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Lena
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“POLICE! DON’T MOVE!”

Every muscle in my body coils tightly. A door is kicked down, several officers rushing in with guns at the ready. Three officers start to clear the house as the other two rush forward, one with handcuffs at the ready.

“You’re under arrest for the murder of Nancy Blanc. You have the right to remain silent—”

I stand up from the couch, almost dropping the pizza on my lap, “He didn’t do it you idiots! There’s no way he did it! You have the wrong guy!”

Of course, they can’t hear me since it’s just a tv show. I’ve been obsessed with this show since it came out last year. The full season two came out yesterday, but I couldn’t binge it since I was at work. But today is Saturday, one of my few days off, and I have nothing better to do so binging this show is the plan.

The tv cops finish reading the totally innocent man his rights, and take him outside where all his neighbors are having to watch him do the walk of shame to the back of the cop car. I sigh as I sit back down with an ungracious plop. The next episode starts loading and I pause it to get more to drink and go to the bathroom.

I decide to see if one of my favorite creators made his post for the weekend. My friend, Tammy, talked me into getting TikTok and now I’m hooked. Just like everyone else. My feed used to only be cleaning hacks, book stuff, occasional tea time’s, and other random stuff. But then one day a couple months ago, this guy showed up on my page wearing cosplay for someone and my thumb hesitated when I went to swipe on. His eyes snagged me as soon as he looked to the camera from a side angle. All you could see of him were his eyes, but the way he was able to portray so much only showing that much of his face is what had me hooked. 

I ended up finding more and more of his videos, keeping up with when he posted one three times a week. I like every single one but I only comment on a few.. usually when I’m feeling more confident than usual. Turns out, he cosplays as Ghost from the video game Call Of Duty, and he’s one of many. But, he’s my favorite. 

As soon as TikTok is loaded, I go to his page but don’t see a new video yet. To stave off my weird obsession, I just re-watch the video he posted two days ago. The camera is pointed up from his lap, looking like his hand is on top of his phone. Or someone’s head. He’s roleplaying hiding someone beneath the table during a meeting when all of a sudden his eyes swing down and widen, flicking to his lap, like the person is touching it. His eyes roll briefly before he straightens out his face, cracks his neck and tries once more to focus on the meeting only to look back to the bobbing on his lap. His eyes half close like he’s receiving the biggest pleasure he could.

Then it ends.

A shiver courses through me when he looks into the camera. It’s like he’s looking right at me. Which is obviously the point. But still. There’s something about looking into his eyes that brings this... Weird feeling on that I can’t quite explain. His eyes are mismatched, one brown and one blue, but a part of me thinks that there’s a colored contact in one eye except I can’t come up for a reason as to why he would do that. 

I sigh and put my phone down on the table. Addy, my dog, raises her head off her bed and looks at me with wide eyes.

“Don’t mind me. Just being a total fangirl for a nameless man on the internet.”

She looks at me a little longer then lays her head back down to finish her nap. I press play to keep going with my binging, but only half pay attention as my mind decides to drift off to other thoughts. 

I had no idea I was even “kinky”. I’m not very.. sexually active, to say the least. I lost my virginity my first year of college at a party. The guy who took me to his dorm woke me up at the butt crack of dawn and told me I had to leave. His excuse was that he didn’t want to get in trouble for having a girl stay over, since the dorms were separated by genders, but I knew he was full of shit. It wasn’t a very eye opening experience to say the least. After college, I dated a guy for nine months before I found out he was cheating and I left him. Sex with him barely happened, which now makes sense with him cheating on me. With him, it was the same two positions and I’d have to use my vibrator afterwards to actually get an orgasm. He pretty much got in, and got out.

But now, I’ve realized that I definitely have a mask kink. On top of a few maybe’s that I wouldn’t know about for sure since I haven’t slept with a guy in over a year. I’ve been on dates, but we never did more than hand stuff, and the occasional head. For them. 

I’m in no way ashamed or scared about my sexual needs, but I don’t just sleep with anyone just because I feel like I need some dick. I’ve never had a pregnancy scare or an STD or had to deal with a total shitbag, and I want to keep it that way. 

