
Table of Contents

Sunset Over San Francisco (Nothing to Hide, #16)

Chapter One — The First Spark

Chapter Two — Late Nights, Early Feelings

Chapter Three — Cracks in the Shell

Chapter Four — The Unspoken Distance

Chapter Five — First Confessions

Chapter Six — Adventures in the Fog

Chapter Seven — Shadows of Doubt

Chapter Eight — Building Trust

Chapter Nine — A Night Under the Stars

Chapter Ten — Tests of the Heart

Chapter Eleven — Laughter in the Lab

Chapter Twelve — The Promise

Chapter Thirteen — Morning Light

Chapter Fourteen — Storms and Shelter

Chapter Fifteen — Sunset Over San Francisco


Sunset Over San Francisco

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One — The First Spark
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The tech campus always felt alive at sunset. Glass buildings caught the fading light and reflected it across the courtyard like liquid gold. Electric scooters zipped past, students gathered with laptops on the lawn, and the hum of innovation drifted through the air like a second language.

David loved this hour. It made the whole world feel possible.

He pushed open the door of the Computer Systems Lab, balancing a stack of notebooks in one hand and an iced coffee in the other. He had stayed too long again—his project groups tended to talk more about ideas than deadlines—but tonight, for some reason, he didn’t mind the late hour. A strange, bright expectation fluttered under his ribs.

As he approached his locker, he saw someone already standing there.

Chang.

The shy new arrival from Shanghai who spoke softly, kept mostly to himself, and always seemed to have a shadow of worry tucked behind his eyes. David had only exchanged a few words with him during orientation week, but something about him had stayed. A gentleness, maybe. A quiet beauty.

Chang was staring down at his phone with furrowed brows, looking lost.

David cleared his throat.
“Everything okay?”
Chang startled slightly. Then he looked up, and his dark eyes held a mix of confusion and apology.

“Oh—David. Hello.” His voice was soft, careful. “I... think I’m locked out of the dorm building. My card isn’t working.”

David smiled, warm and confident, the kind of smile that made people trust him.
“That happens all the time. The card readers on the east wing are glitchy. Did you try the main door?”
“No.” Chang hesitated, embarrassed. “I... didn’t know there was another one.”

David’s chest tightened with sympathy. The campus was huge, and coming to a new country alone had to be overwhelming.

“Come on,” he said gently. “I’ll walk with you.”

Chang blinked in surprise. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” David interrupted with an easy grin.

They stepped outside into the cooling air. The San Francisco sunset painted the sky in impossible colors—orange fading to pink, pink melting into blue. Wind from the bay rustled the eucalyptus trees lining the walkway, carrying the scent of salt and something electric.

Chang walked quietly beside him, holding his backpack straps like a shield.

After a minute, David spoke again, softer now.
“So... how are you finding the place? Campus treating you okay?”
Chang’s gaze stayed ahead, but his voice lowered with honesty.
“It’s... different. Loud. Fast.”
He paused.
“I feel like everyone knows where they’re going except me.”
David’s smile softened.
“I felt the same my first year. I still get lost sometimes. Especially in the robotics building. That place is a maze.”
Chang let out a tiny, almost reluctant laugh. Hearing it felt like discovering sunlight in a hidden corner.

“Thank you,” Chang murmured. “For helping me.”

“Anytime,” David said. “Really.”

They reached the main dorm entrance. David scanned his own card to test—beep, green light. Then Chang tried his. Green light flashed again.

“Oh,” Chang whispered, relieved. “It works.”

“See?” David teased. “All you needed was the right door.”

Chang looked up at him, and for the first time that day, he looked less alone.
More... open.
Hopeful even.
David felt something shift inside him.

A spark.
Small, but unmistakable.
“Good night, David,” Chang said quietly.

“Good night, Chang.”
He hesitated before adding, “Hey... if you ever need anything—or just want company—you can text me. Anytime.”
Chang looked down shyly. But he nodded.

And when he walked inside, he glanced back once. Just once.
But it was enough.
Because the spark grew.

And the sunset behind David seemed suddenly brighter.
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Chapter Two — Late Nights, Early Feelings
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The next few days unfolded with the strange rhythm of early connection—accidental meetings that didn’t feel accidental, shared moments that lingered in the mind long after they ended.

David found himself noticing Chang more.
Noticing the way he sat in the lecture hall—back straight, eyes focused, hands carefully folded on his laptop as if afraid to disturb the quiet around him.
Noticing how he walked across campus with purposeful steps, but with a softness that made him stand out among the louder, rushing students.
Noticing how he always looked like he was trying to take up less space than he deserved.
And slowly, Chang started noticing him too.

It began one night in the 24/7 study center—a sleek, glass-walled building overlooking the bay. The lights were dimmed, the heaters humming softly, and clusters of students huddled around whiteboards and open laptops.

David walked in carrying a sandwich and an energy drink, fully prepared for a long night of debugging. But then he saw Chang sitting alone in a corner, surrounded by notebooks and printouts, his shoulders tense.

David hesitated, then walked over.

“Is this seat taken?”

Chang looked up, startled, then shook his head.
“No. You can sit.”
David pulled up a chair. “You look like you’ve been here for hours.”

