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  Four Minutes Past
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The last patron left twenty minutes ago. Or so I thought. 
I finished the final walk-through at a steady pace, my heels soft against the linoleum, the clack muted by years of practice. Fluorescents buzzed overhead. The overhead clock read four minutes past close. The front door was locked, lights off in the children’s wing, security alarm waiting for activation. Everything in order. Everything just the way I like it, except someone was still in the back stacks.
I’d given the polite warning fifteen minutes earlier, a firm but friendly, “We close at nine,” followed by a nod and a smile. Most people don’t need telling twice. This one hadn’t moved.
Now, from my perch at the circulation desk, I could just make out a silhouette back by the 800s. Tall. Still lingering. Maybe he didn’t hear me, or maybe he was pretending not to. Either way, the night wasn’t over yet.
I exhaled slowly, long and quiet. Took a moment to re-center.
People always assume the job’s quiet. But it’s just like anywhere else. A few regulars, a few weirdos, and the occasional man who thinks rules are for other people. The library doesn’t change them. It just shows you who they already are.
I tapped the desk once with my fingertips. Straightened the cuffs of my cardigan. Tucked my keys into my pocket.
If he was lost in a book, I’d give him a gentle nudge.
If he was ignoring me on purpose—well.
I smoothed down my skirt and started toward the back stacks, heels silent, expression composed.
Let’s find out.
He didn’t flinch when I turned the corner.
Just leaned at the end of the row, thumb hooked in his jeans pocket, eyes already on me like he’d been waiting. Not startled or embarrassed. Not even pretending to be.
“Sir,” I said evenly. “We’re closed.”
He grinned. “Yeah. Heard you the first time.”
He didn’t move. He made no apology or effort to pack up or leave. Just stared, slow and deliberate, eyes trailing down my legs, up again. I’d dealt with this type before: men who think politeness means permission.
I stopped five feet away. No smile.
“Then you understand you need to leave.”
His head tilted. “You always this strict?”
I didn’t answer. Let the silence settle between us. The smell of him reached me faintly: cologne and something warm underneath, like sun-dried sweat. He hadn’t been reading. There wasn’t a book in sight.
“Didn't realize libraries came with attitude,” he said, eyes dragging across my chest.
I took another step forward.
“There’s the door,” I said, gesturing back the way I came. “Unless you’re planning to be escorted out.”
He snorted, like I’d told a joke.
“No rush, sweetheart. It’s just us here, right?” He let the words hang, smug and stupid. “You gonna throw me out yourself?”
I looked at him, really looked this time. Late twenties. Confident. Tall enough to try and use it. He had that polished scumbag quality, like he had just enough charm to get away with bad behavior in most places.
Most places.
I folded my arms and let him keep talking, just long enough to give him the rope.
He thought I was wasting time.
He didn’t realize I was taking aim.
“You look like you need to relax,” he said. “Long day?”
I didn’t answer. He pushed off the shelf, took a slow step toward me. His grin didn’t falter.
“You know, I’ve always had a thing for women like you,” he said. “Tight blouses. Clenched jaw. All that bottled-up tension. Bet you go home aching.”
I didn’t flinch. Let him close the gap by half a step.
He kept going. “You’ve been eyeballing me since I came in. Figured you were just shy.”
That was the moment I knew what he wanted: not sex, not a connection, not even control. He wanted to rattle me. Feed off a reaction. Men like that weren’t new to me. What was new was how sure he was he’d already won.
I didn’t raise my voice. “What’s your name?”
He blinked. “Why?”
“So I know what to write in the incident report,” I said.
He laughed. “I’m Todd.”
“Of course it is.”
Todd smirked. “What’s yours?”
“I’m not the one misbehaving.”
“Not yet.”
I stepped forward until we were barely a foot apart. He was taller, broader, trying to loom. It didn’t work on me.
“You’re going to walk out the door,” I said calmly, “or you’re going to follow instructions. Those are your only two options.”
He raised an eyebrow, amused. “And if I don’t?”
I tilted my head. “Then I call security, and you explain to them why you were still here with your dick out.”
His lips parted, just slightly.
I waited.
“I—” he started.
“Go ahead,” I said. “You were so eager a second ago. Let’s see it.”
He hesitated. Then, slowly, his hands went to his belt.
I didn’t smile. I watched.
Let him keep believing it was his idea.
His zipper made a faint metallic whisper as he lowered it. Then the rustle of denim. He freed himself, already hard, like this had been the plan since he walked in.
“Happy?” he asked, hand lazily wrapped around the base.
I didn’t answer.
“Not gonna pretend this wasn’t mutual,” he muttered, starting to stroke. “You could’ve kicked me out ten minutes ago.”
His voice had shifted. It was less mocking now, more uncertain. He was watching me for cues he didn’t understand, trying to find the rhythm of a game he hadn’t realized he was losing.
I stepped closer. He blinked, a flush rising. His hand slackened.
“Keep going,” I said.
He resumed. Slower now.
“I want to see if it lives up to your ego.”
His breath caught. That swagger he’d walked in with was thinning out fast.
