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"Absolutely not," Bree said, crossing her arms over her grease-streaked linen shirt. The green dress dangled from Lyssa's fingers like some kind of floral ambush.

 

Lyssa rolled her eyes, shaking the fabric so the embroidered blue flowers shimmered in the afternoon light. "You're going on a date with a man who wears velvet, Sparkwhistle. He'll notice if you show up smelling like engine grease and wearing last week's overalls."

 

Bree's nose scrunched as she eyed the dress—soft cotton, the bodice tailored to hug her tiny frame without restricting her arms, the skirt flaring just enough to hint at motion. Practical, mostly. But still a dress. She reached out, rubbing the fabric between her fingers. "It's... not terrible."

 

Lyssa snorted, tossing it onto the bed beside a pair of polished leather boots that definitely hadn't been there a minute ago. "High praise." She leaned against her carved oak wardrobe, grinning as Bree cautiously lifted the dress against herself. The green brought out the gold flecks in her eyes. "Tobin's gonna lose his damn mind," Lyssa muttered, plucking a twig from Bree's wild curls.

 

Bree scoffed, but her cheeks burned. "He's already insufferable. Last week he 'accidentally' spilled flour down my shirt just to 'help brush it off' for twenty minutes." She mimicked Tobin's lilting voice perfectly, fingers ghosting over her own collarbones where his calloused hands had lingered. The memory prickled her skin—how he'd hummed against her ear while pretending to dust her cleavage, cinnamon breath warm on her neck. "And don't even get me started on the time he—"

 

"Gods, you're whipped," Lyssa cackled, flicking a stray gear off Bree's shoulder.

 

Bree chucked a pillow at her, but the truth buzzed under her ribs like one of those damned glow-bees. Tobin didn't need frills or perfume—he'd once gotten hard watching her dismantle a broken clocktower mechanism, hips pressed against her workbench while she rattled off piston specs. His fingers always found her: tucking a loose curl behind her ear, 'testing' her latest invention (usually something vibraty), dragging her into shadowy corners to 'check for structural integrity' with his tongue.

 

Last week, after she'd fixed his oven's temperamental hinge, he'd repaid her with slow, grinning kisses that tasted of molasses—then bent her over the flour-dusted counter, impatiently pulling off her overalls to sink into her with a groan that shook her bones. She'd clawed at the wooden countertop, laughing between gasps as he murmured filth about her 'perfect little pussy' between thrusts, how he wanted to lick honey from her thighs come harvest time. The memory alone made her shift on the bed, fabric whispering between her thighs.
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