I tune back into the show just as the episode ends, and I blow out a big breath and lean against the back of the couch until my face is tilted to the horrible textured, white paint of my ceiling. Should probably restart that episode since I wasn’t paying attention.

––––––––
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IT’S JUST PAST NINE at night, I have four episodes of the season left, and I can barely keep my eyes open. With heavy legs, I make my way down the tiny hallway of my apartment to my room and start getting ready to shower. I don’t really feel like it, but I force myself to anyway since I definitely won’t want to do it in the morning. As the shower warms up, I go and check to see if there’s a new post from the creator that fuels my fantasies. 

My heart speeds as I see the new video waiting for me. It already has thousands of views even though it was only posted an hour ago. My body is tense and lights with goosebumps as soon as those mismatching eyes look into the camera. Watching his arms stretch out his black long sleeve that’s rolled up to his elbows has my stomach clenching. He looks so muscular that he has to be going to the gym every single day. I would, but I use my short supply of down time to actually relax. I own a small café, and running a business that’s open seven days a week isn’t always fun. I have a decent amount of staff members, but only just enough to make sure there’s someone to cover a missed shift or if I won’t be there. We might serve coffee, but I’m always tired. 

The video of this faceless man has been on replay for five minutes now. So, it’s played around 10 times. It’s just a simple video, one of his rare goofier ones, where he has another cosplayer in it with him. It’s cute, and sexy, and slightly funny. And I seriously can’t stop watching it. He’s looks so built, so strong, and portraying so much with his brown and blue eyes. Why is my stomach fluttering so much? Fucking annoying. My obsession with this random stranger is going to fuck with my head. I tell myself to stop checking all day on the days he usually posts. Buuuut, I just can’t help myself. 

With a sigh, I put my phone down and step into the shower. I think about my schedule tomorrow, to keep my mind busy, and make my time under the hot water quick. I have to get to the café by five in the morning before we open at six thirty. I’m going to have to do our inventory check, make sure we’re ready for the different rushes, take the chairs off the tables, and other random things. Thankfully one of my workers, Amy—who’s my youngest worker at twenty—will be there at six so I’ll have help the last thirty minutes before we open. 

I turn off the shower, dry off, and start putting my lotion on. I’m halfway done when my phone screen lights up. I lean over for the face ID to read me, and notice a TikTok notification. With my curiosity peaked, I hurry to finish with the lotion before hanging my towel back up and opening TikTok as I walk to my closet. 

I have two notifications, and surprisingly they aren’t messages from Tammy. Nervously, I open them. There’s a like on my comment for my Ghost’s video and another comment. Oh, shit. Not like, my Ghost, but like... whatever.

I go to the comment that got liked and freeze. My lungs threaten me when I refuse to continue drawing air. But how can I when it could risk stopping this dream? It wasn’t some random person liking my comment. In blue letters by their profile picture it says, Creator. He liked my comment. He liked my motherfucking comment!

I finally draw in a shaky breath with a laugh. I can’t believe he finally liked one of my comments. The comment being, ‘Thank you for making this video an hour long’. I reread it with a smirk. I thought it was pretty good, and it seems he agrees. He left a comment beneath mine, and my eyes struggle to stay away from it. I would love to see what he has to say, but I also fear maybe it will break the image I have of his personality. What if he’s actually an asshole, you know? I take a deep breath and look at what he said.

You’re very welcome, Precious.

A squeal jumps from my throat before I can stop it. Oh dear lord. The giddiness I feel right now is unreal. Can I explain why I’m so excited or smiling so hard? Nope. I don’t even know this person but damn, I’m hyped up. He only interacts with the people in his comments occasionally, and I have to assume it’s because he gets so many of them. Which makes the fact that he interacted with mine even more exciting. I like his response, exiting the app with a smile and grab a large shirt to sleep in before climbing into bed. 

