stern but her eyes sparkling with amusement.

"I'm afraid I'm going to have to ban you from the library," she said, her voice firm but her lips twitching.

I grinned, despite myself. "Worth it."

She rolled her eyes but couldn't hide her smile. "Get out."

As I left the library, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. The thrill of getting caught, the rush of adrenaline—it was all so incredibly exciting. But as I walked away, I couldn't shake the feeling that I wanted more than just these stolen moments with Lena. I wanted to know her, really know her, beyond the physical connection that drove us both.

And as I wondered if she felt the same way, I realized that maybe it was time to take our relationship to the next level. Maybe it was time to go on a real date.


7.

The garage stank of motor oil and sex. Lena’s dress was halfway up her thighs, her back pressed against the workbench where I’d just had her. She was buttoning her blouse with shaky hands, the fluorescent light catching the sweat at her temples. I zipped my jeans and lit a cigarette, leaning against the dented hood of a ’78 Camaro. 

“Dinner,” I said, flicking ash into an empty oil pan. 

Her fingers froze on the last button. “What?” 

“Friday. Seven o’clock. Wear something that doesn’t have library card slots.” 

She laughed, but it came out thin, nervous. “You’re serious?” 

I shrugged. “Why wouldn’t I be?” 

The silence stretched. Somewhere on the roof outside, a pigeon cooed. Lena adjusted her bracelet—a nervous tic—and I realized she was stalling. 

“You think this is just about the sneaking around?” I asked. “The risk?” 

“Isn’t it?” She wouldn’t look at me, fiddling with the hem of her skirt. “I mean… we don’t exactly talk, Jake.” 

“We’re talking now.” 

She finally met my gaze. The raw ache in her eyes punched through me. “People don’t date me,” she said quietly. “They fuck me in supply closets and forget my last name.” 

The words hung there, sharp as a blade. I stepped closer, crowding her against the cold concrete wall. “Then let me be the first.” 

Her breath hitched when I brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Why?” 

“Because I want to know why you read The Odyssey three times a year. Why you wear those cute little lace gloves when you stamp books. Why you’re scared shitless of being seen with me.” 

A tear slipped down her cheek. She swiped it away fast, like it offended her. “You’ll get bored.” 

“Try me.” 

The garage door rattled as the night wind picked up. Lena shivered, but not from the cold. “Dinner’s… fine,” she muttered, like she was agreeing to a root canal. “But at my place. Simple.” 

“Deal.” 

She grabbed her purse, all business again.

I watched her walk to her car, hips swaying like she hadn’t just cracked open a door neither of us knew how to shut.

–

Lena’s apartment smelled like lavender and insecurity. I stood in her living room holding a six-pack of IPA I’d grabbed at the gas station, staring at the rows of hardcovers organized by color on her shelf. Angela’s Ashes stood between The Bell Jar and Giovani’s Closet like some pretentious sandwich. 

“Nice place,” I lied, setting the beer on her spotless coffee table. 

She hovered by the kitchenette, twisting the stem of a wineglass. “Thanks. I, uh… don’t usually have people over.” 

No shit. The couch looked like it had never been sat on, the throw pillows angled with military precision. I waited for her to offer me a drink, a seat, something. She just kept fidgeting with that damn glass. 

“You read all these?” I nodded at the bookshelf. 

“Mostly.” 

“Which one’s your favorite?” 

She blinked like I’d asked her to explain quantum physics. “That’s… complicated.” 

“Right.” 

The silence curdled. Somewhere downstairs, a dog barked. Lena finally gestured to the couch. We sat a foot apart, knees pointed in opposite directions. 

“So,” she said, too brightly. “How’s work?” 

“Same. Rebuilt a carburetor today.” 

“That’s… nice.” 

“You know what a carburetor is?” 

Her cheeks flushed. “Not really.” 

I leaned forward, elbows on knees. “You wanna know?” 

She hesitated. “Sure?” 

I launched into the basics—fuel mix, airflow, the works. Her eyes glazed over by sentence two. 

“Fascinating,” she lied when I finished. 

“Your turn.” 

“What?” 

“Tell me something you care about.” 

She stared at her hands. “There’s this… theory about Achilles and Patroclus. That their relationship wasn’t just platonic, but—” 

“Wait, the Greek Achilles?” 

“Yes.” 

“The guy with the heel?” 

She closed her eyes. “Never mind.” 

Dinner was worse. She’d made some quinoa salad that tasted like regret. I chewed slowly, counting the seconds between her stilted questions about my childhood (“Fine”), her family (“Gone”), my hobbies (“Cars, I guess”). 

The kicker came when I spotted the stack of romance novels hidden under her coffee table— boy love bodice-rippers with titles like The Duke’s Forbidden Touch. 

“Yours?” I smirked, holding one up. 

She snatched it back, scarlet. “They’re research.” 

“For what?” 

“Nothing.” 

I reached for her hand. She froze. “Lena. It’s okay to like trashy books.” 

“They’re not trashy,” she hissed, then deflated. “Okay, maybe a little.” 

We both snorted. For a second, it felt normal. Then the laugh died, and we were just two strangers in a room full of unreadable books and half-eaten quinoa. 

She stood abruptly. “I have ice cream?” 

“Sure.” 

We ate mint chocolate chip straight from the carton on her pristine kitchen floor. Her thigh brushed mine. Neither of us moved away. 

“This sucks,” I said around a mouthful. 

