
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Mechanic’s Heart 
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Chapter 1 – Engines and First Glances
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The morning air smelled of gasoline and motor oil, mixed with the faint tang of pine drifting in from the nearby woods. Tim wiped his hands on a rag, squinting at the sunlight that bounced off the hood of a rusty pickup in his garage. He liked mornings like this—quiet, predictable, the smell of grease somehow comforting. It was routine, and Tim liked routine. No surprises, no complications.

Until a sleek black sports car rolled up the gravel driveway.

Tim glanced up, eyebrows knitting together. The car gleamed like it had been polished yesterday, a stark contrast to the dusty trucks and beat-up sedans he usually worked on. The driver’s side window rolled down smoothly, and a hand waved him over.

“I need your help,” a voice called. Smooth, confident, and just a little teasing.

Tim’s gaze lifted to the man behind the wheel. Tall, blond, and with a smile that seemed designed to make people forget their own names. Tim cleared his throat. “You’re... here for car trouble?” He tried to keep his tone neutral, but he felt heat rising to his cheeks.

“Yeah,” the man said, leaning out. His blue eyes sparkled in the morning light. “Engine’s been making a weird noise. Thought I’d give the best mechanic in town a try.”

Tim blinked. Flattery wasn’t usually his thing. “Best mechanic... in town?” he repeated, raising an eyebrow.

Scott—he introduced himself later—grinned. “Yeah, that’s you.”

Tim shook his head, trying to focus on the task at hand instead of the easy confidence radiating from the man in front of him. “Alright. Pull it in. Let’s see what we’re dealing with.”

The garage smelled like motor oil and old leather, and Tim loved it. But now, it also carried the scent of someone else—Scott’s cologne, faintly citrusy, mixed with the faint smoke of city traffic he must have brought with him. Tim forced himself to focus on the car.

He popped the hood and started examining the engine, listening carefully as Scott explained the symptoms. Tim kept his observations technical, precise, but he couldn’t help stealing glances at the way Scott leaned casually against the fender, one hand in his pocket, the other brushing hair back from his forehead. It was a posture that screamed confidence, the kind that made people—Tim included—take notice.

“So... you fix cars like this all the time?” Scott asked, tilting his head. His voice was easy, friendly, but it carried a hint of curiosity, as if he wanted to know everything about Tim.

Tim kept his hands busy, wiping a greasy part and twisting a wrench. “Every day. Not usually sports cars, though.” He tried for casual. “Mostly pickups, trucks... the ones people actually need to get work done.”

Scott’s lips curved in a half-smile. “I like a man who can handle his tools.”

Tim froze mid-wrench twist. Did he just say that out loud? He shook his head, trying to focus on the engine. “Uh... it’s just a job,” he muttered, more to himself than anyone else.

Scott leaned a little closer, his eyes scanning the engine over Tim’s shoulder. “I can see that. But you... you put heart into it, don’t you?”

Tim felt a jolt in his chest. Heart? That wasn’t supposed to be part of the equation. “I guess... I take pride in my work,” he said carefully, trying to ignore the flutter in his stomach.

Scott chuckled softly. “Pride’s good. I like pride. And... honesty. People who care about what they do.”

Tim adjusted a bolt, his fingers brushing against grease and metal, but he felt a strange warmth in his chest, as if Scott’s words were aimed at more than just the car. He told himself to focus. Fix the car. Keep it professional. Don’t think about the tall, confident man leaning in too close, or the way his smile made the garage feel suddenly smaller.

Minutes passed. Scott’s questions continued—about Tim’s work, the town, small things about life in general. Tim answered, careful, controlled, aware of every inflection in his voice. But Scott had a way of drawing people out. Even Tim, who normally kept to himself, found himself laughing at a joke about a stubborn carburetor.

Finally, Tim sat back on his heels, wiping sweat from his brow. “That’s going to be a tricky fix. Could take a couple of hours.”

Scott’s eyes lit up. “Couple of hours? I can wait.”

