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I had the volume low on the TV, the game more background noise than anything else, when the knock came. It was a light knock, hesitant, like whoever it was wasn’t sure they should be there. I paused the screen and set my beer on the coffee table, already guessing who it would be before I reached the door.

When I opened it, Becca stood there barefoot on the porch, the pink hoodie zipped halfway over something thin and clingy that did nothing to hide her shape. The fabric hugged her chest just enough to make it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, the soft weight of her breasts pulling the material taut. 

Her legs were bare, long and smooth, thighs touching just slightly as she shifted her weight, toes curling against the wood like she was aware of how exposed she was.

Her hair was loose around her shoulders, blonde and glossy in the porch light, framing her face in a way that made her look innocent and dangerous at the same time. The light caught the pale skin of her legs, the gentle curve of her hips beneath the hoodie, the faint shine of lip gloss on her mouth. Her lips were full, parted just a little, like she’d practiced that look without meaning to.

She held up an empty carton of eggs with both hands, pressing it unconsciously against her chest so it emphasized the swell beneath the hoodie, like she was offering herself as much as the excuse she’d come with.

“Hi, Mr. Taylor,” she said, voice quiet but steady.

I sighed, even as my mouth curved despite myself. “Call me Sean.”

She smiled at that, a slow little smile that made her eyes brighten. “You always say that.”

“And you always ignore me.”

She stepped closer without asking, just enough that I could smell her shampoo. Something sweet. Something young. “My mom’s asleep already,” she said. “I didn’t want to wake her. I’m baking brownies and I realized we’re out of eggs.”

“At this hour?” I asked.

She shrugged, the hoodie pulling tight across her chest when she lifted her shoulders. I noticed the shape of her breasts before I meant to. I noticed everything before I meant to. “I couldn’t sleep,” she said. “And brownies sounded... comforting.”

“You could’ve waited until morning.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “You don’t sleep much either.”

That was true, and the fact that she knew it made my stomach tighten. “That doesn’t mean I answer the door for temptation.”

Her brows lifted. “I’m temptation?”

I exhaled through my nose. “You’re eighteen,” I said, too quickly.

“I know how old I am,” she replied. “I just turned eighteen three months ago. You came to the barbecue, remember?”

I remembered. I remembered her in a sundress, her laugh carrying across the yard, the way I’d had to look away when she bent over to pick up a dropped napkin.

“You don’t look eighteen,” I said before I could stop myself.

Her smile changed. Not gone, just sharper. Curious. “Is that a compliment?”

“Just an observation,” I said.

She held my gaze for a beat, then looked past me into the house. “You watching the game?”

“I was.”

“You paused it for me,” she said. “That’s nice.”

I stepped aside before I thought better of it. “Come in for a second. I’ll grab the eggs.”

She slipped past me, brushing my arm as she did. It wasn’t an accident. Her hoodie rode up when she reached for the counter, exposing a strip of smooth skin at her waist. My eyes followed it without permission.

She turned, caught me looking, and didn’t pull the hoodie down.

“You always keep your place so clean,” she said. “It smells good in here.”

“It’s soap,” I said. “And coffee.”

“And something manly,” she added softly.

“Becca.”

She bit her lower lip, like she was holding back a laugh. “I didn’t say anything bad.”

I opened the fridge, grateful for the excuse to turn away. My hand shook slightly as I grabbed the carton. I felt her behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body at my back.

“You live alone,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Does it get lonely?”

I shut the fridge and turned. She was closer than I’d realized, her chin tipped up, eyes wide and open in that way that always made her look innocent even when her questions weren’t.

“Sometimes,” I said.

She nodded like that mattered. “I like that you’re always here,” she said. “It makes the neighborhood feel safe.”

“Becca, you should go,” I said, handing her the eggs.

She took them, but didn’t move. Her fingers brushed mine, lingered. Her skin was warm. “You’re not scared of me,” she said.

I swallowed. “I should be.”

That got a soft laugh out of her. “You’re funny,” she said. “My friends think you’re intimidating.”

“Your friends shouldn’t think about me at all.”

She stepped back finally, but only a little. “I think about you,” she said.

“That’s not appropriate.”

She shrugged again, easy, unbothered. “I think about a lot of things.”

I walked her to the door, my hand hovering at her back without touching. When I opened it, the night air rushed in, cool and sharp. She stepped onto the porch, then turned, holding the eggs against her chest.

“Thanks, Sean,” she said, emphasizing my name this time.

“You’re welcome.”

She hesitated, then leaned in and kissed my cheek. Quick. Light. Her lips were soft, warm, gone too fast. My heart slammed against my ribs.

“You always smell good,” she said again, quieter now. “Like someone who takes care of himself.”

“Goodnight, Becca.”

