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She was the kind of girl you forget until you can’t stop seeing her. Quiet. Always in oversized sweaters and jeans tight enough to look uncomfortable. Glasses sliding down her nose. Head down. Never speaking unless spoken to.

I’d passed her a hundred times on the sidewalk. Thought she was just shy. Maybe one of those girls who’d disappear for college and come back five years later a stranger.

But then I saw her in her window.

Every night, light on, book open, body curled into the same corner of the armchair. Her eyes drifted from the page too often to be reading. They settled on me when I sat on the porch. They lingered.

She thought I didn’t notice.

Until the afternoon she stepped into my driveway.

It was late. The sun was angled low, casting everything gold. She wore the same hoodie that hung to mid-thigh, sleeves swallowing her hands. Her arms were full of books. Her jeans gripped her hips so tight I saw the tug of fabric between her thighs when she moved.

She didn’t see me at first. I was leaning on the porch rail, mug in hand.

“You always hide behind that hoodie,” I said.

She jumped, clutching the books tighter. One slipped free and hit the gravel.

Her glasses slid down her nose. She pushed them up fast, flustered.

“It’s comfortable,” she said quickly, not looking up.

I took a sip of coffee. “It’s doing a bad job.”

She blinked. “What?”

“Hiding you.”

She stared at me, frozen. Her lips parted like she was about to argue, then closed again. Color crept up her neck.

“You blush every time I look at you,” I said.

“I didn’t think you noticed,” she murmured.

“I notice everything.”

That made her breath catch. She fidgeted with the sleeve of her hoodie, eyes darting to the ground, then to me, then away again.

“You’re... intimidating,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “I’m standing on my porch.”

She shifted her weight. The movement pulled her jeans tighter across her ass.

“You look at me like you see something,” she said.

“I do.”

She glanced down again. One hand squeezed the books to her chest. Her breathing had changed—slightly faster now.

“I don’t know what to do when you do that.”

“You don’t have to do anything,” I said, watching her chest rise and fall beneath the fabric. “Yet.”

She bit her bottom lip.

“I just wanted to say hi.”

I set my mug down slowly, eyes still on her. “That’s not all you want.”

Her lips parted again, but this time she didn’t try to speak. Her thighs shifted, knees pressing slightly together. A tell.

I stepped off the porch. She watched me come closer, but didn’t move.

Up close, I could see the way her sweater clung at the waist and billowed around her chest. How the neckline gaped slightly, just enough to show the barest hint of the soft, pale skin above her bra. She didn’t notice. Or maybe she did.

I tilted my head. “How long have you been watching me from that window?”

She swallowed. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

She looked away.

“Three weeks?” I guessed.

She didn’t answer.

“A month?”

Her silence was answer enough.

I let the moment stretch.

Then I said, quieter, “You think I didn’t see you, sweetheart. But I did.”

Her eyes flicked back to mine.

“I saw the way your eyes lingered. The way your hand slipped between your legs when you thought no one could tell.”

Her breath caught so hard she almost choked on it. One book slipped from her arms again. She didn’t bend to pick it up.

“I wasn’t— I didn’t—”

“You don’t have to explain,” I said.

She looked at me like I’d cracked her open. Like the words had pulled something to the surface she’d spent years hiding.

“I didn’t know anyone would want to look at me like that.”

“They should have,” I said.

She stepped back, heart pounding so loud I could feel it through the air.

“I have to go,” she said.

I didn’t stop her.

I just watched her hips sway as she walked—still tight in those jeans, still trying not to be seen—and smiled to myself when she glanced back one more time.
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I heard the creak before I saw her.

The garage door wasn’t fully shut. I’d left it cracked for airflow while I worked on the bike. It was late—past eleven. Music low, tools spread on the bench, rag slung over my shoulder. The kind of quiet that hummed in your bones.

Then the faintest shift. Wood against wood. Fabric brushing concrete.

I stepped back from the engine and tilted my head, listening. Nothing. Then again, movement. Deliberate. Small.

I walked to the edge of the garage, fingers brushing the door. Pushed it open just a few inches.

She was crouched near the side wall, half-hidden behind a trash bin, knees tucked, arms wrapped around them. Her eyes were wide. Caught.

“Marissa,” I said.

She flinched hard, scrambling to her feet.

“I’m sorry,” she said fast. “I didn’t mean to— I was just walking and I—”

“You were watching,” I said, stepping out far enough to block her retreat. “Again.”

She froze. Like prey.

“I’m sorry,” she repeated. “I just— I didn’t mean anything by it. I wasn’t being creepy.”

“Didn’t say you were.”

She blinked at that. Still breathing fast.

I stepped closer. She backed up until her shoulder hit the siding of the house. She kept her eyes on me the whole time.

“You’ve been watching me for a while,” I said.

Her lips parted. No sound.

“Marissa.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “A while.”

I let that sit between us. Her chest was rising and falling fast. Her hoodie was the same as before—oversized, sleeves too long. Her hair was a little messy, like she’d run her hands through it a dozen times before coming out.

“I just like how you look when you’re not being watched,” she said.

That stopped me.

“You mean when I’m not pretending,” I said.

She nodded, barely.

I looked at her for a long second. Her legs were pressed tight together, feet pigeon-toed, arms curled close. But her mouth was soft. Wet. Waiting.

“You came out here to see me,” I said.

Her breath caught. “I... yes.”

“Why not knock?”

“Because I didn’t think I could handle it,” she said. “Being that close.”

“You’re already here.”

She hesitated. “I didn’t think you’d want me here.”

I stepped in closer. She didn’t move this time.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked.

She looked down. “Because I’m not like the other girls.”

“You’re not.”

Her throat worked on a swallow.

“That’s why I want you here.”

She looked up at that. Glasses slipping again. She didn’t fix them.

“You want me to look at you like I did on the porch?” I asked.

She nodded slowly.

“You don’t want to hide anymore.”

“No,” she said. “I don’t.”

I reached behind me and pulled the garage door open wide.

“Then come in.”
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She stepped inside like it was sacred ground.

The light in the
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