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When I opened the door, the first thing I noticed was how carefully put together she was. Blonde hair parted neatly and tucked behind her ears, smoothed so flat it caught the porch light. Pink cardigan, buttoned up to the neck but pulling slightly across a soft, full chest. The kind of snug that wasn’t an accident. Beneath that, a short pleated skirt that clung to a narrow waist and flared just enough over a round, toned ass. Not the accidental kind of body. Not athletic. Deliberate. Maintained.

She stood straight. Shoulders square. Chin up like she practiced posture in front of a mirror. She held a plastic container of cookies with both hands like it meant something.

“Hi,” she said brightly, then paused and swallowed. “I hope this isn’t a bad time.”

Her voice was soft. Crisp, but careful. She didn’t look more than twenty-one.

I didn’t answer right away. Just looked her over, slow and steady, from her polished little flats to the way her pink lipstick matched the sweater exactly. She shifted, almost imperceptibly, knees brushing together under the hem of her skirt.

“My mom said we should introduce ourselves,” she went on. “And I bake when I’m nervous, so I thought—cookies felt appropriate.”

“You always try this hard?” I asked.

She blinked. Her cheeks flushed instantly.

“I like to do things properly.”

I reached out and took the container from her. Our fingers brushed, and I felt it. She did too. Her breath caught—an inhale sharp enough I saw her chest rise and her mouth part like she’d felt it all the way through her.

“I’m Elle,” she said. “I live next door.”

“I know,” I said.

Her eyes flickered. Blue. Wide.

“You do?”

“You stand very straight when you think someone’s watching.”

That shut her up. Just for a beat. Long enough for the silence to settle between us.

Then, softly, “I didn’t think it was that obvious.”

“It was.”

She looked down, mouth tight like she was trying not to smile, trying harder not to look guilty. But she wasn’t a liar. Not even a good one. She stood there with her skirt brushing mid-thigh, hands folded now in front of her, a little too perfectly still.

“You live alone?” she asked, voice tentative.

“I do.”

She nodded, like that explained something. Maybe it did.

“Sorry if I was... intrusive,” she said. “I just—I bake when I’m anxious. It helps.”

“You said that already.”

She flushed deeper. “Right. Sorry.”

I took another long look. That cardigan looked soft, the kind that clung to everything and stretched where it shouldn’t. Her tits shifted subtly with every breath. Her hands tightened in front of her like she was trying not to fidget.

“You always knock on strangers’ doors when you’re nervous?” I asked.

“No,” she said quickly. “Only yours.”

That hung in the air.

She looked like she wanted to reach for the words and pull them back.

I stepped forward just a little, not touching her. She didn’t back up. Her chin tilted up more, and her breath got uneven again.

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” she added.

“I didn’t say you did.”

She nodded, straightening again. I could practically see her muscles pulling tight, fighting to hold the posture. Trying to keep it proper.

“I just... I like it when people think well of me.”

“You always worry about that?”

“Yes.” Her voice was quick, almost automatic. “I like things to be correct.”

“And when they’re not?”

Her eyes lifted to mine. A flicker of something nervous behind them.

“I fix it.”

She was trembling, just faintly, and I could feel her wanting to fill the silence again. Wanting structure. Permission. Rules.

But I didn’t say anything.

She shifted again, smoothing her skirt down her thighs. “Well,” she said, voice bright again, too bright, “I should probably let you get back to your evening. I just wanted to—”

“You’re not done,” I said.

She froze.

“Not yet,” I added.

She stood very still.

“Yes, sir.” Quiet. Automatic. But it hit exactly where it should.

She hadn’t meant to say it.

I smiled.

Then stepped aside and let the screen door drift shut in front of her.

She didn’t move. Didn’t turn. Just stood there on the porch, breathing tight, hands still clutched in front of her.

Watching me through the mesh.

I didn’t say anything else. Not yet.

She’d already given me everything I needed.
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I didn’t invite her in right away.

I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, and watched her try not to squirm. She stood exactly where I’d left her, back straight, hands locked tight in front of her, eyes fixed somewhere around my collarbone. Not meeting mine. Not daring.

“You’ve been looking over here,” I said.

Her lips parted. That little gasp of surprise like I’d read a private thought. Then she blinked quickly and looked down.

“I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“I didn’t say you did.”

She nodded too fast. “I know it’s not polite. I should’ve minded my own business.”

“But you didn’t.”

Her voice dropped, almost a whisper. “No. I didn’t.”

I watched her breathe. It had changed since yesterday. Faster now. Shallow. Her chest rising and falling too quickly under that same cardigan, buttoned all the way up like it made her safe. It didn’t.

“I don’t like doing things wrong,” she said. Her fingers twisted in the hem of her sleeve, tugging, then smoothing. “It makes me anxious.”

I let the silence stretch just long enough.

“And what do you do when you think you’ve done something wrong?” I asked.

She hesitated. Then, “I usually wait to be corrected.”

I stepped back from the door and opened it wider.

“Come in,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

No hesitation. No second look. She stepped across the threshold like she’d practiced the moment in her head a dozen times. I closed the door behind her.

She stood in the middle of the front hall, turning to face me with her hands still folded. The same skirt, the same soft little flats. Every inch of her screaming tidy and polite.

“You nervous again?” I asked.

She nodded.

“You brought cookies the first time. What are you going to do this time?”

“I don’t know,” she said. Her voice trembled slightly. “I wasn’t expecting you to let me in.”

“But you came anyway.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

She paused. Then her lips parted again, breath catching.

“Because you saw me.”

I stepped closer. Close enough to feel the warmth coming off her skin. Her cheeks were pink. Not just flushed. Charged.

“I see everything, Elle.”

She shivered.

“I don’t want to do anything wrong,” she said again, softer now. Almost pleading.

“You already did.”

She swallowed. “I know.”

“And you’re here so I can fix it?”

She nodded. Her voice was paper thin. “Yes.”

I circled around her slowly, and she didn’t turn to follow. Her back straightened more, if that was even possible. I could see her trying to be still. Her breath pulling tighter with each step I took behind her.

“Your skirt’s short,” I said.

She flinched.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Her voice shook. “Because I thought you might notice.”

I
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