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Toey Tentoes Presents:

Some desires announce themselves loudly. Lucy woke to the soft gray light of Saturday morning and carried herself into the shower, letting warm water rinse away the remnants of sleep. Steam filled the small bathroom as her thoughts drifted the way they always did—toward books, toward stories, toward the quiet pleasure of imagination. She thought about heroines she’d loved, endings that lingered, and then, uninvited, him. The intrusion irritated her. She shook her head, rinsed her hair, and told herself that Coach Evans had no place in her thoughts. He didn’t belong in her morning ritual, didn’t belong in her stories. And yet, like a character refusing to stay off the page, he kept appearing—wearing the shape of the knight who arrived too late, the detective who knew too much, the dangerous man she shouldn’t want but always did. She tried to wash him away. He stayed.

Others arrive quietly, folding into the corners of a life until they feel like they’ve always been there. Lucy understood those desires better. They lived in books, in the soft hush of pages turning, in the way a sentence could unravel her and stitch her back together again. Reading had always been her refuge and where longing felt safe, where curiosity could exist without consequence. Imagination was a private sanctuary, one she’d built carefully over years of solitude and study. It was where she could explore, retreat, and linger without ever being seen.

For Lucy Harper, it was never about shock or shame. It was about noticing. The curve of an arch resting against cool tile. The absent-minded way someone slipped out of their shoes when they felt safe. The intimacy of something usually hidden, revealed without performance or expectation. She had learned early on that wanting didn’t always mean acting—and that restraint could be its own kind of pleasure.

The library taught her that. How silence could speak. How patience mattered. Intimacy didn’t need an audience. But that morning, standing wrapped in a towel with her skin still warm from the shower, Lucy felt something unfamiliar bloom beneath those lessons. She felt seen in her own thoughts. A blush crept across her cheeks, followed by heat, uninvited and undeniable. The idea of Coach Evans pursuing her—wanting her—flashed through her mind, vivid enough to make her bite her lip. She scolded herself immediately, forcing the feeling down, embarrassed by how easily it surfaced.

She stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom, adjusting the long white dress she’d chosen without quite admitting why. It hung low and soft, stopping mid-thigh, innocent in color but bold in effect. Her freshly painted red pedicure caught the light as she shifted her weight, toes pressing into the floor. Lucy studied herself carefully, searching her reflection for permission to feel confidence, for absolution, for proof that her thoughts didn’t make her someone else entirely. Whatever she found there was enough. Satisfied, she grabbed her keys and headed out the door.

She shouldn’t like the jock. The brute. The man whose world seemed built on sweat and discipline instead of words and meaning. She should want intellectuals—men who quoted poetry, who debated themes and metaphors. And yet, like so many maidens in the novels she adored, Lucy felt herself drawn to something older, heavier, more elemental. His masculinity unsettled her precisely because it contrasted so sharply with the life she’d chosen.

And on quiet weekends, when the world slowed enough to listen, Lucy sometimes wondered if someone else might notice the same things she did and what might happen if they did. She pulled a book from her personal library shelf, hoping the familiar comfort would steady her. But the words refused to settle. Lines blurred. Sentences slipped past without meaning. Anticipation pressed against her focus until reading felt impossible.

Finally, she let herself indulge the impulse she’d been fighting all morning. She imagined what it would be like if Coach Evans were allowed to pursue her. Dinners she’d never choose on her own. Fishing trips. Long walks on the beach, she usually avoided. Hunting stories she didn’t understand but listened to anyway. The unfamiliarity thrilled her. For a split second, her breath caught as her thoughts edged somewhere darker, more charged. Coach Evans shirtless with rippling muscles on top of her, inside of her, and annilation her insides. The big toe in his mouth like a lollipop. His confidence, his control, the way he might look at her like she was something claimed.

Shame followed swiftly, hot and unwelcome. Lucy exhaled, closing the book, chastising herself even as the thoughts lingered. She had them anyway. And now, more aware of herself than ever, she stepped through the school doors, heart quickening as she entered the quiet building—no longer just a librarian, but a woman standing on the edge of something she wasn’t ready to name.

The Cream City High library was a cavern of quiet. On weekends, when the halls were stripped of chatter, and lockers stood like silent soldiers, it felt even bigger—the way old churches felt when you were alone inside them. Sound carried differently here. Footsteps echoed. Pages whispered. Time stretched.

Lucy Harper loved that. She was thirty, a librarian who had stumbled into the job by accident after leaving grad school halfway through a master’s in literature. She’d meant to move on eventually—maybe teach, maybe write—but the library had clung to her. Or perhaps she’d clung to it. Either way, she’d learned to love the long aisles and the smell of dust, the comforting predictability of catalog numbers, the quiet intimacy of a space where nothing demanded urgency.

She kicked off her flats beneath the circulation desk the moment she settled in, toes curling against the cool carpet with a small, unconscious sigh. It was a habit she didn’t think about anymore—one of those private comforts no one ever noticed. The library was hers today. No students. No interruptions. Just soft light filtering through tall windows and the gentle rhythm of a place at rest.

Lucy moved through the stacks barefoot, clipboard tucked under her arm, skirt brushing her knees as she checked returns and reshelved books. The building hummed quietly around her, and for a while, she forgot about everything else that burdened her like unfinished degrees, unasked questions, the quiet ache of wanting something unnamed.

She paused at the end of an aisle, shifting her weight, toes pressing into the carpet as she leaned down to straighten a row of spines. The sensation grounded her. It always did. There was something honest about it, something real.

Lucy didn’t know yet that she wasn’t alone in noticing small things. But the library had a way of bringing the right people together.

When Lucy slipped off her shoes as she started shelving books, the quiet of the library wrapped around her like a blanket. She told herself it was just habit, just comfort — but part of her hoped Coach Evans might wander in like he had before. The last two Saturdays she’d worked here, he had stopped by to chat, lingering longer than he needed to. And though she pretended to focus on the spines of the books, her mind kept drifting to the idea of him noticing her bare feet, like he always seemed to.

The sounds reached her before she saw anything. The muffled voices echoing down the hallways, laughter too loud for a quiet Saturday, the heavy thud of locker doors and sneakers against tile. Sports teams. Lucy knew immediately what that meant. Coach Evans was in the building. The realization settled into her slowly, then all at once, sending a familiar warmth back through her chest and down her spine. She told herself it was a coincidence, that this was his space as much as hers, but her body reacted before reason could catch up. The hum of energy in the halls seemed charged now, alive in a way the library rarely was. With every shout and whistle drifting closer, her thoughts betrayed her again—unwelcome, vivid, and impossible to entirely suppress.

Her thoughts replayed the memory of last weekend, when she’d gone out with a few of the other teachers — Katie Clarkwall, Penny Potsdamn, and even Gloria Hernandez had joined for a round. Later in the night, Evans arrived with the other coaches after their game. Somehow, they’d ended up talking and laughing, sharing stories over drinks. They’d flirted lightly, nothing outrageous, just enough to leave her buzzing. When the night ended, he hugged her close, his cologne clinging to her, and pressed a quick kiss to her cheek.

That kiss replayed in her mind all week. The texting that followed — teasing comments, inside jokes, little check-ins — made her phone light up with more joy than she
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