
Table of Contents

Thread by Thread (Beyond Binary Books, #10)

Chapter 1 — Loose Ends

Chapter 2 — Measuring Trust

Chapter 3 — Pulled Taut

Chapter 4 — The Weight of a Stitch

Chapter 5 — Unsaid Things Have Weight

Chapter 6 — Loose Threads

Chapter 7 — Edges and Curves

Chapter 8 — The Gentle Unraveling

Chapter 9 — Knots We Didn’t See Forming

Chapter 10: Tangled Threads

Chapter 11: Fraying Edges

Chapter 12: Woven Together

Chapter 13: Knots in the Pattern

Chapter 14: Tapestry of Us

Chapter 15: Whole Cloth


Thread by Thread

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 — Loose Ends
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The sewing studio smelled like linen and sunlight. Spools of thread made a city of color on the shelves, and bolts of fabric leaned like patient trees against the far wall. Rowan wiped their hands on a towel, then reached for another spool, fingers moving with the quiet confidence of someone who’d learned to speak through stitches.

They liked the rhythm of the place: the faint whirr of the machine, the scissors’ soft snap, bolts unrolling like secrets. Sewing had been a refuge for them when language felt inadequate — when other people’s categories pinched and stitched them into places they didn’t fit. Rowan used they/them, and the studio was one of those rare spaces that let their pronouns sit comfortably without footnotes.

The bell above the door chimed, and the afternoon light shifted. In walked River—two syllables like water, a look like a question answered. River carried themselves like a story still being written: confident in some places, tentative in others. Their hands were long and graceful, and they wore a jacket with a carefully chosen patch over the heart. Rowan’s chest—if they allowed themselves to notice such things—tightened in a familiar way.

River was intersex, and that fact was part of the room’s current. Neither noisy nor apologetic, River just existed the way certain fabrics drape—naturally, with honest weight. Rowan had known them for months: once a customer, then a friend, then someone who lingered after class to fold fabric with a pretense of help. The threads between them had been subtle, fine as silk. But lately the threads had been pulling taut.

“Afternoon,” River said, smiling. The sound settled into the studio like a comfortable hem. “You still have that blue wool? The one you said you’d save?”

Rowan turned, heart doing the small quick stitch of wanting. “Yeah. I set it aside this morning. Thought you might come by today.”

River’s face lit. “I did. I—” They hesitated, then reached into the bag they’d carried in. “I brought something. For you.” A careful hand withdrew a small bundle wrapped in brown paper, the edges real, the corners neat.

Rowan accepted it with a laugh that surprised themself. “You didn’t have to—” They peeled back the paper. Inside lay a set of tailor’s chalks: slate-blue, rose, a green Rowan didn’t have and suddenly loved. Their thumb brushed the chalk, gratefulness quick as a seam ripper’s first tug. “They’re perfect.”

“Good,” River said. “I saw them at that market last week and thought you’d like the colors.” Their gaze lingered on Rowan for a heartbeat that felt like the space between stitches. “I—um—did you want to grab a coffee after? I have some patterns I want to show you.”

Rowan’s fingers found River’s without meaning to; their palm rested against River’s, thread catching. “I’d like that.”

They closed up the counter together, the small choreography of two people used to moving around each other. Outside, the street smelled of wet pavement and bakery sugar; inside, a calm settled like batting. As they walked, River spoke about a pattern they’d found—a vintage coat with an impossible collar—and Rowan talked, more quietly, about altering sleeves for comfort, about hems that didn’t bite into skin.

At the café two blocks down, they chose a corner table where the light stayed gentle. River unfolded a small stack of sketches, each line a careful thought: pockets placed for easy reach, seams that curved with the body they were meant for, linings hidden like secrets yet to be shared. Rowan traced a finger over one drawing—a coat with an asymmetric lapel that somehow felt both daring and safe.

“You think it’s too much?” River asked, half-smile nervous. “I liked it because it didn’t fit neatly in any history I know. It felt like... possibility.”

Rowan met their eyes. “I think it fits you.” They said it plainly, and the world narrowed to the plaza of that sentence. “Not in a neat way. In the right way.”

River’s cheeks warmed. “You always know what to say.”

Rowan shrugged, a little. “I just listen to what’s there. The shape of you. The way you move. The pockets you’d call essential.”

River laughed, small and bright. “Essential pockets. Good criteria.”

They swapped small confidences: River about the ways family had tried to fold them into expectations after a diagnosis—awkward meetings, rushed words, the wrong pronouns. Rowan about the long, patient art of remaking garments—and identities—that felt suffocating. Both said “we” in ways that meant they belonged to each other slightly more every time.

At one point, River reached for Rowan’s hand across the table and didn’t let go. Their thumb circled Rowan’s knuckles in a motion that seemed to stitch the space between “friend” and everything else. The café’s clatter receded; the steam from their cups fogged the little world around them.

“There’s something I wanted to ask,” River said finally, voice low with the deliberate pace of someone choosing the right tool for a fragile seam. “Would you... would you model this for me? I want to try it on someone who feels... real. Not a mannequin. Not an idea. You.”

Rowan’s heartbeat stuttered—part surprise, part delight. “I’d be honored.” The answer came easy, and along with it, a nervous pleasure that pricked like pins.