The Ghost guy is sure to fuel my sex dreams tonight, and I have no shame in that. I just hope it isn’t too intense. There was one time it was so realistic I woke up to my hips grinding into the air and a soft moan opening my mouth. Talk about sexually frustrated. I should probably try to find a guy to actually date and settle down with since I’m three years shy of thirty. There just isn’t a whole lot of non-douchey men out there that I’ve been able to find. They either all just want sex or they’re just.. not for me. With a groan I throw my arm over my eyes and pull my covers up to my chest. This inner struggle can wait until tomorrow.
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Lena
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THE BACKDOOR OPENS with a squeak, and I wait for Amy to turn the corner before turning with a smile. She smiles back with a wave, setting her purse down behind the counter, and leaning next to the register.

“Morning, boss. What can I help with?”

I laugh and roll my eyes as I pull another chair down, “I told you already, stop calling me boss. And morning to you too. I just have to finish with the chairs and then stock the display case.”

Amy’s curly brown hair moves as she nods in my peripheral, “I can start that while you finish the chairs.”

I nod in agreement and continue to pull all the chairs down, zoning out to the soft music playing over the speakers. Once the last chair hits the black wood floor, I walk behind the counter and help Amy finish putting the last of the breakfast sandwiches in the case. When we’re done, I look around with my hands on my hips and a content sigh. I’ve been open for two years, and some days I still can’t believe it happened. I’ve wanted to own a place like this since I was in high school. There was a popular café down the street from my school where I would go to do some homework or study. I ended up getting close to the owner who was a widowed old man who refused to retire. He said it was because he wouldn’t know what to do with himself if he sold it and stopped working, but I think it’s because he saw his wife in that place. 

“Lena, do you want a coffee? I’m going to make myself one before the doors open.”

I nod and look at Amy over my shoulder, “Yes, please. I finished my first one on the drive here.”

Her throaty laugh bounces between us, “Oh I don’t doubt it. You’re a caffeine fiend.”

I give her my middle finger and pick up a towel to start wiping down the counter space. My mind starts to wander once again until there’s a light knock that snaps my head up. At the front door, there’s two men looking in. One of them smiles big and waves, and I smile back as I walk over to unlock the doors.

I open it slightly and look up to see a familiar face. Tony puts his hands in his pockets and smiles brightly down at me. This guy has been coming for morning and afternoon coffee for the last year. I wouldn’t say we’re friends, but we’re good acquaintances. 

“Hey there, Lena.”

“Hey, Tony. You know we don’t open for another ten minutes.”

He puts on his best begging face, holding his hands together in front of his chest, “Oh come on. I have to get to work but I can’t go without some of your delicious coffee.”

I pretend to think about it for a few seconds, trying not to laugh at his pushed out bottom lip and wide eyes. Seeing a grown thirty five year old man begging like a two year old is too funny.

With a heavy exaggerated sigh, I open the door wider and gesture for him to come in, “Fine. How I could I say no to one of my best customers?”

He whoops excitedly and starts to walk in. I almost forget about the other man until he walks in behind him, barely giving me a glance. I watch them walk over to the counter, confused with myself on how I didn’t notice that guy standing next to Tony. The guy is big. He’s not only tall, over six foot, but he’s jacked. He’s got huge arms, broad shoulders with muscles straining against his grey shirt, and thick legs that look way too good in those dark jeans. His dark blonde hair looks super soft, laying at a short-medium length and seeming untouched from his sleep. His presence alone is adding a heaviness to the air, like he can’t help but to take up the whole space.

I clear my throat to clear my thoughts and move behind the counter to start making Tony’s usual morning coffee. Amy takes over after I pull his cup so I move to the register to ring it up, trying hard not to look at Tony’s friend.

“Lena, this is my new coworker and friend, Oliver.”

I give Oliver a quick glance, seeing intense blue eyes already on me. With my professional smile I continue scrolling through the drinks on the register, “Nice to meet you, Oliver.”

He gives a noncommittal grunt in response. Guess he isn’t as friendly as Tony. Him being his coworker means that he works with Tony in the local SWAT department. Which adds attractive points for sure.

“So, Oliver, what can I get you to drink?”

