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            "Eyes reveal the unsaid things. The innocence, the flirtations, and the naughtiness all emanate from the eyes."
 ― Avijeet Das
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Chapter 1
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The market opened at nine-thirty and I was at my desk by seven. That was how it worked. Crestview gave me four remote days a week and I took that seriously. Jen left the apartment by seven-twenty every morning, and from then until she came back after eight at night, the place was mine. Quiet. Controlled. I did my best work in that window and I knew it.

The desk sat in the second bedroom. One monitor, Bloomberg on the left, my own model open on the right. A mug of coffee I'd stopped drinking an hour ago. White light coming in flat off the buildings across the street. I liked the apartment better this way, empty, the kind of focused stillness that didn't need effort to maintain.

Jen had been gone since seven-twenty. I heard her keys hit the bowl, heard the door pull shut, and the apartment settled.

My phone lit up at ten forty-three.

"She's on her way. Should be there around noon. Just be normal, she's nervous around you."

I read it twice. Nervous around me specifically, or just nervous in general. I didn't ask. I typed back "okay" and put the phone face-down on the desk.

Mei was eighteen and done with her first semester, somewhere between living situations and whatever came next. A few weeks, Jen had said. Maybe a month. The guest room at the end of the hall was already made up, clean towels folded on the bed. Jen had handled all of it the night before with the focused energy she brought to anything she decided mattered.

I didn't have a problem with it. I'd met Mei four, maybe five times at family dinners. She was quiet, sat close to her mother, answered questions in full sentences, looked at her plate. She seemed like a kid to me. I hadn't thought about her past the moment she left the room.

I pulled the model back up. I had a position building in a mid-cap consumer name that needed another pass before I pitched it Thursday. Ninety minutes if I pushed.

The doorbell rang at eleven fifty-eight.

She was standing in the hallway with two bags at her feet and her hands in the front pocket of her hoodie.

Long straight black hair down past her shoulders, pulled to one side. Big dark eyes that went to my face and then dropped to somewhere around my chest. Small nose, full lips pressed together in a tight, polite smile. The hoodie was oversized, swallowed her. Under it she had on a skirt that ended mid-thigh and bare legs the rest of the way down, feet in white sneakers, and the legs were long. Longer than I'd registered at any of those family dinners.

"Hi," she said. At the floor.

"Hey. Come in."

She picked up both bags herself before I could, stepped past me into the entry. She smelled like something light. Shampoo, maybe. She stood in the middle of the living room and looked around at it, and I noticed how little of the space she occupied. Jen filled a room when she walked into it. Mei just stood there, slim and straight, taking it in without touching anything.

"Your room's down here."

She followed me down the hall. I put her bigger bag inside the door and she came in after me, set the other one on the bed, looked at the window, looked at the folded towels. Her hair fell forward when she looked down and she pushed it back with one finger.

"It's nice," she said.

"Jen set it up."

"I know." A small smile. "She texted me a photo of the towels."

That was the most she'd said in one go. I swallowed a laugh.

We walked back to the living room and sat down, her on the couch, me in the chair by the desk, and the apartment did what it does without Jen in it. It went quiet. Mei had her hands in her lap. I asked if she wanted water, she said yes, I got her a glass and she held it with both hands and looked at the coffee table.

She was prettier than I remembered. I registered it the way you register anything that lands in front of you before you've decided to pay attention. A good face, dark eyes under straight brows, a mouth that looked like it smiled more than it was smiling right now. At those dinners she'd seemed like a kid sitting at the end of the table. Here she looked different without her mother next to her, more present somehow, though she'd said almost nothing.

I was trying to think of something neutral to ask her about when the door swung open.

Jen came in with her work bag still on her shoulder and her coat half off, and the apartment changed instantly, the way it always did. She made a sound when she saw Mei, something between a word and a noise, dropped the bag on the floor, and closed the distance between them in about three steps.

I stood up and took a step back.
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Jen made pasta. She cooked the way she did everything else, efficiently and with commentary, narrating what she was doing from the kitchen while Mei sat at the island and I opened a bottle of wine.

Jen talked about the firm, about a closing she'd pushed through that week, about how her partner had been impossible. Mei listened with her chin resting on one hand, nodding. I poured three glasses and sat down across from Mei and watched Jen move around the kitchen.

Dinner was the three of us at the small table by the window. Jen sat at the head of it the way she always did, the natural center of any room she was in.

"So what's the actual plan?" Jen asked. She was looking at Mei. "Like, what does the next six months look like?"

