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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Ana

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m alone. Again. I swiftly stomp down the block and away from what should have been my past months ago. He looked stunned sitting there as I left. I’m sure no one has ever left him before. He’s gorgeous but has no emotional depth. He also has no real depth at all, just a stupid hot face and a really long dick. If only he knew what to do with it.

      It sucks being the good girl who always thinks she can change a man into what she secretly dreamed of as a little girl. I always wanted to be dazzled by his intellect and humbled by his bedroom skills. But I either end up with an asshole or a nerd who tears into The New Yorker instead of me. Where is that filthy nerd? That’s who I want and think I deserve. Surely, New York City has one of those—the city has everything. If I can get kosher sushi with a side of deconstructed Canadian poutine delivered at four in the morning, surely I can find a man who wants to reenact some D.H. Lawrence or Henry Miller. At this point I’d be all in for reenacting 50 Shades, as long as he read the book.

      Last week, I dragged Brock to MoMA for the Matisse exhibit. I was standing in front of The Dance, trying to explain the revolutionary use of color and movement, how Matisse broke from tradition, and Brock looked at the canvas and said, “All the squiggles in this one make me want to fuck.” Not “make love,” not even “take you home”—just fuck, like I was a convenient body standing next to him. He didn’t even pretend to care that I’d been excited about this exhibit for months. I should have left him right there in the gallery.

      I’m walking down my block, considering moving away from the city, giving up my teaching job, and opening a spa somewhere remote. I know nothing about running a business or spa services, but I think it would be nice to be in a pretty place that smells good all the time. I love the kids I teach, but it’s getting hard to see a future for myself in this city. The cost is nuts, and all the men suck. Or expect you to suck without reciprocation.

      My phone rings, and I send it to voice mail. She’ll just call back, and I need to get my head on for a moment. I round the corner, almost to my apartment, and prepare for the four-floor hike up to my cramped and overpriced apartment. I never thought I’d dream of my hometown in upstate New York so much, but the idea of having space is intoxicating. I get turned on thinking about a patio. The big 3-0 looms, even though it’s four years away. I’m fixated on creating a life now so when it hits, I’m already happy. A couple teacher friends hit thirty and then started to plan for their life. I want to be ahead of the curve. I pick up my phone when it rings again.

      “What’s up, Mom?” I answer.

      “Is that how you greet your mother now?”

      “Sorry, I just left Brock sitting over a plate of fries, waiting for me to pay again.”

      “Left him how?”

      “Left him, left him. He’s a jerk who expects the world to fawn all over him, and I just don’t have it in me to worship him another day.”

      “So, you’re coming home solo?”

      “You sound disappointed.”

      “Well, darling, I truly cared for Brock, and I wanted to share my gift with him. It’s an important night for me.”

      I roll my eyes and start my ascent to my Mt. Everest apartment. I stop at base camp one to check for a package once I’m in the door and up the stoop. My mom started writing poetry a year ago and now has a reading this weekend at the local library. She’s convinced fame and fortune will be showered upon her second-act hobby.

      Brock once asked what rhymes with tuck, and she didn’t get that he was making fun of her. From that moment on, she felt he had a vested interest in her poetry. Trust me, not even my very tolerant father, who adores her, has an interest in her poetry.

      “Well, don’t miss the train. Your father will pick you up and whisk you right to my happening. That’s what us poets in town are calling it.”

      “Poets? How many people are reading?”

      “Fourteen. We’re like a coven of creativity.”

      Ever since she retired from teaching, she’s been a little extra. But there’s no way I can sit through fourteen amateur poets. I dread this.

      “Can’t wait, Mom,” I lie.

      “Are you leaving in a minute? Are you at the train station?”

      I’m the only kid making the trek home for this. My brother claims to be too tied up with conditioning for his baseball career, and my sister called in with a sick kid. Likely story. She doesn’t even have kids, but claims she’s watching a neighbor’s kid.

      Of course, good ole Ana will make it. She’ll pick up the slack for us. It’s like they dump on me because I’m the baby of the family and don’t own anything, have children, or even a dog. Marnie is married, and Chase does have a career in pro baseball, but that still doesn’t mean I’m the one with nothing to do.

      Even so, I have a more adult job than all of them. I mold minds. I am totally confident in my job and in what I want to do in life. I guess I just need to find someone who believes me and doesn’t see me as an immature child.

      “I’m heading out in a minute,” I say.

      “Why are you out of breath?”

      I’m almost at the top. The air is getting thin up here on the third floor. I joke with her, “Because I’m having break-up sex with Brock right now.”

      “Ana!”

      “I’m climbing stairs.”

      “You sound out of shape.”

      “Gotta go, Mom. Love you. Mean it.”

      I shove my phone into my purse and dig out my keys again. I put them away for the climb so I could clutch onto the railing. I’ll grab a quick glass of water and a power bar to fuel up for the descent.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      There’s a dark-haired man, can’t be over twenty, staring at me. He keeps adjusting himself. I should be skeeved out by the perv, but he’s hot, and I’m lonely. Part of the reason I broke up with Brock is that he hasn’t been around lately.