I look up at him then, finding those blue eyes still focused on me. My cheeks start to heat under the attention but I refuse to drop my professional smile. He says nothing as he continues to look over my face, only briefly dropping to look at my body. Tony lightly shoves his elbow in Oliver’s side, probably to remind him I asked a question.

“Surprise me, Lena.” Oliver’s voice is deep when he speaks, sending goosebumps scattering on my arms. 

My name in that voice is probably going to be put into my fantasy folder. It fell so effortlessly from his lips, his voice seeming to drop even lower with it. 

I remind myself that he answered and I nod, licking my lips and picking a drink from our menu to make for him. Amy finished with Tony’s, and is keeping him company while I make Oliver’s. When I’m done, I square my shoulders so I don’t show how attracted I am to Tony’s new friend, and move to hand him his drink. Oliver goes to take it from my hand but I set it down on the counter before he can reach it, and slide it closer to him with another professional smile. He doesn’t remove his eyes from me while I stand next to Amy and pretend to listen to what her and Tony are talking about. I can feel his gaze sliding over me while I’m not looking, and I mentally smack myself for my body sprouting more goosebumps and getting a thrilled chill up my spine. 

Amy says my name, causing me to blink quickly and look between her and Tony. Tony laughs and pats my head like I’m a kid sister.

“Someone needs some more coffee this morning. We’re going to head out for work, I’ll be back later for my afternoon coffee and sandwich.”

I nod and smile, keeping my eyes from Oliver, “I do, yeah. I’ll see you later.”

He nods back with a smile and starts to move around Oliver to go to the door. Oliver doesn’t move for a few seconds. When I finally grant myself permission, I look to him without lifting my head from the register. My breath gets caught in my throat as soon as I meet his gaze. The intensity of his eyes is something else. I’ve never met a man that makes me feel like this with just one look. His square jaw is cut and clean shaven, his brows sitting almost tensely above his eyes. I swallow thickly and give a tentative, quick smile. The corner of his lips pull up slightly, almost in a smirk but not quite, before he dips his chin and follows after Tony with the coffee I made him held in his large looking hand. 

As soon as the door closes I let out a deep breath and lean onto the counter. Amy comes up next to me, looking out the glass front doors like she can still see the two men who were just in here. 

“If I didn’t know any better, I would say he kind of likes you.”

I look up at her with a light laugh, “Who? Tony likes me as the person who supplies him with amazing caffeine and occasionally food.”

She rolls her eyes at me before looking over her nails, “No. Oliver. He wouldn’t stop looking at you the entire time he was in here. It was kind of creepy, but mostly hot.”

This gets me to actually laugh. I pat her shoulder as I walk past to go to my office in the back, “Yeah, I wasn’t getting that vibe. Dude was intense.”

Her words follow me down the short hallway, “Yeah, intensely hot!”

––––––––
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AMY, MASON, AND I ARE reorganizing after the lunch rush when my phone starts to vibrate in my back pocket. I set down the tray of muffins and pull my phone out to see my mom calling me. I tell Amy I’ll be back in a minute before rushing to my office and answer just before it goes to voicemail.

I barely get my greeting out before my mom starts to talk, “Oh, honey. Do I have a story for you.”

I laugh and smile broadly. My mom is fifty five and living in a retirement community four hours away. She got super close to all her neighbors only a week after moving there and always calls me with funny stories that happened. Last week, they went to the golf course and one of her girlfriends almost ran over one of the caddies for a different group. She isn’t allowed to drive the carts anymore.

“What happened now?”

I hear her deep breath, and get ready for whatever story she’s about to tell me. “Some girls and I went to one of the clubs for lunch, where we ended up seeing Jamie’s ex-boyfriend. He kept looking over at her while we were waiting to order, then that man had the audacity to come over to our table.”

I gasp exaggeratedly, “No way.”

“Right! Anyway, he comes over and asks to talk to her. Even though all of us are looking at her with a silent hell no, she says okay and follows him for a quick chat. Guess what she looked like when she came back.”

“Uh... Like she wanted to cry?”

My mom lets out a loud singular laugh, her voice raising as she finishes her story, “She looked like he kissed her to brink of death. Can you believe that?! Who knows if they’re going to get back together or not, but I don’t think she should. He’s an asshole.”