"I don't know yet."

"You must have some idea."

"I'm thinking about it." Mei turned her wine glass by the stem, a small rotation, then back. "Maybe a course. Or work for a bit first."

"Work where?"

"I don't know, Jen."

Jen gave her a look of pure older-sister precision, and Mei smiled at her plate.

That was how they were together. Jen pushed, Mei deflected, neither of them bothered by it. They'd been doing this their whole lives and the rhythm was worn smooth.

I ate and didn't say much. I watched Mei more than I intended to. Her hair was down, falling straight and black to the middle of her back. The warm light over the table caught the golden skin of her forearms, her bare shoulders where the loose top had slipped. She had a way of folding inward when she wasn't sure of herself, shoulders drawing in, chin dropping, and then she'd laugh at something Jen said and open back up, and for a second her face did something different.

She had a good laugh, low and unforced.

Jen asked her about their mother, about their cousin's engagement, about whether she'd seen anyone lately. That last question made Mei's eyes cut sideways in a way that meant she had and wasn't saying so.

"Don't look at Marcus," Jen said, laughing. "He's not going to help you."

Mei looked at me anyway. A quick glance, a reflex she didn't catch in time, and I got the full effect of those dark eyes for about a second before she looked back at her wine.

I noticed the line of her neck. The way her collarbones sat flat and prominent under the thin fabric of her top. She wasn't Jen. The contrast was right there at the same table, impossible to miss. Jen with her fuller figure, her professional posture, her C-cups in a structured bra. Mei was all angles, slim-shouldered, narrow through the waist, and she held herself like she was still deciding how much space she was allowed to take up.

I wasn't thinking about her that way. I want to be clear about that. I was just noticing. It was the kind of noticing you do when something is in front of you and your brain catalogs it before you've made a decision to look.

Jen's phone lit up on the table.

She glanced at it and her expression shifted, a flat professionalism dropping over her face like a shutter.

"I have to take this." She was already pushing back her chair. "Five minutes. I'm sorry, baby."

She pressed her hand to Mei's shoulder as she passed, phone already at her ear, and her voice went crisp and precise as she disappeared down the hall.

The bedroom door clicked shut.

Mei and I sat there with our wine glasses and the remains of dinner and the apartment going quiet again the same way it had earlier that afternoon.
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Jen left at seven-twenty the next morning. I heard the keys, the door, and then nothing.

I was at my desk by seven-thirty with coffee and Bloomberg and the apartment back the way I liked it. The guest room door was shut. I didn't think about it. I pulled up the model and went back to the consumer name I hadn't finished the day before, and an hour passed the way hours do when the work is going.

At eight fifty-five the door opened.

She came down the hall in an oversized t-shirt that hit her at the top of the thigh and cotton shorts underneath, the shorts tucked under the hem. Bare feet on the hardwood. Her black hair hung loose, tangled from sleep, and she had a crease from the pillow along her left cheek. She was squinting in the light from the windows.

She stopped when she saw me at the desk.

"I didn't know you were up," she said.

"I'm always up."

She nodded and moved past me into the kitchen. I heard the cabinet open, heard her pause, heard it open again.

"Where are the mugs?"

"Top left. High shelf."

A beat of silence.

I turned back to my screen.

She reached up for the shelf. The t-shirt went with her arm, lifting clear of the waistband of her shorts, and I wasn't looking at her but I was, the way your peripheral vision catches something before you've decided to turn. The hem rode up and there was a long stretch of golden stomach, flat and smooth, the navel, the sharp forward jut of her hip bone where the shorts sat low. Her legs went down from there, long and bare all the way to the floor, and the cotton of the shorts pulled tight across the back of her thighs when she stretched.

She got the mug down and the shirt dropped.

I looked at my monitor.

My brain had already filed it. That was the thing. It happened in under two seconds and there was nothing there, no decision, no intention, just the image sitting in my head with nowhere to go.

She found the coffee, figured out the machine, and leaned against the counter while it ran. The morning light came in through the kitchen window and landed on her arms, her collarbones, the side of her face. She had good bones. High cheekbones, a clean jaw, those full lips parted.

"Is it always this quiet?" she asked.

"Pretty much. Jen's out by seven-twenty most days."

"God." She looked into her mug. "I forgot she did that."

"You get used to it."

She smiled at that. A different smile from dinner, smaller, aimed at no one.