She grinned, sticky spoon paused mid-air. “Horribly.” 

“Wanna do it again next week?” 

Her smile faltered. “Why?” 

“Because I still don’t know your middle name. Or why you alphabetize your spices. Or what happens in chapter four of The Duke’s Forbidden Touch.” 

The spoon clinked against the carton. “It’s Marie. The spices are for anxiety. And the duke deflowers the stable boy in the hayloft.” 

I licked chocolate off my thumb. “See? Progress.” 

She laughed—real this time—and for a heartbeat, the awkwardness didn’t matter. We were just two people bad at dating, trying not to fuck it up.


8.

Lena’s bedroom smelled like vanilla chapstick and nervous sweat. She stood in front of a closet the contents of which probably cost more than my truck, biting her lip like she was about to detonate a bomb. The ice cream carton was still melting on her nightstand. 

“You sure?” she asked for the third time, fingers twisting the hem of her sweater. 

I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Show me the goods, Marie.” 

She rolled her eyes but yanked the closet open. Inside wasn’t the sensible cardigans and knee-length skirts I expected. It was a goddamn lingerie museum—lace, silk, ribbons, things that looked more like confectionery than clothing. A pink corset with heart-shaped cutouts. Stockings with garters shaped like daisies. A babydoll nightie that would’ve gotten us both arrested in 12 states. 

“Jesus,” I muttered. 

“Too much?” Her voice wobbled. 

“Too much? Princess, this is a felony waiting to happen.” 

She huffed a laugh, tension easing. “Pick one.” 

I stepped closer, trailing a finger over the options. The fabrics whispered under my touch—satin, tulle, something sheer that made my throat go dry. I paused at a set: a powder-blue negligee with white lace trim, matching thigh-highs, and a choker with a tiny silver bell. 

“This,” I said, holding it up. “The whole… thing.” 

Her cheeks flushed. “The princess set? Really?” 

“You asked.” 

She snatched it from me, muttering about predictable men. “Turn around.” 

“Nah.” I dropped onto the edge of her bed, springs creaking. “Earned the show, didn’t I?” 

Her glare could’ve stripped paint. But she peeled off the sweater slow, revealing a plain black bra. Then the skirt, the tights, until she stood in just cotton panties dotted with—Christ—tiny books. 

“Cute,” I said, nodding at them. 

“Shut up.” 

The negligee slithered over her head. She fumbled with the clasps, all thumbs, until I stood and batted her hands away. “Let me.” 

Her breath hitched as I fastened the lace behind her neck. My knuckles brushed the nape of her neck, the bell on the choker tinkling softly. The thigh-highs came next—she perched on the bed, trembling as I rolled the silk up her legs. 

“Why this stuff?” I asked, my thumb stroking the inside of her knee. 

She stared at the wall. “Makes me feel… soft. Even if it’s stupid.” 

“Not stupid.” My hand slid higher, finding the lace edge of her panties. “Just unexpected. Like finding out the librarian moonlights as a cupcake.” 

She laughed, shaky. “You’re terrible at metaphors.” 

“And you’re terrible at picking underwear.” I hooked a finger under the elastic. “These gotta go with the theme.” 

She swatted my hand but stood, swapping the book panties for a blue lace thong. The negligee barely covered her ass. The bell jingled as she turned, all pink skin and defiance. 

“Happy?” 

My jeans were getting tight. “Ecstatic.” 

She stepped closer, the scent of sugar and arousal hitting me. “Your turn.” 

“For what?” 

“Pick your own outfit.” She gestured to the closet’s lower shelf—a stack of robes. Velvet, silk, one with goddamn gold tassels. 

I barked a laugh. “Not a chance.” 

Her smile turned wicked. “Scared, mechanic?” 

We stared each other down. Somewhere outside, a car alarm wailed. 

“Fine.” I grabbed the least offensive robe—burgundy, still softer than anything I owned. “But I’m keeping my socks on.” 

Her giggle followed me to the bathroom. When I came out, she was sprawled on the bed, legs swinging, looking like a candy shop’s wettest dream. 

“Well?” she said, arching a brow. 

I yanked the robe off, tossing it over her lamp. “Your move, Marie.” 

She lunged. 

We didn’t talk much after that.

The bell on her choker chimed with every ragged breath. I had her pinned to the mattress, that ridiculous blue negligee rucked up around her waist, the lace straining over her chest. She kept trying to hide her face, but I caught her chin, forcing her to look at me. 

“Eyes open,” I growled. 

She whimpered but obeyed, her hand tightening around my cock as mine worked her. The contrast was fucking obscene—prissy lace against calloused hands, her polished nails digging into my thigh while my grease-stained fingers smeared pre-come down her length. 

“Jake—” 

“Watch.” 

Her hips jerked. The negligee’s bow had come untied, one strap sliding down her shoulder. I could see her fighting it—the urge to clamp her legs shut, to roll away and muffle her sounds in the pillow. But she stayed. Let me see every twitch, every shudder as her thighs trembled. 

“You’re close,” I said, not a question. 

She nodded, teeth sinking into her lower lip. A bead of sweat slid between her breasts. 

“Let go.” 

Her hand on me went frantic, strokes turning uneven. I matched her rhythm, thumb circling the swollen head of her cock until her back arched off the bed. 

“Fuck—!” 

The first spurt hit my wrist, warm and thick. She kept coming, stripes of white painting my forearm, her hips stuttering against my palm. The bell jingled madly as she thrashed, eyes screwed shut now, past the point of caring who saw. 

