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Most nights, I stayed in. Curtains drawn, lights low, something open in front of me to justify not leaving. Work, usually. Sometimes a book. Anything that let me exist without being seen for too long.

It wasn’t just about being seen. Not really. It was about being read.

Every time I stepped outside, there was that split second where someone decided what I was to them. Before I spoke. Before I moved. Before I had any say in it at all. Sometimes it was nothing more than a glance held half a second too long. Sometimes it was the quick correction in someone’s face when they thought they’d figured me out and then weren’t sure. Either way, it left me carrying myself like an apology.

Most nights, I didn’t give them the chance.

That was easier. Cleaner. If nobody looked too closely, nobody could get it wrong in a way that I had to stand there and survive.

Tonight, though, staying in felt less like safety and more like surrender. The walls were too close. The room was too quiet. I wanted air, and movement, and maybe the harmless fantasy of being somewhere dim enough that no one would ask me to explain myself.

Maybe that was all I wanted.

Or maybe I wanted someone to look a little deeper and not flinch. Even if nothing happened, at least I could pretend I’d gone looking.

The air was thick when I stepped outside, humid in a way that clung immediately, settling against my skin like it had been waiting for me. It made everything feel slower. Quieter. Like the world had softened just enough that I could move through it without drawing attention.

That was the excuse, anyway.

The beach would be empty. Or close enough.

Safe.

Safe didn’t mean nothing could happen. It meant that if something did, I’d chosen it. That mattered more than I liked to admit.

I stood in front of my mirror longer than I needed to before I left. Not because I didn’t know what to wear, but because I did.

Dark denim shorts, fitted just enough to feel intentional. They sat high on my hips, hugging in a way that made me more aware of how I moved. The crop top came next. Soft, cream-colored, light enough that it barely felt like anything once it was on. It showed just a strip of skin when I shifted, nothing dramatic, nothing that would immediately draw eyes.

If someone saw me, they’d just… see me.

That was the line I told myself.

The truth was underneath.

Black lace. Thin straps pulled high, sitting right at the curve of my hips. The fabric was barely there, more suggestion than coverage, and that was the point. It wasn’t practical. It wasn’t meant to be. Practicality had nothing to do with the way my breath changed when I saw it against my skin.

It was private, but not in the way a secret is private. More like a promise. Something soft and intentional that belonged to the version of me I didn’t always trust the world to handle.

I turned in the mirror and watched how it changed me. Not dramatically. Not enough for anyone else to name at a glance. But I could see it. My shoulders eased back. My hips settled differently. The line of my body stopped feeling like something I had to correct and started feeling like something I could arrange.

That was the dangerous part.

Not the lace itself, but how naturally it made me want to be seen.

I ran my fingers along the waistband, adjusting it even though it was already exactly where I wanted it. A quiet kind of defiance. Something no one else was supposed to know about.

Not unless I let them.

Still, if someone was paying attention…  they wouldn’t just see lace. They’d see what I was trying to say without saying it.

That thought stayed with me longer than it should have.

I turned slightly, watching the way the shorts shifted with the movement, the way the line of the lace threatened to show if I wasn’t careful. Or if I was.

A quiet part of me, one I didn’t usually listen to, wondered what that would feel like. Not being careful. Letting someone notice. Letting someone see it and understand what it meant without me having to say anything at all.

My stomach tightened at the idea. Not fear. Not exactly.

Something sharper. Warmer.

I exhaled slowly and stepped back from the mirror before I could overthink it, grabbing my keys and heading out while that feeling was still there, still close enough to follow.

The walk to the beach was quiet. The kind of quiet where every sound felt louder than it should. The quiet crunch of my footsteps shifting in the sand. The distant crash of waves. Music, faint and uneven, drifting from somewhere ahead.

The Tiki Hut.

It wasn’t supposed to be open this late, but it never really closed either.

By the time I got there, it was exactly what I expected. Half-shut, half-alive. A few people lingered at the edges of the place like they were waiting for the night to decide for them. Someone laughed too loudly near the far end of the bar, and one of the bartenders was pretending to wipe down the same patch of counter while she talked.

The Tiki Hut always felt like that after dark. Not closed. Not open. Suspended.

The lighting helped. A few torches burned low in the sand, and a string of exposed bulbs behind the bar threw everything into a warm, uneven glow. Faces softened in it. Edges blurred. People could look without committing to it, and that should have made me nervous.

Instead, I found myself almost grateful for it.

There was enough light to be noticed.

Not enough to be understood too quickly.

I took a seat at the far end of the bar, choosing a spot that wasn’t hidden, but wasn’t central either. Somewhere I could exist without being pulled into anything. My legs crossed instinctively as I settled onto the stool, the fabric of the shorts riding slightly higher as I shifted.

“Coke,” I said when someone passed close enough to hear me.

It gave me a reason to stay, and that was all I needed.

Something to do with my hands. Something to anchor me in place so I didn’t have to think about leaving immediately after arriving.

I’d done that too often before. Walked in somewhere, felt the weight of being perceived settle wrong, and turned around before anyone could confirm it.

Tonight, I stayed. Even with that same weight starting to build.

I adjusted slightly on the stool, one leg crossing over the other, the movement small but intentional. The denim shifted with me, riding just high enough that I felt it. The edge of something I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about in public.

I told myself no one was looking. That was the point.

And still, I didn’t uncross my legs.

I knew exactly how I looked.