      Brock was good in bed, not great, and I need to be fucked properly soon or I’m going to give up the dream. The perfect fuck must be out there somewhere. I thought in a city of eight million people, surely I would have run across someone who can fuck me the way I deserve to be fucked.

      In a perfect world, he’d make me laugh and then casually discuss the economic impact of the Industrial Revolution while releasing the nipple clamps. So far, I’ve discovered you can have one but not the other. And when the kink comes with a perfectly chiseled package, it’s usually boring or egocentric. Meaning, it’s all about the penis and nothing about the actual sex or my poor neglected clit—not to mention other wayward holes that are dying to be rightly fucked.

      I sigh and look back at the man who licks his lips. Okay, now it’s creepy. The train lurches to a stop, and I hop off before he can talk to me.

      Just inside the station, I hear a familiar voice.

      “There’s my ladybug!” My dad takes me in his arms. He parked and came inside the small Saratoga Springs train station. I love my goofy dad. “Did you ride safely?”

      “I did. Even avoided some stranger danger.”

      He grabs my bag and throws his arm around my shoulder. “That’s my girl. You ready for your mom’s big night?”

      I groan.

      “I hear you. And the worst part? They’re serving lemonade, and she doesn’t even go on until the twelfth poet. We can’t get drunk, and we can’t leave early.” He winks. He would never leave her, and I’m sure he’s been drunk probably three times in his life.

      “Speak for yourself. I brought a flask.” I did, actually, by accident. I was in a wedding a couple of months ago, and it was my bridesmaid’s gift. I haven’t used this bag since then. I’ll have to see if Lulu filled them up before gifting them. I hope to God it’s gin. “Let’s go see reincarnated Emily Dickinson’s debut.”

      My father laughs. “Hungry, Ladybug?”

      “No, I’m good.”

      I look at the center console and see he cut up some apples for me. I’m twenty-six, and I should be pissed off by the juvenile snack, but it warms my heart.

      He pops open the Tupperware. We both grab a wedge and chomp down the road toward the most boring thing that’s ever going to happen to me.
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        * * *

      

      There are modest folding chairs set up in a theater-like way and a makeshift green room behind some curtains on the far side of the library. I love this place. The smell of a library is comforting, maybe even a bit of an aphrodisiac.

      I mean, without discovering romance novels and Anaïs Nin, I probably wouldn’t have mastered the art of masturbation at such a young age. I’m a bit of an orgasm savant. Sometimes, it happens while I’m sleeping and having a sexy dream or when I’m reading something filthy.

      My mom peeks her head out, and I wave. She points to the chairs, and I nod. My father is preoccupied with the other poet spouses, so I slip away with my glass of lemonade and my flask.

      The biography section seems hidden enough to become my bar for the evening. I doctor my drink and slip my flask behind a book.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Tristan

          

        

      

    

    
      I have so much shelving to do, and this is going to be a long night. But these women are my bread and butter, the reason I still have this job. They won’t let the city cut my funding.

      My Gran Tammy founded the “Lost Society of Extraordinary Women” forty years ago, and women are still finding themselves in that poetry reading circle today. The only rules: everyone has to read, and you have to be over sixty.

      I took over the library from my Gran, not because it’s a legacy job, but because I had nothing else to do. I was burned out and broken, and the only salvation I’ve ever had is sex and books.

      Three years ago, I was a corporate trader in Manhattan, married to a woman I barely knew, fucking my way through the city to feel something, anything. The divorce was a relief. The seventy-hour work weeks, the endless pursuit of money I didn’t need, the soul-crushing realization that I’d built a life I didn’t even want—all of it became unbearable. Coming home to Gran’s library was supposed to be temporary, but sleeping with half the town and losing myself in books turned out to be exactly what I needed. Or so I told myself.

      I scrub my hands over my face, push up my glasses, and wave at the women peeking at me from behind their pipe and drape. They have thirty minutes until tonight’s poetry ‘happening,’ as they’re calling it. They’ve been here since ten a.m. this morning.

      I wish to fuck this weren’t a city building. I have to apply for a permit to have liquor on the premises, and I only get two parties a year where I can serve. I always choose the library anniversary, which coincides with Travers Day at the Saratoga Race Track. It draws people in midsummer as part of a ton of downtown events. I grab a ton of donations that day, and it connects the library back to the community.

      The other party is Christmas. I treat the town to caroling, and the mayor stops by to read The Polar Express to a bunch of kids in pajamas. And I serve real wassail just like Gran did.

      I round the corner and see a flash of long, wavy blonde hair disappear into the stacks then back into the main room where the poetry stage is set up.

      I start shelving again, and just as I’m about to push in a copy of FDR’s biography, something silver catches my eye.

      A flask? Hmm.

      I uncap it and sniff. Gin. A rather large flask—almost like a party flask or a bota bag. I tuck it behind an Elizabeth Taylor bio and finish walking the stacks.

      As I wander back toward the poetry event, I spot that same shock of wavy blonde hair. She’s talking with a group of older men. Does she belong to one of them? Is her father in that crowd?