I didn’t let up. Not until she went boneless, gasping, her release cooling sticky between us. 

Her hand stilled on me. “Your turn,” she slurred, fingers drifting lower. 

I caught her wrist. “Nah.” 

Her brows furrowed. “Why?” 

“I’ll finish later,” I said. Rolling off her, I licked a stripe up my soiled palm. Her taste exploded on my tongue—salt and weirdly sweet. “Wanna remember this.” 

She stared, equal parts horrified and aroused. “You’re disgusting.” 

“And you’re still dressed like a bridesmaid’s fever dream.” I tugged the sodden negligee. “Shower?” 

“Together?” 

“Unless you want your drain clogged with princess fluff.” 

She kicked me. I caught her ankle, biting the lace at her thigh. The bell chimed again. 

We didn’t make it to the shower.


9.

The Ethiopian restaurant was a riot of color and scent, a stark contrast to the greasy diners and fast food I was used to. The walls were painted in deep reds and golds, adorned with traditional patterns that seemed to dance in the dim light. The air was thick with the aroma of spices—berbere, fenugreek, and cardamom—mingling with the faint scent of incense. A soft, rhythmic beat of traditional music played in the background, adding to the foreign ambiance that made me shift uncomfortably in my seat.

Lena, on the other hand, seemed in her element. She had chosen the restaurant with a quiet confidence, her eyes lighting up as she scanned the menu. Her choice of a bright yellow dress stood out against the muted tones of the restaurant, and her hair was tied back in a loose bun, a few strands framing her face. She looked elegant, yet approachable, her smile warm as she reached for my hand across the table.

The menu was a puzzle of unfamiliar terms: doro wat, misir wat, tibs. Lena ordered for both of us, her voice confident as she rattled off the dishes. I nodded, trying to match her enthusiasm, but my stomach twisted with apprehension. This was far from the burgers and fries I was used to.

When the food arrived, it was a spread of vibrant colors on a large platter, accompanied by rolls of injera bread. Lena showed me how to tear off pieces of the sourdough flatbread to scoop up the stews and salads.

My initial hesitation faded as I took my first bite of the spicy chicken stew. The flavors exploded on my tongue—smoky, tangy, with a slow-building heat that left me reaching for my glass of water.

But the novelty wore off quickly. The unfamiliar textures and bold flavors were overwhelming, and I found myself struggling to keep up with Lena’s easy enjoyment. She laughed as I fumbled with the injera, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “It’s okay, it takes time to get used to,” she said, her voice soft and reassuring.

Our conversation was a patchwork of awkward pauses and forced topics. We talked about everything and nothing—books, movies, our jobs—but the discussions felt stilted, like we were both trying too hard. I couldn’t relate to her passion for classical literature, and she seemed equally uninterested in my stories about cars. The silence that followed was heavy, punctuated only by the clinking of utensils against plates.

At one point, she mentioned a book she had read recently, her eyes lighting up with excitement. I listened, trying to feign interest, but my mind wandered. I couldn’t connect with her intellectual passions, and it showed. She noticed my disinterest, her smile faltering, and we both retreated into our own thoughts.

The meal ended with a traditional Ethiopian coffee ceremony, the ritualistic preparation and incense adding to the evening’s exotic feel. Lena explained the significance of the ceremony, her voice filled with genuine enthusiasm. I listened, trying to appreciate the cultural richness, but it only highlighted how much we didn’t share.

As we left the restaurant, the cool night air was a welcome relief from the heavy scents and unspoken tension. We walked side by side, the distance between us almost palpable. The street was quiet, save for the occasional passing car, and the only sound was the soft crunch of gravel beneath our feet.

Lena broke the silence, her voice tentative. “So, what did you think?”

I hesitated, not wanting to hurt her feelings. “It was… different,” I said finally. “Not really my thing, but I can see why you like it.”

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “I knew it might not be your favorite, but I wanted to share something I enjoy.”

I glanced at her, seeing the sincerity in her eyes. “I appreciate that,” I said, meaning it. “It’s just… we’re really different, Lena.”

She stopped, turning to face me. “We are,” she agreed. “But maybe that’s not a bad thing.”

I looked at her, trying to read her expression. “You think we can make this work?”

Lena shrugged, her shoulders barely rising. “I don’t know. But I’m willing to try if you are.”

I nodded, feeling a spark of hope. “Yeah, I’m willing to try.”

We stood there for a moment, the weight of our differences pressing down on us. But in that moment, it didn’t matter. What mattered was the willingness to try, to see if we could bridge the gap between us.

As we walked back to her apartment, the night air felt a little lighter, the tension between us a little less oppressive. We didn’t have all the answers, and we didn’t know if we could make it work. But we were willing to try. And for now, that was enough.

–

Lena’s apartment smelled like lemon polish and the burnt edges of frozen pizza. I sat on her stupidly pristine couch, the A Song of Achilles paperback glaring at me from the coffee table like an indictment. She’d positioned it artfully between a jade plant and a candle that smelled like “bergamot enlightenment” or some bullshit. 

She emerged from the kitchen balancing two mismatched mugs—tea for her, Folgers coffee for me. The steam curled around her face as she settled on the opposite end of the couch, knees drawn up. “So,” she said, nodding at the book. “Thoughts?” 

Shit.

The spine was still crisp. I’d made it halfway through chapter three before Patroclus’ inner monologue put me to sleep. Twice. I took a scalding gulp of coffee. “Good,” I lied. “Real… poetic.” 