I laugh lightly, “Who knew you guys were still getting some at your age.”

She laughs loudly, the sound vibrating the speaker on my ear, “Honey, please. There’s so much sex in these communities they have free clinic visits.”

I scoff and rub my eyes, “God, mom. I did not need to know that.”

“Women have needs, no matter if they’re old or young.”

“Uh huh. Well I hope Jamie makes the right choice in that situation, but I have to get back to work. I can call you when I get home, okay?”

I can hear her hair brushing the phone as she nods, “Oh, of course. I’ll talk to you later, love you.”

“Love you too.”

I hang up with a huffed laugh and shake my head as I look up to the ceiling. What am I going to do with that woman. Most days she acts like she’s still in her thirties, and I love that for her. She deserves every happy day after losing my dad to a heart attack ten years ago. None of us knew he was even having health issues before that moment. It was out of nowhere and rocked my mom harshly. It took her almost five years before she was back to her usual bubbly and overtalkative self. So now, I will gladly sit here and listen to her stories about her friends and hear her laughing about something like that. 

When I make my way back out, Mason and Amy are chatting with each other by the display cabinet. There’s only two customers in here now compared to an hour ago when there were more people than chairs. We close at five, so there’s only three hours left, and it will probably be like this until the doors are locked. Tony will probably be back around four, and I’m not sure if I hope for Oliver to be with him or hope that he isn’t.

I decide I’m going to try to spend the rest of the day going over things in my office, and occasionally going out to talk to Mason and Amy. Before I know it, it’s almost four. I grab my apron from the back of my chair and put it on as I walk back out to the front. I’m not surprised when I see Tony already standing there, talking to Mason while Amy makes his coffee. What does surprise me, is Oliver sitting in one of the leather chairs by the front windows. Granted, I couldn’t predict if he was going to be here, but seeing him here is still a little surprising. Tony usually goes home after he comes in at this time, so it makes me wonder if maybe he’s giving Oliver a ride—not really giving him a choice in coming along.

I’m standing at the hallway arch, leaning against the wall and trying not to make it obvious who I’m staring at. Amy clears her throat so I look to her and see she’s giving me wide eyes and then slightly tilts her head towards Oliver. With crinkled brows I walk up to her and lean in so no one overhears us. 

“What? Why were you looking at me like that?”

“Oliver looked like he was looking for you when they came in. When he didn’t see you and I asked what he wanted to drink, he said he didn’t want anything and sat over there. Maybe he wants you to make his coffee?”

She says the last part with a wink and I scoff, looking over her shoulders to where Oliver is sitting. He’s looking down at his lap where his phone is. He would look relaxed if it wasn’t for the tightness in his shoulders and the strain of the muscles in his legs like he’s ready to get up at any second. Maybe he wanted the coffee I made this morning and wasn’t sure what to ask for? Shooting Amy a ‘he wasn’t looking for me’ look, I walk out from behind the counter and make my way to Oliver. I stop with a decent amount of space between us, and wait for him to look up. When he doesn’t, I shift nervously on my feet and stuff my hands in my apron pockets.

“Oliver?”

He looks up for just one second before looking back to his phone. But that one second was all my nerves needed apparently. My muscles clench tightly and a tickle runs down my spine. He doesn’t say anything so I decide to try again.

“Did you want me to get you anything to drink?”

He doesn’t look up from his phone as he answers, “Whatever you made this morning works.”

I wait for the please or for him to hand me money or a card or something, but none of that happens. I’ve been on my feet for most of the day and my last coffee is wearing off. I’m not exactly in the mood to deal with rudeness. I cross my arms and bend forward enough so we’re on eye level.

“You could say please. Or give me something to pay for the coffee I’m about to make you.”

He doesn’t say anything but, still without looking away from his phone, he pulls out his wallet and extends his card. I still don’t like the way he’s acting in my café so I stay where I am, arms crossed and impassive face looking down at him. After a couple seconds, when I still don’t take the card, he sighs and looks up at me with those intense blue eyes.