      That ass is epic.

      She’s wearing a tight pencil skirt, and it’s round and full, and the things I could do to it. Fuck. My dick stirs.

      I duck back into the stacks and have a talk with my cock. I tend to talk to myself out loud. I know every ass in this town, having crushed most of the single ones in the last couple of years, and that ass? That ass is new. I head to my office, but it’s getting worse. I shut the door.

      “Not tonight,” I mutter to myself. “We can fucking have a party later, but for now, I need you to stand down.”

      I think of the older women behind the curtain. That doesn’t help. Then I think of the older women wanting me. That does the trick.

      Not that I’m an ageist. But the cock wants what the cock wants.

      I gather the remaining biographies to be shelved and sneak around the back of the room. As I turn the corner⁠—

      That ass.

      Bent over.

      Fuck me.

      My prick jumps to attention. I adjust, hiding the evidence of what this mystery girl is doing to me. She pops back up, frantically looking through the R section. I smirk, knowing she’s looking for her flask that I moved.

      Hmm. What other secrets does this tasty snack have?

      She turns, and I catch the flare of her deep blue eyes. Like sapphires. Her skin is peaches and cream. Her lips are full and cherry red.

      She’s a fucking ice cream sundae, and I want her to lick the cherry off my dick.

      I imagine that shade of cherry lipstick smeared all over my cock, and I have to head back to my office before I do something completely inappropriate in the stacks.

      She’s hot as hell. And she’s in my library. She’s also a rebel searching for her lost gin. I put down my books and tuck my dick away. As I turn, I hear a gasp.

      I’ve been spotted. I use my best librarian voice. “Is there something I can help you with?”

      “Um. Sorry. I didn’t know anyone was back here. I thought everyone was over at the poetry thing.”

      She faces me fully, and I’m fucking stunned at how gorgeous she is. She’s perfectly curvy, and as sinful as that ass is, her heavy full tits are even better.

      “Well, it is my library,” I say, stalking toward her. “I can pretty much be anywhere I’d like.”

      Her lush mouth parts slightly. She bites her bottom lip.

      “Were you looking for something specific? Or just browsing?” I pluck a biography off the shelf. “Care for a book on Mao Zedong?”

      She smirks. “I’ll pass. Not into ruthless dictators.”

      “Too much power?”

      She smiles, and it’s arresting. I can’t help but smile back. My fingers itch to touch her skin, my tongue desperate to taste her.

      “Well, power in the wrong hands is dangerous,” she muses. “But I can think of a few good uses for power and control.”

      She did not just flirt with me like that. “It seems to me you might be a lost little girl.”

      “I’m not so little,” she counters. “And I’m hardly lost.”

      The poetry reading is about to start, but the heat between us is thick. She smells like buttercream and spice. Fuck, I need to taste her.

      I cross my arms, tilting my head, trying to play it cool.

      She moves a step closer. “On second thought, maybe I do want to read this.”

      She plucks the book from my hand. Our fingers brush.

      A bolt. Not a tingle—a shock of electricity.

      I’ve touched dozens of women in this town. None of them ever felt like this.

      I stare at her lips. She curls them in the most delicate but dirty way.

      “I mean, there’s one thing you might be able to help me out with,” she says.

      She flicks a button on my shirt. If there weren’t two dozen people twenty feet away, I’d already have her pushed up against the stacks and had her screaming my name while the Classics section looked on.

      My voice drops. “What is it you want, little girl?”

      “Again, not little.”

      “How not little?” She looks old enough, but I’m beginning to not care as we both overheat.

      “Twenty-six, old man.”

      “Clever.”

      “You’re not twenty-six, but you’re not old yet.” She tilts her head. “Where are you on the scale of ‘new adult’ to ‘silver fox’?”

      “Old enough to know you’re playing with fire and that I should walk away,” I say to her.

      “But you were going to give me something.” She pouts, and I can never tell this woman how much power she has over me right now with that simple expression. Jesus, her lips are fucking sexy.

      The pout does something to me. Not just the usual dick-stirring—something deeper, something that makes me want to give her whatever the fuck she wants. I’ve never felt protective over a woman in my life, and I don’t even know her name.

      “There are many things I’d like to give you,” I murmur. “Like a reason not to get up in the morning. Or multiple—” I catch myself.

      Her lips part. Lust flares in her eyes. I’m shocked every book in here hasn’t spontaneously combusted.

      “What is it you want specifically?” I ask. “I like a woman who can tell me what she needs. In great detail.”

      Her spectacular chest rises and falls. “I left something here,” she says. “And now I can’t find it.”

      She’s playing me. Two can play that game.

      “You’ll have to earn it.” I wink and turn away.

      I almost hear her stomp her foot.

      But I definitely hear her growl.

      And I like it, now I need to get her to do it again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            Ana

          

        

      

    

    
      Oh, my fucking hot God. What the hell just happened to me?

      I slide into a chair in the back row and grab a program. I clutch my bag around me and stare straight ahead, trying to get control of myself. I’m shocked I’m not sliding right off this chair—I’m so wet.
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