Her eyebrows lifted. “Poetic how?” 

The radiator clanked. I could’ve kissed it for the distraction. “You know. The way they talk about, uh… grief.” 

“Grief.” Her mug clinked against the table. “Funny, since the heart of the story is about desire. The quiet, unsustainable kind.” 

I rubbed my neck. Seventh-grade detention vibes all over again. “Right. That too.” 

She plucked the book up, thumbing to a dog-eared page. “This line—‘I could recognize him by touch alone, by smell’—it wrecks me every time.” 

“Yeah.” I stared at the jade plant. “Wrecks.” 

The silence thickened. Lena snapped the book shut. “You didn’t finish it.” 

“Got busy.” 

“With what?” 

“Rebuilt a transmission Tuesday.” 

Her laugh was sharp, humorless. “Of course.” 

“Look, it’s not like I—” 

“I’m not mad, Jake.” She set the book back in its shrine. “Just… not surprised.” 

The words shouldn’t have hooked under my ribs. We both knew the deal—her with her annotated paperbacks, me with grease under my nails. But the resignation in her voice, like she’d already accepted this would fail, lit a match. 

“Not everyone needs to fetishize sad gays from B.C., Lena.” 

She flinched. Good. 

“It’s about love,” she said, too calm. “How it outlives us. How we—” 

“How we what? Build shrines to dead guys? Write essays?” I stood, pacing past her alphabetized DVD shelf. “Real helpful when your carburetor’s flooded.” 

She stood too, blocking my path. “Why’d you even take the book?” 

Because her eyes got soft when she talked about it. Because for one delusional second, I thought I could be the kind of man who deserved that softness. 

“Thought you’d fuck me if I pretended to care.” 

The lie tasted like gasoline. She didn’t blink. 

“You don’t need to pretend for that,” she said quietly. 

The radiator groaned. I reached for her, calluses catching on her silk sleeve. “Then why’s it matter?” 

She stepped back. “Because I want you to want to know me. Not just my… wardrobe.” 

The unspoken “The way I want to know you” hung between us. I couldn’t meet her eyes. 

“We’re a disaster,” I muttered. 

“Yep.” 

“So why’d you let me in?” 

She traced the book’s spine. “Same reason you took it. Hope, I guess.” 

The coffee had gone cold. I grabbed my jacket. “I’ll finish it. The… Achilles thing.” 

“Don’t.” She caught my wrist. “Just be you. The guy who eats Pop-Tarts over the sink and rebuilds transmissions.” 

“And if that’s not enough?” 

Her smile was a blade. “Then we’ll be a beautiful tragedy.” 

We kissed by the door, her fingers fisted in my shirt, the taste of cheap coffee and resentment sharp between us. The kind of kiss that felt like both a beginning and an end.


10.

Three days of radio silence. Three days of staring at my toolbox, wondering why the hell I cared that Achilles and Patroclus never got their happy ending. Three nights of her lace gloves folded in my top drawer, smelling like her—vanilla and ink and regret. 

Her text came at 2 a.m.: Maybe we should stick with what we’re good at. 

The bookstore was one of those indie places with too many plants and a barista who looked like he’d never touched a carburetor. I found her in the classics aisle, thumbing through The Iliad like it hadn’t started this whole mess. She wore a prim blouse buttoned to the throat, but I knew what was underneath—the black lace cupless teddy she’d once let me shred with my teeth. 

“Looking for something?” My voice cracked. 

She didn’t turn. “Bathroom. Third shelf on the left.” 

The stall was a coffin. She locked the door, her hands already at my belt. “Don’t talk,” she breathed, pushing me against the graffitied wall. 

I obeyed. Let her yank my jeans down, let her ride me raw and silent. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her breath hot against my neck. The sex was perfect—desperate, angry, a language we both spoke fluently. But when she came, biting my collarbone to stay quiet, I felt it: the hollow click where my pulse should’ve been. 

After, she fixed her lipstick in the smudged mirror. “Same time next week?” 

The sink dripped. Somewhere in the store, a customer sneezed. 

“Yeah,” I lied. 

She left first. I stayed, staring at the condom wrapper floating in the toilet. The ding of the door chime felt like a verdict. 

Almost enough. Almost.

–

Two weeks. Fourteen days of crawling under trucks that didn’t need fixing, of leaving the garage door cracked like a prayer. The scent of her—vanilla and salt and that stupid bergamot candle—lingered in my coveralls. I kept finding strands of her hair: one coiled around a wrench, another stuck to the shop fridge’s magnet holding a coupon for a car wash we’d never use.

Dana from the bar texted again. U up? Her profile pic was all cleavage and neon, a smile that said she’d never ask me about Greek tragedies. I deleted it.

The night I stood Lena up at the bookstore, I drove to the 24-hour Autozone and bought a carburetor for a ‘92 Civic I didn’t own. I stripped it, rebuilt it, stripped it again. Grease stayed under my nails like armor.

At 3 a.m., the garage phone rang. I lunged, grease-slick fingers fumbling the receiver. “Yeah?”

“Jake? It’s Marv. You got a spare alternator for a ‘08 F-150?”

I hung up.

The silence was worse. I flipped open A Song of Achilles to page 47, where Lena had underlined a passage in red: “He is half of my soul, as the poets say.” The words swam. I hurled the book at the trash can. Missed.

