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Write a list. I want to know every dirty, depraved thought which has ever popped into your mind.

Jess Tennyson promised to call him. To tell him every fantasy she ever had, but one day had turned to a week. Now the weeks were about to hit a month since the last time she spoke with him. The night before the church. Jess never did anything crazy but the whole night had been out of character for her. A bottle of wine. Good food and company. A kiss. Anyone could have walked around the church and found Ben on his knees, her foot on his shoulder and his head between her thighs.

She’d woken up with a pounding headache and embarrassed. Hungover Jess, with messy blonde hair, smudged lipstick and panda eye makeup, was a world away from the girl the night before. The one with perfectly applied red lipstick, kohl eyeliner with a flick, and a sexy black dress only came out once a month.

I didn’t delete his number.

The intense urge to message or call him wasn’t an easy one to ignore. Ben had only seen her at her best. Nerdy Jess, with her glasses and fondness for oversized cardigans, was her daily default. Would he still be interested in helping her if he knew the real her?

Work had been busy. The run up to the holidays meant people were either hiding in the library or wanting to borrow books to read over the festive break. During the week Aaron Lambert, her boss, held book clubs and baby and me days. Jess spent a lot of her time managing the return trolley which had a squeaky wheel. 

Christina, the friend who had cancelled meeting her at Mattel’s, popped in to see her, offering a steaming cup of coffee as an apology. Jess didn’t mention how she ended up spending the night with Ben. 

The beautiful brunette had an awful habit about making everything about her. As soon as the apology left her lips, she launched into what happened with a lawyer she worked with. She hadn’t been interested in how Jess had spent her night. 

Just the thought of Ben left her feeling breathless. His full lips, messy black hair, those strikingly blue eyes, and a crooked smile. For the first couple of days, Jess spent her lunch breaks in the library. A part of her was worried she’d bump into him. Even if she knew it was unlikely. He worked two jobs, and his free time was in short supply.

I didn’t delete his number.

Jess walked to the Ancient History section at the far side of the library and took a deep breath. She loved the smell of old books. The history between the pages. Sometimes she found scraps of paper used as makeshift bookmarks or a movie ticket. The pieces of information gave her a vague idea what kind of person the reader was and their taste in movies.

Why can’t I message him?

“It’s a bad idea,” she said out loud. “You don’t play random sex games with a stranger.” 

He isn’t a stranger, not really.

The night had ended with Ben getting a taxi. Then they had shared one last mind-blowing kiss. She absentmindedly touched her mouth. It had been a good kiss. 

“Are you okay, kiddo?”

Jess hadn’t noticed her boss by History of Art. The owner of the library was mid-thirties with light brown hair. He always wore a suit, and today’s was beige. At some point he had taken off his jacket and rolled up the sleeves to his white shirt. When Jess first started working for him, she had quite a crush on him. He always looked stern with his silver rimmed glasses perched on the bridge of his nose, but he had a great sense of humor.

“It’s been a busy day.”

“Isn’t that the truth.” He knelt and selected some books from the bookshelf. “You didn’t answer my question, though.”

“I’m a little tired,” she admitted. 

“Miles is going to be here soon. You can work on cataloguing when he does.”

“Thanks, Aaron.”

Jess loved her job, and Aaron played a big part in that. Every Friday they took turns going to The Coffee and Cake bringing snacks and hot drinks in during their shift. Sometimes she thought he was a better friend than Christina. She knew if she had a problem, Aaron would try his best to help her solve it. Christina would pretend it never happened.  

At the front counter Aaron was talking to an older woman about a collection of books she’d discovered in her grandfather’s office. Jess smiled as she walked behind the counter, through the open door, and down the stairs. The book-filled basement was her favorite place in the whole library. Quiet and, even in the high of summer, cool. Aaron said the low temperature helped preserve the older books.

There were bookcases against every wall. In his spare time Aaron restored books which had been donated to the library. They were delicate, the bindings loose or broken and with thin paper. Aaron kept them off the main floor. There was always plenty of interest from private collectors. Jess had never met any of the collectors, but she knew they helped to keep the library open. Aaron also brought modern books, and they had their own bookcase. After they were catalogued, she transported them via the dumbwaiter lift to the main floor.