They agreed to meet the next weekend at River’s studio—an open attic space with sunlight like dye, and a single window that caught the evening in the best way. Both left with warmth against their chests and a sense of something starting: slow, deliberate, threaded knot by knot.

That night, Rowan lay awake thinking about seams. Life, they realized, was a series of stitched moments—small acts of trust that kept loose, raw edges from unraveling. Maybe, they thought, the work wasn’t to hide the rawness but to bind it together in a way that made wearing the self less painful. The thought felt hopeful like new fabric in hand.

River, at their tiny apartment, pinned the sketch to the wall and looked at it as if it could answer something they hadn’t yet asked. Their fingers lingered on the lines of the collar, on the way the coat suggested both shelter and statement. River folded their hands, breathing in the chalk dust memory of the café, and realized they wanted Rowan close in a way that meant more than alterations and patterns. They wanted Rowan to be part of the cloth of their life.

The thread between them hummed with possibility. Neither spoke the word “love” yet—too large, too quickly sewn—but the small stitches of attention, the shared coffee, the chalks, the invitations—those were the beginnings. Thread by thread, they were making something neither knew the name of, and somehow, that felt like enough.

Outside, the city settled into night, and two people, in different rooms, smoothed fabric across their laps and imagined the shapes they might make together.
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Chapter 2 — Measuring Trust
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The attic studio smelled like pine floors and chalk dust, the kind of air that made Rowan relax without thinking. River had opened every window, letting in a cross-breeze that fluttered pattern pieces tacked to the walls. Light pooled across the worktable like warm silk.

“You made it,” River said, smiling in a way that softened their sharp features. “I, uh... cleaned a bit. I didn’t want you stepping on pins.”

Rowan stepped inside, closing the door behind them. “You don’t have to clean for me.” They looked around, impressed. “But thank you.”

River shrugged, shy but pleased. “I like when you’re comfortable here.”

Those words landed somewhere deep in Rowan’s chest, like a stitch pulled tight in the best way.

On the main table lay the blue wool coat pattern—half basted, half pinned, full of promise. River motioned toward it, then reached for a measuring tape.

“You ready?” River asked.

Rowan inhaled slowly. They’d been measured before by well-meaning people who treated the act like simple math—shoulder length, chest, waist, done. But being measured by River felt different, heavier with the possibility of being seen with intention, not assumption.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Rowan said gently.

River stepped closer, tape in hand. “Tell me if you need to stop. Or slow down. Or... anything.”

Rowan nodded. “I will.”

It began with shoulders. River slid the tape across Rowan’s back, their fingers brushing fabric and skin with careful precision. Rowan closed their eyes briefly—just a second—to steady the flutter in their stomach.

“Relax your arms,” River murmured.

Rowan exhaled, letting their arms fall naturally at their sides. The tape settled like a boundary that felt almost intimate.

River scribbled down the measurement. “Okay... chest next.”

Rowan inhaled sharply, and River caught the flicker of tension.

“We can skip anything that feels uncomfortable,” River said, voice softer.

“No,” Rowan said. “It’s okay. I trust you.”

Those words changed the air between them. River nodded, respectful, and worked with a gentleness that felt like care rather than scrutiny. Their fingers barely brushed Rowan’s ribcage, and the moment stayed quiet, tender, unforced.

When River stepped back, Rowan felt strangely warm, grateful, and seen in a way that didn’t sting.

“Almost done,” River said, circling around for the waist measurement. “You’re doing great.”

Rowan huffed a nervous laugh. “It’s just numbers.”

River shook their head thoughtfully. “Not to everyone.”

Rowan’s gaze softened. “Okay. True.”

The final measurement—sleeve length—was the easiest. River guided Rowan’s arm outward, their hand steady under Rowan’s wrist. For a brief moment, Rowan’s palm rested lightly against River’s. Neither pulled away.

River lowered Rowan’s arm slowly. “That’s it.” Their smile turned warm at the edges. “Thank you for trusting me.”

“You handle care like it’s a craft,” Rowan said. “Makes it easy.”

River blinked—caught off guard in a way that made Rowan want to say more, but didn’t. Instead, River turned to the table, smoothing the wool with reverence.

“Want to help me pin the pieces?” River asked.

Rowan pulled their hair back and stepped beside them. “Absolutely.”

They worked shoulder to shoulder, their hands occasionally brushing as they arranged the pattern pieces. River explained each step—why they chose a certain seam, why the lining would be black satin instead of grey.

Rowan listened, nodding, asking small questions that made River smile each time. They loved the way River lit up when they talked about technique, the way their whole body leaned forward when describing fabric drape.

After a while, River paused mid-pinning. “Rowan... can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“When did you know sewing was... you know... your language?”

Rowan thought for a moment, threading a pin through the wool. “When I was younger, I always felt... mislabeled. Even the clothes that were supposedly ‘for me’ felt wrong. Too sharp, too soft, too fitted, too loose. Nothing matched who I was on the inside.” They shrugged gently. “So I learned to make my own. It felt like carving out space to exist.”

River nodded, eyes warm. “Makes sense. Clothes are like... permission, sometimes.”

Rowan looked at them. “Is that what designing is for you?”

River’s breath hitched a little, but they nodded. “Yeah. When I design, I get to decide how things fit. Not doctors. Not charts. Not anyone else.” Their voice softened. “It’s the only
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