Her Honda coasted into the lot at dawn, headlights off. I watched from the shadows as she stepped out, legs bare under last summer’s sundress. No lace, no bells—just her, raw and real and pissed.

“You didn’t come,” she said, voice steady.

I couldn’t think of any lie worth saying.

She kicked a loose bolt, sent it skittering. “This is stupid.”

“What is?”

“Us. This. Whatever.”

The morning shift guys would be here soon. I wiped my hands on a rag that had seen better decades. “Got options, you know.”

“So do I.”

We stared at each other across the oil-stained concrete. A sparrow landed on the Civic’s carcass, pecking at a Cheeto crusted to the windshield.

“Why’d you come?” I asked.

She stepped closer. The dress gaped at the neckline, revealing the edge of a bruise I didn’t recognize. “To say goodbye.”

“That’s not why.”

Her laugh cracked. “No.”

The first shift truck rumbled down the road. She turned to leave.

“Achilles dies,” I said, too loud.

She froze.

“Patroclus gets him killed. But they burn his body together. Share the ashes.” My throat ached. “That part… I read that part.”

The sun crested the junkyard fence, glinting off the Honda’s hood. Lena didn’t move.

“So?”

I shrugged. “So maybe love’s just two idiots playing with fire.”

Her keys jingled. The sparrow flew off.

“Tomorrow,” she said, not looking back. “The diner. Seven.”

The Civic’s alternator mocked me from the workbench. I texted Dana: Not tonight.

Maybe ever.


11.

The key she’d given me (“for emergencies,” which apparently meant when her Honda’s check engine light haunted her dreams) turned smooth in the lock. Her apartment was dark, save for the blue flicker of a forgotten TV show. I kicked off my boots, the floorboards creaking their usual complaints. 

Her bedroom door was ajar. The sound hit me first—not moans, not even breaths, just the soft, rhythmic shush of skin on skin. Familiar, somehow, in its mundanity. 

She was sprawled across the bed, backlit by the streetlamp outside. The Duke’s Houseboy, or whatever, lay facedown on the carpet, spine cracked at the midpoint. One hand was tangled in the sheets, the other working her shaft with the clinical efficiency of someone who’d done this a thousand times. No frills, no lace—just a faded band tee and cotton panties rucked to the side. 

I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Need a hand?” 

She didn’t startle. Just tilted her head, glasses slipping down her nose. “Took you long enough.” 

The mattress dipped as I knelt behind her. My calluses caught on her hip. “You knew I was here.” 

“Heard you fumble the deadbolt.” Her voice hitched as I replaced her fingers with mine. “Like a fucking elephant.” 

“Yet you kept going.” 

She arched into my touch. “Wanted to see if you’d interrupt.” 

I nipped the back of her neck. “Disappointed?” 

Her laugh dissolved into a gasp. “Predictable.” 

We fell into the old rhythm—no urgency, no performative noises. Just the shared mechanics of release. Her body knew mine, even if our conversations didn’t. When she came, it was with a quiet shudder, her teeth sinking into the pillow.  

She batted my hand away. “You could’ve come last Tuesday.” 

“Got busy.” 

“With what?” 

“A book.” 

Her snort was half-laugh, half-snarl. She reached for the nightstand, tossed Achilles at my chest. “Page 210.” 

The spine fell open to a dog-eared passage: “We were like gods at the dawning of the world, & our joy was so bright we could see nothing else but the other.” 

I stared at the words, her red pen circling joy. “Yeah?” 

She yanked the book back. “Don’t pretend you get it.” 

“Don’t pretend you don’t want me to.” 

The streetlamp buzzed. Somewhere downstairs, a cat yowled. Lena slid her leg over mine, all heat and defiance. “Shut up and fuck me.” 

I did. 

–

The streetlight bled through her blinds, striping the rumpled sheets and the book splayed on her nightstand. Lena’s hair was a nest against my chest, her finger tracing the grease stains on my palm like they were constellations. 

“You know,” I said, staring at the ceiling crack that’d been there since her last landlord “renovation,” “Achilles is an asshole.” 

She stilled. “Yeah?” 

“Total dick. Lets Patroclus die for his ego. Fucks up the whole war. I’m not even that bad.” 

Her laughter vibrated against my ribs. “Debatable.” 

I pinched her hip. “At least I don’t sulk in a tent for a decade.” 

She propped herself up, glasses fogged, hair wild. “He’s grieving.” 

“He’s a diva with a spear.” 

Another laugh, throatier this time. She reached for the book, cracked spine whispering as she flipped to the middle. “Here—‘I would know him in death, at the end of the world.’” 

“Sounds like a stalker.” 

She swatted me with the paperback. “It’s devotion, you heathen.” 

I caught her wrist, tugging her down. “Devotion’s fixing her Honda for free. Not writing sonnets while your boyfriend rots.” 

Her breath hitched when my lips found the scar beneath her breast. “You’re impossible.” 

“And you’re into it.” 

She let the book drop, pages fluttering. “You’re not Achilles,” she murmured, teeth grazing my jaw. “You’re worse.” 

“How’s that?” 

“You pretend not to care.” 

I rolled her onto her back, the sheets still damp from earlier. “And you pretend not to want this.” 

Her legs locked around my waist. “So?” 

After, she fell asleep with her head on the book, ink smudging her cheek. I stared at the passage she’d marked—“We reached for each other, and I thought of how many nights I had lain awake loving him in silence.” 