She switched on the computer, an older model which ran slower than a turtle through quicksand. Then she slumped into the battered leather computer chair.

I didn’t delete his number.

Jess took her glasses off and rubbed the bridge of her nose. It would be dumb to message Ben now. He probably didn’t remember her. A random girl. A random night. And it had been a month. Why subject herself to the potential humiliation?

A kiss and a promise.

I didn’t delete his number.
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Ben tightened the spark plugs in the Citroën he worked on. Three weeks and four days since he saw Jess. Not that he was counting. Tom O’Neal had given him the job to get the car up to pass standard. There were at least five things he still needed to check and fix before the technician took the vehicle through the MOT. The garage was a hub of activity. Tom had six guys who worked for him and all of them were on the shop floor. Cars were jacked up and engines were being replaced. Jame ‘Tiny’ Whitby manned the forklift, singing along to the radio.

Why didn’t she call me?

He’d been so fucking sure she would. The few short hours they had shared had been intense. At the time he hadn’t questioned what had happened. Now he wondered if he should have. The original plan had been to ask her out on a proper date. Jess had been a regular at the restaurant for a couple of months. The same table. The same black dress which clung to mouth-watering curves. Red lips, black eyeliner. A sweet smile. When her friend cancelled on her, Ben swooped in and took over. A couple of bottles of good wine, excellent food, and flirty conversation.

The night should have ended there. Then they kissed. The memory made his stomach tighten in need. Ben had ended up taking her to a place behind a church, took off her panties and buried his head between her thighs. He licked and teased her until she came on his face.

Then she had returned the favor, smearing her red lipstick as she took him deep into her mouth. The sight of her looking up at him, his cock in her mouth had been fucking hot. Ben wanted more.

“You tighten the plug anymore, something is going to snap.”

Ben jerked up, narrowly missing the hood. Usually, the bitter scent of nicotine announced his boss’s arrival long before he entered a room. Ben hadn’t even noticed.

Tom chuckled. “You’re a little jumpy.”

Ben stretched. He’d been hunched over the faulty engine for twenty minutes. He groaned as something popped back in place. “I’m focused on my job.”

“Bullshit.” Tom’s blue overalls were covered in stubborn stains. His fingers were darkened from oil. “You’ve had your head in the clouds for weeks.”

The garage wasn’t the place to talk about feelings. The guys would get a kick out of the sex part of it, but Ben didn’t kiss and tell. “Can you hand me the wench?”

The old man picked it up, flipped the tool, and offered him the handle. “Do you want to talk about what’s on your mind?”

“Nope.” He ducked his head back underneath the hood and finished up. “I don’t.”

He had to accept Jess wasn’t interested. Hell, maybe she used him that night. That didn’t make sense. Jess wasn’t like that. Her friend, Christina for sure but the pretty blonde wasn’t built that way. He still wanted to know more about her. To help her get out of her shell. To get her to stop living her life through Christina. Fuck, he had it bad.

“You’ve got girl trouble?” Tom asked, leaning against the car.

“Lucky guess.”

“I’ve known you for years, Ben. The only time I’ve seen you this worked up it’s been about a girl.”

Madison Bones, she’d been his girlfriend right up until he started working at the garage. “I think I fucked up something amazing.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because she never got in contact with me.” He closed the hood. The thud made the car jolt. “I’ve still got stuff to finish up.”

Tom crossed his arms. “Leon is leaving by the end of the month. That means there will be a full-time position available.”

Ben stopped in his tracks. He didn’t even dare to breathe. Full-time work was like searching for gold dust in the desert. “Seriously?”

“I’m thinking about it. You’re a hard worker and you deserve it. Unfortunately, I can’t just hand the job to you. There are boring ass procedures I’ve got to follow.”

“What do you have to do?”

Tom shrugged. “I need to interview people first. I’ll put an advert in the paper, and you’ll have to interview
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