She smiled, slow and pleased, and walked back toward her house, hips swaying under the hoodie in a way that felt intentional. I watched her until she went inside, until the light in her kitchen clicked on.

When I shut my door, my beer was still waiting on the table. I took a long drink and didn’t taste it at all.

—-
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The next morning was hot early. Sun beating down before eight, the air already thick and sticky. I was outside dragging the hose toward the flower beds when I saw her.

Becca.

She was lying belly-down on a beach towel in her backyard, which bordered mine. Just a strip of grass and a low fence between us. She had her hair tied up in a messy little bun, and her skin already glistened with a thin sheen of sweat. The bikini she wore—if you could call it that—was peach-colored and minimal. The ties at her hips were loose enough that one tug would’ve undone the whole bottom.

I stood there for a second too long, hose in hand, watching the curve of her lower back, the soft rise of her ass, the way her legs shifted slightly like she was adjusting her hips.

She must’ve heard me step on a twig because she turned her head and smiled.

“You’re out early,” she called.

I grunted. “You’re one to talk.”

She rolled to her side, propped on an elbow. The bikini top barely held her breasts in place. She didn’t reach for a towel. Didn’t cover up. Just grinned.

“You’re always out here early,” she said. “I like that.”

I moved to the garden bed and started spraying the soil, trying not to look but failing.

“That bikini’s small,” I said.

“You think it’s too much?”

I glanced at her. She was now lying flat on her back, arms above her head, chest thrust upward like she knew exactly what I’d be seeing.

“Too little,” I muttered.

She giggled. “You sound like my mom.”

“I doubt your mom would let you sunbathe like that.”

“She’s not home.” Her voice was soft and lazy. “Neither is anyone else.”

“That doesn’t mean you should flaunt yourself.”

“I’m not flaunting,” she said. “I’m relaxing. You just happen to have a great view.”

I tried to ignore that. Focused on the hose, the plants, the dirt.

“You’ve got a nice chest,” she added casually.

“Jesus, Becca.”

“What? I can’t say that?”

“You can. You just shouldn’t.”

She sat up now, cross-legged, arms loose at her sides. The position pulled the top even tighter, pushing her cleavage together. I saw a little sweat between her breasts.

“I don’t think you mind,” she said. “I think you pretend to.”

“I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you since you were—”

“Younger,” she interrupted. “But I’m not a kid anymore.”

I shut off the hose. My pulse was thudding in my ears. “You don’t get to decide when you’re grown.”

“Then who does? You?”

She stood, slowly, stretching her arms up over her head. The bikini bottom dipped lower than it had any right to. Her stomach was flat, soft with youth, her thighs smooth and golden in the sun.

“You keep staring,” she said.

I looked away. “Go put some clothes on.”

“Why? You don’t like how I look?”

“I didn’t say that.”

She stepped toward the fence, barefoot on the grass, hips swaying. She stopped just short of it and leaned forward a little, elbows on the top rail. “I think you do like how I look.”

“You’re playing with fire.”

“Then burn me.”

I stared at her. At her mouth. Her flushed cheeks. The way she stood there like she was offering herself. And maybe she was.

“Becca,” I said, low. “This is dangerous.”

“Only if you say yes.”

I walked inside without another word. But I felt her eyes on me the whole way. And when I got to the kitchen, I had to adjust myself before I sat down.

—-
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The sky went dark in the middle of the afternoon, the kind of sudden summer storm that felt more like night falling than weather rolling in. Thunder cracked overhead while I stood at the sink rinsing a coffee mug, the windows rattling with the first heavy drops of rain.

I told myself not to look outside.

I looked anyway.

The backyard was already blurred with rain, the grass flattening under the downpour. The fence line shimmered. Her towel was gone. Her chair was tipped on its side.

Then there was a knock at my door.

Not light this time. Urgent. Sharp.

I set the mug down and crossed the living room, my chest tight before I even reached the handle. When I opened it, Becca stood there soaked head to toe, her hair plastered to her cheeks and neck, her shirt completely transparent.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

The thin white cotton clung to her breasts, darkened by the rain, the pink of her nipples clearly visible beneath. Water ran down her collarbones, along the gentle slope of her chest, dripping from the hem of her shirt onto the porch.

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “The power went out and I didn’t want to be alone.”

“Jesus, Becca,” I said, my voice rough. “You’re soaked.”

“I know.” She laughed softly, breathless. “I didn’t mean to get caught in it. It just started pouring.”

She shivered, and the movement made her nipples tighten visibly under the fabric. My eyes dropped before I could stop them.

I stepped back immediately. “Come in. You’ll catch a cold.”

She hurried inside, leaving a trail of water on the floor. The door shut behind her with a dull thud of thunder overhead.

“You should go home,” I said. “Get dry.”

She hugged her arms around herself, shoulders rising. “My mom’s not back yet. And the power’s out.”

“You can still change there.”

She
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