The radiator hissed. I traced the words with a grease-black fingernail, the letters blurring. 

Silence, I could do. 

The rest? 

Maybe.


12.

Her apartment was dim, the only light coming from the TV’s glow as bronzed gladiators hacked at each other on screen. Lena sat cross-legged on the couch in an oversized sweatshirt, her hair a messy bun held up by a pencil. No makeup. No lace. Just the faint smudge of yesterday’s eyeliner under her eyes and a chip in her toenail polish. 

“You look nice,” I said, tossing a bag of chips onto the coffee table. 

She winced, pulling her sleeves over her hands. “Liar.” 

“I’m serious. You’re all… soft.” 

“I’m hungover.” 

I grinned, cracking a beer. “Still soft.” 

She threw a couch cushion at me. We watched in silence as Spartacus gave some rousing speech about freedom, his abs gleaming under studio lighting. Lena snorted. “This is historically inaccurate.” 

“It’s got swords. That’s the period, right?” 

“No. Achilles is Bronze Age. This is Roman Republic. Hundreds of years apart.” 

“Close enough.” 

She side-eyed me. “You’re a philistine.” 

“And you’re a nerd.” 

Another cushion sailed my way. I caught it, tucking it behind my head. On screen, a man lost a limb in slow motion. Lena curled her legs under herself, quiet for once. 

“Why’d you pick this?” she asked. 

“Thought you’d like the togas.” 

“They’re tunics.” 

“Same difference.” 

She opened her mouth, then closed it. The next battle scene played out—clanging swords, dramatic screams, the occasional artsy blood spatter. Lena’s hand crept toward the chip bag. I pushed it closer. 

“You’re staring,” she muttered. 

“Not my fault you’re prettier than the TV.” 

She flinched, nearly dropping her chip. “Stop.” 

“What?” 

“That. The… compliments.” 

I shrugged. “Just saying what I see.” 

The credits rolled. Lena didn’t move another movie. Outside, rain pattered against the fire escape. 

“We’re not like them,” she said suddenly. 

“Who? Spartacus and his rebel bros?” 

“Achilles and Patroclus. We’re not… epic.” 

I crushed the empty beer can. “Good. Epics end with everybody dead.” 

She laughed, but it sounded hollow. The pencil fell from her hair, chestnut strands cascading over her shoulders. I reached out, tucking one behind her ear. She didn’t pull away. 

We stayed like that until the screen saver kicked in—swirling colors that lit her face in bursts of blue and gold. No grand speeches. No promises. Just her breath syncing with mine, two flawed creatures orbiting the same quiet truth: 

This could be enough. 

This is.

–

Her hand was cold in mine. Not the playful grip from the bookstore bathroom, or the desperate clutch during midnight fucks. Just cold. The TV’s glow flickered over us, some infomercial selling miracle knives neither of us would ever buy. 

“Lena—” 

“I’m obsessed with you,” she spat, like the words were a crime. “Do you know that? Do you even—” 

I squeezed her hand. Wrong move. 

She shattered. 

Not the pretty, poetic kind of breaking. This was ugly—shoulders heaving, snot smearing across her wrist, a guttural sound clawing out of her throat. I pulled her into my lap, her back to my chest, like I could hold her pieces together. 

“Don’t,” she gasped. “Don’t be nice now.” 

The accusation stung. “I’m not.” 

“Liar.” She twisted, facing me. Her mascara streaked down like war paint. “You are nice. You fix things. You remember how I take my tea. You—you read the stupid book.” 

The admission hung between us, raw and bleeding. I wiped her cheek with my thumb. She flinched. 

“When this ends,” she whispered, voice raw, “I won’t survive it.” 

The clock ticked. The miracle knives kept slicing tomatoes. 

“Who says it ends?” 

Her laugh was a broken thing. “You’re not that dumb.” 

I kissed her forehead, salt on my lips. “Maybe I am.” 

She pressed her face into my neck, her tears scalding. “I’ll ruin you.” 

“Try.” 

We stayed like that until the infomercial looped. Her breath evened, her fists unclenching from my shirt. I thought she’d fallen asleep until she spoke, muffled against my skin: 

“I marked the page for you. Where Patroclus begs Achilles to stay.” 

I didn’t ask which page. Didn’t need to. 

The streetlight died outside. In the dark, we were just shapes—a mess of limbs and regret and the terrible, beautiful truth: 

We’d already ruined each other. 

And maybe that was the point.


13.

She was pacing her living room, a hurricane in sweatpants, hurling words like shrapnel. “You left your greasy rags on my—” 

I stepped into her path. “Try harder.” 

She faltered. “What?” 

“This.” I gestured at her clenched fists, the tremor in her voice. “The performance. Zero stars.” 

Her eyes flashed—fear masquerading as fury. “Fuck you.” 

I grabbed her chin, not gentle. “What you really want to say is, ‘Make me feel something that isn’t this.’ Right?” 

She tried to jerk free. I tightened my grip. 

“New rule,” I said, voice low. “You don’t speak unless I let you.” 

Recognition flickered. Her lips parted. 

“And if I break it?” she breathed. 

My thumb traced the hinge of her jaw. “You’ll beg me to stop. Then beg me not to.” 

She shivered. I saw the shift—the melt from anger into relief. No more decisions. No more words. Just the sweet, sharp relief of surrender. 

“Safeword?” I murmured. 

“Patroclus,” she whispered, bitter and fond. 