Tim shook his head, trying to hide the way his chest tightened. “It’s fine. I mean, you can go grab a coffee. There’s a café down the road.”

Scott tilted his head, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. “And miss all this action? I don’t think so.”

Tim groaned inwardly. He wasn’t used to this. Flirtation wasn’t his strong suit. He was a man of engines and schedules, not teasing city men with impossible smiles. And yet... he couldn’t deny it: there was something magnetic about Scott. Something that made the quiet, predictable rhythm of the garage feel alive.

As Tim worked, Scott leaned against the hood, chatting and observing. Occasionally, he’d reach out to point at something, brushing his fingers against Tim’s as he explained the noise he’d heard. Every brush sent a spark up Tim’s arm. He knew he was noticing too much. He wasn’t supposed to notice.

But there was no pretending. Not with Scott. There was laughter, easy conversation, and something else, something electric hovering just beneath the surface.

By the time Tim finished the initial inspection, he was tired, sweaty, and painfully aware of Scott’s presence. Scott’s car would need more than a quick fix—a few days of attention—but Tim found himself hoping those days would stretch longer.

As Scott climbed into the car to leave, he leaned out the window. “Same time tomorrow?”

Tim’s chest tightened. “We’ll see,” he said, trying for casual, but the truth was louder than his words. He wanted to see Scott. Again.

Scott winked and drove off, the engine purring like a promise. Tim watched until the taillights disappeared down the gravel road, and then he leaned against the hood of another car, letting out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding.

Yeah, he’d have to see him again.

And somehow... he didn’t think he’d mind at all.
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Chapter 2 – Sparks and Oil Stains
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The morning sunlight streamed into the garage, dust motes dancing lazily in the beams as Tim adjusted his overalls. He had just finished a stubborn brake job on Mrs. Henderson’s old pickup, wiping grease from his hands, when the familiar purr of a sleek engine reached his ears.

Scott was back.

Tim blinked, half-expecting it to be a dream. But no—there he was, leaning casually against the hood of his shiny black sports car, sunglasses perched on his nose, hair perfectly tousled as if he’d stepped out of a magazine ad.

“Morning, Tim,” Scott called, voice warm and teasing. “Thought I’d see if my car survived the night.”

Tim’s chest tightened. “Uh... morning, Scott. Didn’t expect to see you so soon.” He forced himself to look busy, adjusting a wrench and pretending the sudden flutter in his stomach wasn’t entirely Scott’s fault.

“I have... issues,” Scott said with a shrug, a mischievous smile curling his lips. “The engine’s making this weird clunking noise. Thought maybe the best mechanic in town could work his magic again.”

Tim groaned softly, rubbing the back of his neck. He wasn’t sure if he was flattered or frustrated. Mostly both. “Alright. Pull it in,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady. “We’ll see what’s going on this time.”

As Scott drove the car onto the lift, Tim couldn’t help noticing the ease with which he moved—confident, unbothered by the smell of grease or the hum of machinery. Tim, on the other hand, felt self-conscious all of a sudden, aware of the grease on his hands and the rumpled overalls that screamed “mechanic,” not “someone who gets flirted with by charming city men.”

“So,” Scott said, leaning against the hood while Tim checked under the engine, “how’s life in the quiet little town? Still fixing trucks and charming all the locals?”

Tim froze mid-twist of the wrench. “I—uh... I fix cars. That’s it.”

Scott laughed, a low, easy sound that seemed to fill the garage. “Just cars, huh? Sounds... predictable.” His eyes twinkled as they found Tim’s. “I like predictable, sometimes. But I like surprises more.”

Tim’s fingers tightened around the wrench, a mix of irritation and something else—something unfamiliar and slightly thrilling. “Surprises can be... messy.”

“Depends on the surprise,” Scott countered smoothly, taking a step closer. The scent of his cologne—citrus and something woody—made Tim’s head spin. “Some are worth the mess.”
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