“I have,” Chang admitted quietly. “The assignment is difficult. I understand the logic, but it... feels different in English.”

David’s heart pinched. He’d never thought about how much language could shift the ground under someone’s feet.

“Want help?” he asked.

Chang looked down at his notes. “I don’t want to bother you.”

“You’re not,” David said, voice warm. “I want to help.”

Chang hesitated, then finally slid one of his problems toward David. As they leaned over the paper together, David realized how close they were—how he could smell the soft citrus of Chang’s shampoo, how gentle his breathing sounded, how his fingers hovered nervously over the keyboard as if afraid to press the wrong key.

They worked through the assignment slowly, methodically. David didn’t rush him or take over; instead, he guided him with questions, letting Chang find his own way.

And when Chang finally solved the last challenge, a small smile—so fragile it could’ve broken if touched—lit his face.

“I did it,” he whispered, more to himself than to David.

“You did,” David said softly, a warmth blooming behind his ribs. “And you would’ve done it even without me.”

Chang’s eyes flickered to him. “Maybe. But... it feels easier with you.”

Silence settled between them. A comfortable, electric silence.

Outside, the lights of San Francisco glittered like a second sky.

Inside, something quiet and dangerous and beautiful shifted.

After a long moment, Chang spoke again.
“Why are you helping me so much?”
David opened his mouth—then stopped.

Because you look lonely.
Because you look like you’re trying not to be noticed.
Because I can’t stop thinking about you.
Because every time you speak, I want to lean closer.
He swallowed.

“Because I like spending time with you,” he said carefully.

Chang blinked, surprised. Then he looked down, fingers twisting gently together.
“I... like spending time with you too.”
The vulnerable honesty of it made David’s breath catch.

They stayed in the study center until nearly midnight, working side by side until Chang’s posture relaxed and the heaviness around him softened. When they finally walked back to the dorms, the air was cold, and Chang stood a little closer to David, just enough for their arms to brush every few steps.

At the entrance, Chang paused.

“Good night, David.”

“Good night, Chang.”

And just before the door closed, Chang whispered something so soft David almost didn’t catch it.

“Thank you... for finding me.”

David stood there long after he was gone, heart pounding in a way he didn’t entirely understand yet—but wanted to.

A beginning was happening.
Quiet.
Beautiful.
Unavoidable.
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Chapter Three — Cracks in the Shell
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The week that followed felt different—subtle, but unmistakably so.

Chang still moved through campus quietly, still kept his gaze lowered when crowds became too loud, still carried that faint air of someone trying not to take up space. But now, whenever he spotted David, something in him softened. His shoulders relaxed. His eyes lifted. A small, shy curve appeared at the corner of his lips.

They began sitting together in lectures.
At first, Chang hesitated—as if unsure whether he truly belonged beside someone as effortlessly confident as David. But each morning, David saved him a seat anyway, sliding his backpack into the chair to hold the spot.
“You don’t have to do that,” Chang murmured one day, cheeks flushing.

“I know,” David replied with an easy grin. “I want to.”

Small things like that—steady, gentle acts—began cracking open the shell around Chang.



One afternoon, after a long systems engineering class, David noticed Chang lingering by the doors, clutching his notebook tightly.

“You okay?” David asked.

Chang nodded, then shook his head.
“I... wanted to ask something.”
His voice was small, almost swallowed by the chatter of students leaving the building.
David stepped closer so he wouldn’t have to speak loudly. “Ask anything.”

Chang took a breath, gathering his courage.
“Would you... maybe... show me your photography spot? The one where you took the sunset picture on your profile?”
David blinked, surprised—and delighted.

“You saw that?”

Chang nodded. “You captured the sky so beautifully. I want to learn. If... if it’s okay.”

David felt a warmth bloom beneath his ribs.
“Chang, it’s more than okay. How about tonight?”
Chang’s eyes widened. “Tonight?”

“There’s a good sunset forecast,” David said, half teasing. “And I’ll bring my spare camera.”

For a moment, Chang looked overwhelmed, as if unsure he deserved such kindness.
But then he nodded, the faintest spark lighting his expression.
“Yes. I’d like that.”



They met just before sunset at the hill overlooking campus—the one spot where the bay, the Golden Gate Bridge, and the city skyline aligned in a perfect sweep of color.

David was already waiting with two cameras slung over his shoulders.
Chang arrived wearing a soft gray sweater, hair slightly tousled from the wind, looking hesitant but hopeful.
“This is where you take pictures?” Chang asked.

“Yup.” David pointed toward the shimmering water. “The sky puts on a show here.”

As they reached the top of the hill, the wind lifted Chang’s hair, revealing the delicate line of his jaw. David looked away quickly, pretending to adjust the camera settings.

“Here,” he said gently, handing over the lighter camera. “I’ll show you the basics.”

Chang’s fingers brushed David’s as he accepted it—soft, hesitant, lingering just a second longer than necessary.
The touch sent a shiver through David, quiet and unexpected.
They stood close, shoulder to shoulder, as David guided him through aperture, shutter speed, composition. Chang listened intently
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