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I heard the knock just as I set down my coffee. Soft. Polite. The kind of knock that didn’t belong to someone selling anything or asking for favors.

When I opened the door, Lily Harper stood on my porch with a foil-covered plate in both hands, smiling like she wasn’t sure if she should be there.

She wore fitted jeans that hugged her thighs and a pale pink t-shirt that pulled slightly at the chest. The shirt wasn’t tight on purpose, but the fabric was soft and clung just enough to show the subtle bounce of her breasts when she shifted. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail that had already started to slip, strands framing her face. She looked flushed, like she’d walked over too fast, but didn’t want to admit it.

“Hi,” she said quickly, lifting the plate toward me. “I hope this isn’t weird. I, um... I brought cookies.”

Her voice had that breathy lilt I’d started to associate with her—always polite, always uncertain, like every sentence needed approval before it could land.

“What’s the occasion?” I asked, leaning a shoulder against the doorframe.

She bit her lip and glanced down at the plate. “I made too many. And you’re always out here working, so I figured maybe you don’t have time to bake for yourself.”

I reached for the plate. The foil was still warm.

“You didn’t have to,” I said.

“I know. But I wanted to.”

She was watching my face now, searching for something. Her posture was tight in that self-contained way girls get when they’re used to overthinking everything. Her arms pressed the plate into her chest, unintentionally pushing her breasts up beneath the fabric. She didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe she did.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt anything,” she added. “If you’re busy, I can come back later.”

“I’m not busy.”

That earned me a softer smile, a little more relaxed at the edges. She looked relieved, like she’d been holding her breath the whole walk over.

“I like doing things for people,” she said. “It makes me feel... I don’t know. Like I belong.”

She glanced away right after she said it, and I saw the blush creep into her cheeks.

“Sorry. That probably sounds dumb.”

“It doesn’t.”

Her eyes flicked back to mine. Brown, wide, honest. She wasn’t trying to flirt. She was trying to be helpful. Trying to be liked.

“You always seem like you’ve got a lot going on,” she said. “The house, the garage, the porch—something’s always getting fixed.”

“I like things that stay where I put them.”

“That’s kind of nice.”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and shifted her weight. Her jeans pulled tighter at the hips when she moved. She had the kind of body that didn’t need to be posed. Soft, curvy, unintentionally tempting.

“You don’t have to thank me for the cookies,” she said, a little quickly. “You don’t even have to eat them. Just—take them, maybe.”

“I’ll eat them.”

Her face lit up. It wasn’t coy. It wasn’t calculated. She looked genuinely pleased.

“I can grab the plate later. Or not. Whatever’s easier.”

“You planning on bringing more?”

Her smile turned a little shy. “Only if you want me to.”

I watched her for a second. The nervous energy. The too-eager smile. The way her hands fidgeted against the edge of the plate like she needed something to do with them.

“You don’t have to bring me things, Lily.”

“I know.”

“But you want to.”

“I like knowing I did something right.”

The words came out soft, almost like she didn’t mean to say them aloud. I didn’t answer right away. She looked at the ground, then back up at me, biting her lip again.

“You smiled earlier,” she said. “That was nice.”

“You make a habit of tracking my expressions?”

“Only yours.”

That hung there for a moment longer than it should have. I felt it settle somewhere deeper than it should have, too.

She took a half step back, like she’d just realized how close she was standing.

“Okay. Well. I’ll let you get back to your afternoon.”

“Lily.”

She paused at the top step. Looked back.

“They smell good.”

She smiled again, brighter this time. “Thanks.”

She walked back across the lawn, hips swaying lightly in those jeans, ponytail bouncing against her back. I watched her the whole way. Not because I meant to. Because I couldn’t help it.

The foil was still warm in my hands. I didn’t open it.

Not yet.

—-
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It started happening every few days.

Then every day.

Little things. First it was a screwdriver I hadn’t realized I left out on the porch, now sitting neatly on the garage workbench. Then a broom leaned against the doorframe, bristles still dusty. One morning I stepped out to find my coffee mug already filled, still steaming. I hadn’t heard her come or go.

Then one afternoon, she was just there.

I was elbow-deep under the hood of the truck when I heard the soft shuffle of her sneakers on the driveway gravel. I didn’t look up at first. She didn’t speak right away. Just hovered near the open garage door, hands clasped behind her back like a kid waiting to be called on.

“You’re almost out of those little screws,” she said finally. “For the clamps? The half-inch ones. I noticed last time.”

I turned to find her standing in a pale green tank top and faded jeans with a tear along the upper thigh. She’d pulled her hair into a loose braid, but shorter pieces had fallen out and curled along her jaw.

“I picked up a box for you. Hope that’s okay.”

She held it out with both hands, already half-flinching like she thought I might refuse.

“You just happened to be in a hardware store?”

“I went to one,” she said, cheeks pink. “On purpose.”

I took the box. “You didn’t need to do that.”

“I know. But I wanted to.”

She hovered for another second, eyes darting around like she was cataloguing what needed to be cleaned or straightened.

“You’ve got oil all over this,” she said, nodding at the rag slung over a hook. “Wrong hook, too.”

“Didn’t realize you memorized my setup.”

She shrugged. “It was bothering me.”

Before I could say anything else, she stepped in and started tidying. She moved quiet, efficient, like someone who’d cleaned up after others her whole life. Her hips swayed when she bent to pick up a tool, the denim tightening across the soft swell of her ass. The tank top clung to the line of her back, rising when she stretched, flashing a thin stripe of skin just above her jeans.

“You organizing me now?” I asked.

“Only a little,” she said. “You’ve got your drill bits in the wrong drawer.”

I leaned back against the wall, watching her work.

“I can stop if it bothers you.”

“I didn’t say that.”

She glanced over her shoulder, smiled, then kept going. She moved toward the shelves where I kept spare parts, lifting one of the bins.

“Jesus,” she muttered. “How do
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