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      The air in Lesbian Midnight Confessions is thick with the scent of leather, whiskey, and something far more dangerous—desire. The neon glow of violet and crimson bathes the biker bar in a sultry haze, where the hum of engines outside is drowned out only by the slower, hungrier pulse of sapphic bodies pressing close in the shadows.

      Here, the rules of the world beyond the door don’t apply. A glance lingers too long. A woman loves woman touch burns hotter than it should. And when two women—one clad in worn-in leather, the other with a smirk that promises trouble—lock eyes across the sticky wooden counter, the night stops being about drinks and starts being about something far more intoxicating.

      This isn’t just a bar. It’s a wlw confession. And by last call, secrets won’t be the only thing spilled.
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      The Broken Spoke appeared ahead like a mirage, its neon sign stuttering against the deepening twilight. Raven tightened her grip on the throttle, her gloved hands stiff from hours of wind and vibration. The storm had been on her tail since the state line, a wall of thunderheads swallowing the road behind her. Now, the first heavy raindrops struck her visor, smearing the world into a blur.

      She exhaled, the sound lost beneath the Triumph’s growl as she downshifted into the gravel lot. The engine’s rumble faded to silence, replaced by the distant grumble of thunder and the steady drip of water from the awning.

      The bar was exactly what she needed—low, windowless, the kind of place that didn’t ask questions. Raven swung off the bike with a groan, her thighs and back protesting. Thirty-five wasn’t old, but it sure as hell wasn’t twenty-five. She pulled off her helmet, shaking out her damp hair, the undercut clinging to her scalp while the longer strands fell loose. The air smelled of wet earth and gasoline, the storm’s first breath cool against her skin.

      Inside, the Broken Spoke wrapped around her like old leather—worn, rough, but familiar. Neon beer signs cast everything in sickly green and electric blue, their hum barely audible over the murmur of voices. The scent hit first: stale beer, fried grease, the ghost of cigarette smoke clinging to the walls. Pool balls cracked in the back, followed by the roll of spheres across felt. A jukebox wheezed out Johnny Cash, his voice just loud enough over the growing patter of rain.

      Then she saw the woman behind the bar.

      Tall—taller than Raven by a couple of inches—and lean in a way that suggested strength, not fragility. Sandy blonde hair, sun-bleached like driftwood, was pulled back in a messy ponytail, loose strands curling against her neck. Her flannel shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, revealed forearms corded with muscle, inked with gears, snakes, and what looked like the skeleton of a motorcycle engine. But it was her eyes that stopped Raven—amber-flecked hazel, sharp and knowing, the kind that didn’t just look at you but stripped you down with a glance.

      "You made it just in time," the woman said, her voice low and rough, like gravel under boots. She nodded toward the windows, where rain now lashed against the glass. "What’ll it be?"

      Raven slid onto a stool, shrugging off her jacket. The cool air raised goosebumps along her arms, her tank top clinging to the sweat between her shoulder blades. She could feel the woman’s gaze tracking the movement. "Whiskey. Neat. And whatever you know about cheap motels that don’t ask questions."

      The bartender—Jules, if the name stitched above her pocket was accurate—poured three fingers of amber liquid into a thick glass. The bottle glugged softly, the scent of oak and caramel rising between them. "Rough day or rough life?" she asked, sliding the drink across.

      Raven wrapped her fingers around the glass, the chill seeping into her skin. "Just a long one." She took a slow sip, letting the whiskey burn its way down. Their fingers brushed as Jules pulled back, and something electric jolted up Raven’s arm. She cleared her throat. "I’m Raven."

      "Jules." The bartender leaned forward, elbows on the bar, the movement pulling her flannel taut across her shoulders. The fabric strained just enough to hint at what lay beneath. "As for motels, there’s nothing for twenty miles I’d send my worst enemy to. But we’ve got rooms upstairs. Owner lets me rent them out when he’s not around."

      Raven swirled her whiskey. "And is he around tonight?"

      Jules’s lips curved into a crooked grin. "Nope. Just me and Hank in the kitchen." She jerked her thumb toward the back, where the clatter of dishes and the occasional curse suggested the presence of a very alive cook. "Tuesday’s quiet."

      It was. Aside from Jules, the bar held only a few patrons: two locals hunched over a pool table, their beers half-drunk, their voices low; an old man dozing in a booth by the jukebox, his snores a rhythmic counterpoint to the rain. The storm outside had fully unleashed, the wind howling around the eaves, rattling the windows.

      "So what brings you to our middle-of-nowhere paradise?" Jules asked, grabbing a rag and wiping down the already clean bar with slow, deliberate strokes. The muscles in her forearms flexed with each pass.

      Raven studied her whiskey. "Running toward something or away from something—does it matter?"

      Jules paused. "Guess not. We all end up somewhere eventually."

      Something about the easy acceptance made Raven’s chest loosen. For the first time in days, she felt the ghost of a smile. "Philosophical bartenders. Just my luck."

      Jules chuckled. "I’m actually a mechanic by day." She tapped a finger against a patch on her flannel: Jules’ Custom Cycles in peeling red thread. "Bar work’s just extra cash. Speaking of which—" Her gaze flicked to Raven’s helmet. "Triumph Bonneville, right? Sounds like she might be running a little rough."

      Raven raised an eyebrow. "You could tell from the parking lot?"

      Jules’s lips quirked. "Good ears." Her gaze lingered on Raven’s face, then drifted lower, tracing the curve of her collarbone, the way her tank clung to her chest. "And good eyes."

      The air between them thickened. Raven’s pulse kicked up, her skin suddenly too warm. She could smell Jules now—not just the bar’s usual stale beer and grease, but something underneath: motor oil, leather, the faintest hint of citrus. Raven finished her whiskey in one smooth motion and slid the glass forward. "Another. And maybe you can tell me what else those good ears and eyes have picked up."

      Jules didn’t move to pour. Instead, she braced her hands on the bar, leaning in just enough that Raven could see the gold flecks in her irises. "I hear you’ve been on the road a while," she murmured. "I see you’re the kind who doesn’t like to stop."

      Raven’s breath hitched. "And what else?"

      Jules’s voice dropped. "I see you’re tired. But not the kind of tired that sleep fixes." Her gaze flicked to Raven’s lips. "And I hear you asking yourself if you’re gonna walk upstairs alone tonight."

      The challenge hung between them. Raven’s body responded before her mind could catch up—her nipples tightening, heat pooling low in her belly. She wet her lips. "That confident, huh?"

      Jules pushed off the bar, reaching for the whiskey bottle. "Let’s just say I know how to read the signs." She poured. "And right now, you’re giving off a lot of them."

      Raven accepted the drink, their fingers brushing again, longer this time. The contact sent a shiver down her spine. She took a sip. "What if I told you I don’t usually do this?"

      Jules’s smile turned wicked. "I’d say usually doesn’t matter tonight." She nodded toward the ceiling. "Number three’s empty. Key’s under the mat. But if you’re looking for company..." She let the words trail off.

      Raven should’ve hesitated. Should’ve thought about the road, the reasons she’d been running. But the storm had followed her for miles, and Jules’s gaze was a different
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