I circled him, slow and deliberate, my heels a soft metronome against the tile. He didn’t move, didn’t speak. I stopped behind him, reached out, and pressed two fingers against the back of his neck.
He jolted.
“Problem?” I asked.
He shook his head.
I came around to face him again. His hand was still working, slower now, confused.
I grabbed his chin—firm, steady, squeezing just enough to force stillness.
His eyes locked on mine.
“No more talking,” I said.
He nodded as best he could.
“I didn’t ask for a response.”
His throat bobbed.
“Good.”
I let go and stepped back. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t dare.
For the first time since I walked into the stacks, he looked unsure of himself. A little exposed. A little embarrassed. Like it had just occurred to him that this might not be going how he planned.
And it wasn’t.






  
  Instructions
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He thought I was wasting time. 
He didn’t realize I was taking aim.
“You look like you need to relax,” he said. “Long day?”
I didn’t answer. He pushed off the shelf, took a slow step toward me. His grin didn’t falter.
“You know, I’ve always had a thing for women like you,” he said. “Tight blouses. Clenched jaw. All that bottled-up tension. Bet you go home aching.”
I didn’t flinch. Let him close the gap by half a step.
He kept going. “You’ve been eyeballing me since I came in. Figured you were just shy.”
That was the moment I knew what he wanted: not sex, not a connection, not even control. He wanted to rattle me. Feed off a reaction. Men like that weren’t new to me. Always the same look in their eyes. Different name, same delusion. He was so sure he’d already won.
I didn’t raise my voice. “What’s your name?”
He blinked. “Why?”
“So I know what to write in the incident report,” I said.
He laughed. “I’m Todd.”
“Of course it is.”
Todd smirked. “What’s yours?”
“I’m not the one misbehaving.”
“Not yet.”
I stepped forward until we were barely a foot apart. He was taller, broader, trying to loom. It didn’t work on me.
“You’re going to walk out the door,” I said calmly, “or you’re going to follow instructions. Those are your only two options.”
He raised an eyebrow, amused. “And if I don’t?”
I tilted my head. “Then I call security, and you explain to them why you were still here with your dick out.”
His lips parted, just slightly.
I waited.
“I—” he started.
“Go ahead,” I said. “You were so eager a second ago. Let’s see it.”
He hesitated. Then, slowly, his hands went to his belt.
I didn’t smile. I watched.
Let him keep believing it was his idea.
His zipper made a faint metallic whisper as he lowered it. Then the rustle of denim. He freed himself, already hard, like he’d been imagining this from the moment he saw me.
“Happy?” he asked, hand lazily wrapped around the base.
I didn’t answer.
“Not gonna pretend this wasn’t mutual,” he muttered, starting to stroke. “You could’ve kicked me out ten minutes ago.”
His voice had shifted. It was less mocking now, more uncertain. He was watching me for cues he didn’t understand, trying to find the rhythm of a game he hadn’t realized he was losing.
I stepped closer. He blinked, a flush rising. His hand slackened.
“Keep going,” I said.
He resumed. Slower now.
“I want to see if it lives up to your ego.”
His breath caught. That swagger he’d walked in with was thinning out fast.
I circled him, slow and deliberate, my heels a soft metronome against the tile. He didn’t move, didn’t speak. I stopped behind him, reached out, and pressed two fingers against the back of his neck.
He jolted.
“Problem?” I asked.
He shook his head.
I came around to face him again. His hand was still working, slower now, confused.
I grabbed his chin—firm, steady, squeezing just enough to force stillness.
His eyes locked on mine.
“No more talking,” I said.
He nodded as best he could.
“I didn’t ask for a response.”
His throat bobbed.
“Good.”
I let go and stepped back. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t dare.
For the first time since I walked into the stacks, he looked unsure of himself. A little exposed. A little embarrassed. Like it had just occurred to him that this might not be going how he planned.
And it wasn’t.






  
  Such A Dilemma
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I stepped toward Eddie without looking back at Todd. His breathing told me he was still working his cock, just as I’d instructed. Good. 
Eddie stood with his arms at his sides, shirt tucked in, keys still clipped to his belt loop. His expression was unreadable, but I saw the flicker of heat in his eyes when I reached for the first button on his shirt.
He didn’t move. Didn’t help. Just let me work.
I slipped the button through the hole, then the next. My fingernail traced the line of his chest as I worked down. Smooth skin. Sparse hair. Warmth rising from him like a quiet furnace.
I let my hand trail lower, down his abdomen, then along the curve of his waistband. My knuckle brushed the bulge in his pants. He was already half-hard.
“Poor bastard doesn’t know how lucky he is, eh?” I said softly.
Eddie gave a quiet breath of a laugh. “No clue.”
I palmed the weight of him once, slow and deliberate. Then I pulled back.
“Show me what you’ve got,” I said. “Maybe it’s your lucky day too.”
I still didn’t turn around. Todd didn’t get the attention. Not yet.
“Keep going,” I said, clear and loud enough for him to hear. “Don’t stop. And don’t you dare come.”
I could feel the tension behind me, almost hear the question in his silence.
I didn’t answer it.
Eddie unhooked his belt
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