I spun her around, bent her over the arm of the couch. Her breath hitched on the first strike—a sharp crack that bloomed pink across her skin. I felt it more than heard it: the clench of her thighs, the stiffness straining inside her cotton panties. 

“One,” she gasped, fingers twisting the couch cushions. 

The second landed lower, where the curve of her ass met trembling thigh. Her hips jerked back, seeking the pain like a tongue seeks a cavity. 

“Two,” she whimpered. 

By five, her panties were ruined. The scent of her—musky, sweet, Lena—thickened the air. I hooked a finger under the soaked fabric, yanking it aside. She sobbed. 

“Count.” 

“Six.” 

My palm met her swollen flesh, the sound wetter now. Her legs shook, but she arched higher. Begging without words. 

“Seven.” 

She came on eight, a broken cry muffled into the upholstery. Her release spilled hot over my thigh, dripping onto the floorboards. I pressed two fingers into her, curling upward. She bucked, oversensitive, but I didn’t stop. 

“N-nine—” 

“Wrong.” I landed another strike. “Start over.” 

She screamed. Cursed. Thanked me. 

After, she collapsed face-first into the couch, her ass glowing, her breath fogging the leather. I dragged her onto my lap, her sticky thighs straddling mine. 

“Still want to fight?” I asked, wiping her tears with my thumb. 

She nuzzled into my neck, boneless. “Asshole.” 

The clock ticked. Her heartbeat thudded against my chest, a frantic Morse code even she couldn’t translate. 

“You’ll stay,” she mumbled, half-asleep. Not a question. 

I bit her shoulder, tasting salt and stubbornness. “Till the wheels fall off, Marie.” 

She didn’t smile. Didn’t need to. 

The mess dried between us. We’d scrub it tomorrow. Tonight, we were just two liars playing house—her with her dog-eared tragedies, me with my torque wrench and terrible metaphors. 

Close enough.


14.

Her fingers traced my jawline, calloused pads catching on stubble she’d later complain scratched her thighs.

Morning light bled through the curtains, painting her naked hips in gold. Her cock lay soft against her stomach, a flushed curve I’d mapped with teeth and tongue. Mine stirred against her leg, heavy and impatient. 

“Still couldn’t believe this was real,” she whispered, thumb brushing my bottom lip. 

I nipped at the tip of her digit. “Which part? The way you screamed when I split you open? Or the way you blushed when I made you beg for it?” 

Her thighs tightened around mine. “Dick.” 

I rolled her onto her back, pinning her wrists. Her cock twitched, thickening against my stomach. “You loved it.” 

She did. I’d memorized the hitch in her breath when my size intimidated her—the flicker of fear, then hunger, as she realized she wanted to be overwhelmed. 

“You wanted my mouth or my ass?” she asked, all false nonchalance. 

I ground against her, my cock dragging a wet stripe up her length. “First one...” 

She choked when I shoved her down the bed, her head dangling off the edge. Her throat worked around me, gagging on the first thrust. Tears welled as I fucked her mouth raw, her nose pressed to my pelvis. 

“Good girl,” I rasped, twisting her nipple. 

She moaned around me, cock jerking against her belly. Pre-come pearled at her tip. I pulled out, slapped my shaft against her lips. “Now the other.” 

She scrambled onto her knees, ass raised. The stretch made her hiss—my thickness spreading her wider than her toys ever could. She clawed the sheets when I bottomed out. 

“Fuck—!” 

“Louder.” 

I pinned her hips, drilling into the sweet spot that made her sob. Her cock bounced with each thrust, leaking onto the duvet. 

“Wanna come?” I growled. 

She nodded, frantic. 

“Where?” 

“Inside—please—” 

I yanked her back by the hair, my release painting her spine in streaks. She followed with a broken cry, hers spilling untouched between her legs. 

After, she traced the bite marks on my shoulder. “You were insufferable.” 

I sucked a bruise into her hip. “You were addicted.” 


15.

The library’s silence was a held breath as I strode past the circulation desk. Lena didn’t look up from her computer, fingers clacking keys with that infuriating precision. She was wearing the gray pencil skirt I had torn last month, hastily stitched. 

“A Song of Achilles,” I said, leaning on the desk. “Aisle three, right?” 

Her lips twitched. “You’ve memorized the catalog. How quaint.” 

“Humor me.” 

She sighed, standing. The click of her heels followed me to the stacks. I trailed a finger along the spines until I found the book—thicker than the others, hollowed out. Lena’s steps faltered when she saw it in my hands. 

“Open it,” I said. 

She hesitated. The first tremor rippled through her when she pried the cover. The ring glinted inside, simple platinum, flanked by two dog-eared pages. 

Page 47: “I would know him in death, at the end of the world.” 

Page 210: “We are all there, goddess and mortal and the boy who was both.” 

Her knees buckled. I caught her elbow, steering her into the shadows between shelves. 

“You hate metaphors,” she choked. 

“You love them.” I slid the ring onto her shaking finger. “Now you’ve got one that won’t die.” 

She slapped my chest. Once. Twice. Then her fists clutched my shirt, her forehead pressed to my sternum. “I’ll ruin you.” 

“You’ve already gotten started.” 

Her laugh was a wet crack. “Yes. Fuck, yes—” 

I kissed her quiet, tasting tears and Earl Grey. The security camera blinked red above us. Let them watch. Let them see the ice queen melt, the grease-stained brute tremble, the terrible beauty of two disasters choosing collision over calm. 