“If you could please make what you gave me this morning, that would be wonderful.”

Shockingly, there’s no snark or attitude in his tone. He almost sounds genuine. Almost. But I’ll take it. Slapping on my customer service smile, I reach and take his card then turn back to make him his drink. It took some coaxing, but at least he eventually used some manners. And actually spoke in that delectable voice of his.
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Oliver

––––––––
[image: ]


I WATCH THE CAFÉ WOMAN walk away with a sway of her hips and my card in her hand. When Tony took me here this morning, I wasn’t expecting much. Then I came inside and had her coffee. The environment is welcoming and friendly, and her coffee is absolutely delicious. I’m not so sure if she’s a fan of me or not, and I’m not sure if I like that. There’s this vibe about her that makes her seem like the brightest person in the room. I could barely get out three words to her this morning. Not only did she look familiar, but she’s also stunning. 

She’s shorter than me by a few inches, probably around five-seven to my six-two. She’s got beautiful curves that seem natural, but she also moves and looks fit. Could be from how much time she spends on her feet here. Her heart shaped face is accentuated by her big brown eyes and light brown hair that frames it. When I was staring at her this morning, like a total stalker, I noticed she has a freckle type mole above her right eyebrow. I was hoping to see her smile again, but I just keep getting that customer service smile. Which is irritating since she gave Tony a real smile.. but I’m not exactly coming off as very approachable. 

I’ve been told I can be intimidating, which I guess is good considering my job. And my past. It doesn’t help though when there’s a pretty lady around and she doesn’t want to keep eye contact with me. That’s also why I like interacting with people online much better. They don’t need to see my RBF or a fake smile. Most women would be backing away from me by now with how I’ve been acting in this café, but Lena doesn’t seem to be doing that. 

She showed confidence when I refused to be nice, she’s able to keep looking in my eyes when I meet hers, and she still stands confidently when I tower over her. Like now. While she was busy making my coffee, I moved over to where she would walk it back out to me just to watch her work. She moves with such ease, each movement flowing into the next. When she turns around to walk back over to me, I watch in amusement as her eyes widen when they see me blocking her exit. Her tiny throat moves with a swallow, and I have to force myself not to watch it. I’ve been too strung up since I moved here three months ago, and my fingers itch to release some of that tension with her. 

Her puffy lips spread into that same customer service smile as she walks closer and holds out my coffee. I take it from her before she can set it down like she did this morning, making sure our fingers make contact. Her smile falters slightly, her pupils widen a smidge, and she pulls her hand quickly from the cup to stuff it in her apron pocket. 

Before she can say anything, I smirk as I bring the cup to my mouth and look her quickly up and down. “Thank you, Lena.”

That smooth throat of hers bobs once again as she nods lightly and hands me back my card. “You’re welcome, Oliver.”

My body heats when my name spills from her soft looking lips. It comes out like a caress... And I realize I desperately need to fuck someone. I haven’t found anyone to sleep with since I moved here. My other activities have helped to keep me less tightly wound, but I could really use a good fuck. Three months is too long for me. Of course, my mind starts to whisper at me that Lena could be that person, but I don’t think that’s a good idea. Not only are her and Tony kind of friends, but I’m sure I’ll be coming back here for this coffee. She doesn’t peg me as the type that likes booty calls.

She’s turned away from me by now, busying herself with mindless tasks I’m sure so she doesn’t have to keep standing awkwardly with me. I don’t blame her. I’m not exactly a talkative person lately. Still adjusting to a new job, town, and people isn’t something I enjoy doing. But it had to be done. 

Tony calls my name and I look over with a nod and start walking towards the door so we can leave. Tony’s calling out his goodbye to everyone, including Lena, and I turn back with enough time to see her actually smile at him in response. My teeth grind when she looks to me and that smile immediately adapts to one saved for normal strangers. I look at her for a few more seconds as I hold the door for Tony, giving her a smirk and a wink when it’s my turn to walk through. I don’t look back to see her reaction, even though I want to, but I smile to myself when I feel her eyes tracking me past the front windows until I’m no longer visible. 