She was different from the day before. Yesterday she'd kept her eyes down, answered in short sentences, held her glass with both hands. This morning she leaned against the counter with one knee bent and her weight on one foot, and she wasn't performing anything.

"Jen said you were in econ," I said.

"First semester. I liked it."

"She didn't mention that."

Mei shrugged one shoulder. "She doesn't really ask."

There was nothing pointed in it. She said it flat, factual, and took a sip of her coffee.

We talked for a few more minutes. She was dry, a little wry, and when she made a quiet joke about her mother's reaction to the gap year she let it land without explaining it. I laughed and she looked pleased with herself in a way she didn't bother hiding.

Then she pushed off the counter and picked up her mug.

"I'll let you work," she said.

"You're fine."

"No, I have stuff to do." She was already moving back down the hall. At the edge of the kitchen she glanced back over her shoulder and gave me a small nod, like we'd concluded something. Her hair swung forward with the turn.

The guest room door closed behind her.

I sat back down at the desk. Pulled up the model. Put my hands on the keyboard.

The shape of her hip bone where the shorts sat low on that golden skin was still sitting right behind my eyes.

I opened the model and stared at it.
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Chapter 2

[image: ]


Jen lifted her keys from the bowl and the door pulled shut behind her.

I was at the desk by seven-thirty. Bloomberg, the model, the mug of coffee going cold on my right. The office door was open the way it always was when the apartment was empty. Guest room at the end of the hall, door shut, same as it had been since I got up. At some point Mei had gone out. I hadn't heard her leave but I'd had the headphones on earlier and I didn't think about it.

I worked for an hour. The consumer name was close. One more pass on the margin assumptions and I'd have what I needed for Thursday. I got through the revenue build and halfway into costs.

Then I stopped.

The hip bone. The way her shorts had sat low when she reached for the mug, the t-shirt hem lifting clear of her waist, that long flat stretch of golden skin. Her dark eyes behind the black hair that had fallen forward. The full lips. The long bare legs running all the way to the floor.

I'd looked at my screen yesterday morning and it hadn't gone anywhere. It still hadn't.

I put the headphones on and opened a browser tab.

It didn't take long to find what I was looking for. A girl, slim, long dark hair, that same smooth golden skin. I got my cock out and leaned back in the chair and pulled the headphones tight and stopped thinking about the margin assumptions.

The office door was open behind me.

I wasn't thinking about that either.

The video was eleven minutes long and I was four minutes in.

The girl on screen was on her back with her black hair spread behind her and her slim arms above her head. Young. Maybe nineteen. Vietnamese or Korean, I wasn't sure it mattered. She had smooth golden skin, high cheekbones, a small nose and full lips and dark eyes that kept going to the camera. Slim through the waist. Long bare legs. Small breasts with dark nipples that were hard, and the guy on screen had his mouth on one of them and she arched up off the bed with a sound that came through the headphones clean and high.

I had the volume up.

My cock was fully hard in my hand and I had my eyes half-open, working it slow, the way you do when you're not rushing it. The office chair was pushed back from the desk. My feet were flat on the floor and my knees were apart and the monitor light was the only light in the room.

The guy's hand moved flat across her stomach, pressing down toward her hip, and the girl's breath snagged on a sound I felt in my chest. Her dark hair fanned out across the pillow. Her legs were long and bare and she had them bent at the knee and her hips were rolling up and the dark-nippled small breasts moved with her and she was making a continuous low sound that kept breaking into something higher every time his hand moved.

I watched him take her hip in his grip, fingers pressing into that smooth golden skin, and my hand tightened.

Then my head went somewhere else.

The morning before. The kitchen. Mei reaching up for the high shelf with both arms and the t-shirt going with her, the hem lifting clear of her waistband. That long flat stretch of golden stomach. The sharp forward jut of her hip bone where the cotton shorts sat low, the small hollow above it, the faint line of her oblique running down into the waistband. Her navel. The long bare legs running from the hem of those shorts all the way to the floor.

My hand moved.

I let myself stay there. The full image of her. The straight black hair falling forward when she looked down, the way she'd pushed it back with one finger. Those long slim legs. The way she'd leaned against the counter with one knee bent and her weight on one foot and her coffee held in both hands, not performing anything, just existing in the space with her golden arms bare in the morning light and her collarbones flat and prominent under the loose neck of the t-shirt.

The girl on screen was louder now. The guy had moved between her legs and she had her long dark legs hooked over his and
















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
HER SISTER

LEFT THE DOOR OPEN

ELYSE MCCORMICK





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