She bit my lip, drawing blood. “This changes nothing.” 

“Everything,” I corrected, palming her ass. “Now you’re stuck with my shitty metaphors.” 

Her smile was a blade I’d gladly let gut me. “Insufferable.” 

“Addicted.” 

The Dewey Decimal system watched as I backed her into Biography, her skirt shoved to her waist, her yes still ringing in my bones. Somewhere, Achilles smiled.


16.

The dress is a thrift store monstrosity—puffy sleeves, moth-eaten lace, reeking of someone else’s grandma’s perfume. Lena spins in it dramatically, nearly tripping over the pizza box we’re using as an altar. 

“Tragedy suits me better,” she declares, popping the cork on a $6 sparkling cider. It fizzes pathetically. 

I adjust my clip-on bowtie, already crooked. “You’re wearing socks with heels under that thing. Tragedy died twenty minutes ago.” 

She kicks off a sparkly heel, revealing neon unicorn socks. “Fight me.” 

The “ceremony” ends with her stepping on my foot during the “first dance” (a chaotic sway to Hall & Oates on her phone speaker). 

“This is the worst wedding ever,” she says, mouth full of cold pepperoni. 

“You’re welcome.” I lick red sauce off her collarbone. “Still time to bolt.” 

She tears her veil (a mosquito net from Walmart) and stuffs it down my pants. “And miss the honeymoon?” 

The dress ends up in a heap with my rental tux. Her “something blue” is the expired condom wrapper we find in the tux pocket. 

“Classy,” she deadpans. 

“Foreshadowing.” 

We collapse on the couch, half-dressed, cider spilled on the carpet. Lena plucks the plastic ring off her finger and flicks it at my head. “Remind me why I said yes?” 

I catch it, sliding it onto her pinky toe. “Because you’re a masochist with terrible taste.” 

She steals my last slice. “And you’re a delusional optimist.” 

The moon glares through the window. Somewhere, a car alarm wails. Lena rests her greasy chin on my shoulder. 

“We’ll regret this tomorrow.” 

“Already do.” 

She grins, all teeth and sauce-stained mischief. “Good.” 

The world spins. The cider dries sticky. And in our lopsided corner of it, we’re exactly what we vowed never to be— 

Happy. Against all odds. Against all sense. Against the tide of polyester and poor life choices. 

“Here’s to tragedy,” she toasts with a warm beer. 

We cheers. It’s perfect.
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When 18-year-old Lincoln is handed a mysterious pair of jeans by his stepdad, Carl, he has no idea how much his world is about to shift. The jeans, seemingly ordinary, except that they were designed for a girl, become the catalyst for a transformation Lincoln never saw coming. At first, he dismisses the strange fit and the faint whispers of change in his body, but as the days pass, the jeans mold to him in ways he can’t explain. His hips flare, his waist narrows, and his mind begins to wander into uncharted territory.

As Lincoln struggles to make sense of the subtle but undeniable changes, he finds himself drawn to Carl in ways he can’t ignore. The line between resentment and attraction blurs, and Lincoln is forced to confront a new version of himself—one that challenges everything he thought he knew about his identity.

Soon he is prancing around in a frilly skirt and high heels, reluctantly, or is that just what he tells himself? Is it the jeans, or is it something deeper? As Lincoln’s transformation progresses, he embarks on a sizzling journey of self-discovery, one that leaves him questioning whether the changes are physical, mental, or something far more mysterious.

Enjoy this latest gender bender by Lexi Twist!

Gangster's Girl

Gabe approaches the toughest gangster in his Manila neighborhood with a simple request. "Stay away from my sister." She's an innocent girl who's caught up with the wrong guy.

With a wicked smile, that hard-looking man looks him straight in the eye and gives him a choice. "Be my girl."

Gabe's floored. Is Mic really serious? Turns out that this tough guy has a thing for girls with a little something extra. If Gabe agrees to Mic's terms, he'll be completely feminized. Not just clothes and makeup. To be acceptable as "Mic's girl," Gabe will need some new breast implants and a crash course in femininity.

Reluctantly at first, Gabe agrees to be feminized. Gradually though, as he lets his sissy side out for the first time, he realizes that it's the gateway to a new kind of self discovery.

This story involves a guy who reluctantly agrees to be feminized medically. There's no magic, but the mental change Gabe goes through is slow and gradual. Enjoy!

New Frontiers

When buddies Michael and Dallas visit the elusive New Horizons adult resort, they expect some harmless fun and western-themed role-play. But the salacious staff has other plans, entrapping Michael in the luscious form of saloon siren Clementine.

Suddenly, Dallas's rebel buddy has become his wanton plaything, forced to surrender to the gunslinger's every prurient whim. As Clementine, Michael's hunger to please only grows more shameless with each scorching conquest.

The debauchery reaches dizzying new heights when a prim schoolmarm android arrives, pitting good-girl charm against Clementine's insatiable wiles in a battle for Dallas's attentions. The boys are mere pawns in an erotic game of deliciously dominance and subjugation that will push fantasy and reality to their absolute limits.

Can their friendship survive this erotically-charged identity crisis? Or will they both surrender to their most profane appetites, shattering all remaining boundaries in New Horizons' unholy crucible of transformation?

With sumptuous prose and deliriously sinful twists, Twist delivers a gender-bending, forced-fem epic for the ages. Strap in for a roller-coaster that will have you dripping with equal parts ecstasy and sheer moral incineration!
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