I slide into my truck and start it up as Tony climbs in and puts his seatbelt on. He doesn’t even wait for me to start driving before asking me a question.

“So, you have an eye for Lena or something?”

I don’t look at him as I pull out of the parking spot, “Do you?”

He shakes his head in my peripheral, “No, she’s more like an estranged sister. I’ve been going to her café for a year. She opened it two years ago and I wish I knew about it sooner. Her stuff is totally addictive.”

I nod but don’t say anything. I like Tony, he’s a cool guy, but we aren’t best friends or anything. I’m not going to start telling him about my fucked up head and everything that goes on inside of it. Which may or may not include a few nefarious things having to focus around a certain brown eyed Siren. He must’ve forgotten he even asked about her, because he starts to tell me about how his ex-wife is wanting to take his son out of town this weekend even though it’s his week. I give responses and nods when they’re needed, but don’t do more than that as I take him to his own vehicle in the car lot close to our work. 

When he hops out, we make plans to meet back here in the morning before getting coffee and going to work. I think about asking him something about Lena, but hold back. There’s nothing I can ask that I can’t find for myself. I already did a little looking this morning after I couldn’t let go that she looked a little familiar. 

It’s just her and her mom since her dad died ten years ago. Her mom is a few hours away in some neighborhood community, leaving Lena here alone with whatever friends she has. Lena graduated high school and went to college for an associate’s degree but hasn’t been back to school since. Obviously, she owns her own business and has for two years. She employs a small staff to help her, but I think she could hire at least two more since I’m sure she doesn’t get a lot of free time. She has a new car that she got six months ago, and she lives alone. Based on her social media, she doesn’t have a boyfriend and really only hangs out with one friend.

My truck comes to a stop and I put it in park, leaning back in my seat and looking out my tinted windows. I should be doing something else. Literally anything other than what I’m doing right now. But no. 

I watch Lena as she stacks chairs on top of tables, the sign switched to closed, and her two helpers pulling out the left-over food from the display case. When they’re done, they wave a goodbye to her, and she waves back before finishing her chair duty. I watch as they leave the building, rounding it to go to their respective vehicles. My eyes go back to Lena as soon as they’re gone. She’s done with the chairs and is pulling out a mop and bucket from somewhere in the back. I don’t take my eyes off her as she mops. Her hips sway slightly as if she’s listening to music, and I want to know what song is playing to have her swirling around the mop. My lips twitch as she sings into the top of the mop like a microphone. She stops suddenly and looks around like someone is watching her. Well, someone is. But she doesn’t know that. 

She’s almost done with the floor when a man in a black hoody walks up to the front doors and knocks. My brows inch closer together when I see Lena’s shoulders tense as she sees who’s outside. My curiosity grows as she walks to the door but doesn’t open it, making them talk through the thick glass. The man seems to be growing agitated, shown by his back tightening and his fists curling at his sides. Lena doesn’t look scared, but she doesn’t look comfortable. 

Finally, she points to a place above the door. I look where she’s pointing and see security cameras pointed right where the guy is standing. Smart girl. I smile to myself and watch the guy take a deep breath, and walk away. Lena stays at the door and watches him leave, not moving for almost two minutes. When she snaps out of it, she quickly finishes the floor, turns off the lights, double checks the lock on the front door, and walks down the hallway to where I’m positive the back door is. 

I take my truck out of park when I see her new car coming down the side road before turning left. Waiting a couple seconds so it’s not so obvious, I start to follow her. Will she go home? Go out to dinner with a friend? Go somewhere else? I’m telling myself that following her has nothing to do with the strange unwelcome obsession I think I’m developing, and has to do with the man who showed up outside her business seeming irritated, and maybe a little dangerous. I’m following her to make sure she stays safe and makes it inside her apartment without any danger. Afterall, she’s Tony’s friend. I’m just helping out one his friends.
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Chapter Four
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Lena

––––––––
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I CAN’T STOP LOOKING over my shoulder my whole way home from work. I can’t believe he showed up there, that fucking psycho. Travis was this guy I went on two dates with. The first date was okay, he seemed super shut off and shy so I gave him the benefit of the doubt and went on another date with him. He was even more weird on that one. Instead of being shy and closed off, he was super talkative. Like, I could barely get a word in. There was something about his eyes that showed he was definitely on some type of drug. It definitely wasn’t something like weed. I’ve dabbled in that and Tammy still smokes, and I’ve never seen that reaction. Then, when dinner was over, he wanted to walk me to my car. I let him which I soon realized I shouldn’t have. He tried to pin me against my car and start something physical. 

It ended with me kneeing his nuts then his nose before rushing to get into my car with the doors locked and drove off. He’s occasionally sent me a text trying to apologize and get me to talk to him, so I blocked him last week. Him showing up at my work to try to corner me into talking to him? Not fucking cool. I had to point out the security cameras in order to get him to leave. I don’t necessarily like being mean to people or doing something out of my way but a restraining order has crossed my mind.

I shut my car off in my spot and heave a big sigh as I lean back against the headrest. I don’t know what it is about me that draws in the weirdos, but I’m getting tired of it. How hard is it to find a good guy nowadays?! 

Grabbing my bag and phone, I get out of my car and take a quick peak around. Nothing is out of the ordinary from what I can tell. With a deep breath, I straighten my shoulders and make my way inside. Before I can fully twist my key in the lock, Tammy pops out from her apartment across the hall and nearly has me piss myself with how loud she says my name. I turn around with big irritated eyes and swing my arm up.

“What the fuck, Tam. I almost just pissed my pants!”

She laughs as she holds onto her doorframe, “I would’ve loved to see that. How was work?”

I shrug and continue unlocking my door, “Good I guess.”

“Lena.”

My shoulders tense for the twelfth time today and I look at her over my shoulder innocently. Her face is completely serious, her arms now crossed over her chest. When I don’t say anything she lifts a single brow, waiting for me to come clean. I twist and pull my key from my door and start walking into her apartment as I talk.

“Fine. Do you have anything to drink?”

She scoffs, “Of course I do.”

I plop myself on her couch and lay my head back with my eyes closed, listening to her get glasses from her cabinet and pour us something. When the couch shifts with her weight, I open my eyes and grab my drink from her hand. I gulp down half of it before twisting my body so I’m facing her. She sips hers a little more slowly than I did, getting comfortable to hear what I have to say.

“Okay, so two significant events happened today.”

She says nothing but raises her brows, clearly inviting me to continue. I think about how much I want to tell her about seeing Oliver twice today. I don’t want to sound too obsessed with a stranger that I just met. Well, here goes nothing I guess.

“So Tony came in with a new coworker today and that man is fine. Total utter masterpiece of a man. At least on the outside, I’m not so sure about the inside. He barely talked both times they came in but he kept staring at me. Not in a creepy way, but it was.. heavy. He gives off a very intense vibe, but I’m here for it.”

She crosses her legs, listening more intently now, “Okayyy.. tell me more about Mr. Hottie.”

“Well... He’s tall and works with Tony in SWAT. Intense but beautiful blue eyes with dirty blonde hair, and oh god he has muscles over every inch of him from what I could tell. Big arms, big legs, broad chest that looks like the perfect rock pillow.”

She laughs softly, I’m sure at my rock pillow comment, and looks at me with a devious smirk. “So, you gonna try to get to know him a little more? If you know what I mean?”

It’s my turn to laugh. Tammy knows that I haven’t been on a date since Travis. The guy that showed up at my work tonight. I’m too nervous to meet another weirdo or wasting my time on a guy who doesn’t want to be around me, because that’s happened a few times. 

“I don’t think he’s the dating type. He’s like sex on legs. There’s no way he wants one girl and one girl only. And I’m not into the just sleeping together thing. I want to find someone to settle down with, you know that.”

She shrugs, “Well how do you know he wouldn’t want that with you until you try? You have to put yourself out there in order to find something, L.”

I groan and finish off the drink she gave me. “Really not trying to get out this conversation, but something else happened.”

“Right, you said there was two things. What else happened?”

I brace myself for what her reaction
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