The angle. The line of my thighs. The way the denim shifted just enough to suggest something underneath.

I’d spent too long learning how to take up less space to not recognize when I was doing the opposite.

Instead, I let myself sit like that, aware of it in a way that made it impossible to ignore. The faint brush of fabric where it shouldn’t matter. The knowledge of it sitting just beneath everything else.

It wasn’t about being seen. Not exactly. It was about knowing that I could be.

I angled myself slightly, enough to watch the room without fully facing it. My back was toward the open beach, the dark stretch of sand and water behind me. It should have felt more exposed than this, sitting with nothing at my back but open space.

It didn’t. Not yet.

I let myself settle into it. The low hum of conversation. The flicker of light. The quiet comfort of being near people without having to engage with them. For a few minutes, it worked. I could almost forget how aware I was of my own body. The way the fabric sat against my skin. The way I held myself.

Then I felt it. Not a glance. Not something I could brush off. A weight.

I didn’t turn right away. I told myself it was nothing. Just my imagination catching up with me, making me feel seen when I wasn’t.

Then I turned anyway.

She was behind the bar. Not exactly working. Not exactly off-duty. Just there.

Leaning back against the counter like the place had made room for her because it knew better than to ask her to move. One bare foot was hooked around the rung of a stool, the other resting lightly against the floor. Relaxed, but not careless. There was nothing accidental about the way she held herself.

Her hair caught the light first. Pale, almost silver in the glow, falling loose around her shoulders in soft, tousled waves. A black tank top, simple and fitted, clung to her in a way that made the plainness of it feel deliberate. Loose linen pants sat low on her hips, shifting when she moved just enough to make me aware that she was comfortable in her body in a way I had never learned to be.

That was what caught me, more than her beauty.

The ease.

She wasn’t performing softness or strength. She didn’t seem to be asking the room to understand her. She stood there like whatever anyone decided about her would be their problem, not hers.

Her gaze was angled toward the water, but I had the uneasy feeling she had already noticed everything worth noticing.

Including me.

I looked away too quickly.

My fingers tightened slightly around the glass when it was set in front of me, condensation slick against my skin. My heart had picked up, faster than it should have for something that didn’t matter.

I took a sip I didn’t need. Waited. Tried to let the moment pass.

Then I looked again.

This time, she was already looking at me.

Not surprised. Not caught. Waiting.

Her eyes held mine without effort. She didn’t look at me like she was trying to figure something out. Didn’t scan, didn’t hesitate, didn’t double-check.

Most people did. Even when they tried not to.

With her, there was none of that. Just attention. Direct and unbroken. Like whatever she saw when she looked at me was already settled in her mind. Like she’d already figured something out. Like whatever I was trying to hide wasn’t confusing to her.

I was just… visible.

Heat crept up the back of my neck. I felt it before I could stop it. My instinct was to look away again, to fold back into something smaller, something less noticeable.

“You’re not as subtle as you think.”

Her voice carried easily over the low noise of the bar. Low, smooth, settling into the space rather than cutting through it.

I let out a small laugh before I could stop it.

“Is it that obvious?”

My voice came out softer than I intended.

She pushed off the counter and moved toward me like the distance between us had already stopped mattering. No hesitation. No checking if she was allowed to take up space. Still, when she reached my end of the bar, she stopped just far enough away that I noticed the restraint.

That almost made it worse.

“To me?” she said, leaning forward slightly, her elbows resting against the bar. “Yeah.”

Her gaze dropped briefly. Not to my drink. Lower. Taking in the way I was sitting, the angle of my legs, the careful tension in my posture. It lingered just long enough to make pretending impossible, then returned to my face.

“But I can be wrong,” she added.

That surprised me enough that I looked at her properly.

She smiled, not soft, but not cruel either. “You can tell me to mind my business.”

I should have.

Instead, my fingers tightened around the glass, and I stayed exactly where I was.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Daniel.”

“I’m Lena.”

She didn’t offer her hand. Didn’t need to. Her eyes moved over me again, slower this time, like she was filling in details she’d already guessed but wanted permission to keep.

“So, Daniel,” she said, her tone easy, precise, “do you always come out here this late?”

A small pause.

“Or just when you don’t want to be seen?”

My face warmed. “Sometimes it’s just quieter out here.”

“Right,” she said, like that wasn’t an answer at all. Her gaze dipped again, quick and devastating. “So the shorts and the lace under them are just for the quiet, I guess?”

My stomach dropped.

She noticed that too.

Not with confusion. Not with the flicker of someone trying to decide what category to put me in. There was no hesitation in her voice, no correction in her face, no little pause where people usually revealed themselves.

Lena leaned forward just a little more.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I think it’s cute.”

I swallowed hard. My lips parted slightly, but I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.

She tilted her head, watching the way I reacted, like she was waiting for something. Finally, she straightened up, shifting like she was ready to move on. But she didn’t.

Her hand lifted, fingers tracing the edge of the bar between us in a slow, deliberate line.

"You want another drink?" she asked. "Or should we just go ahead and take a walk somewhere that you'd be less shy about how hot you are?"

My throat tightened so much that even the right words wouldn’t have come out.

Lena smiled, already stepping away from the bar.

"Come on," she said, like it wasn’t even a question. "It's nice out. You’ll like it."

I didn’t stand right away.

That felt important, somehow. Not because she was waiting long. She wasn’t. She had already turned halfway toward the beach, perfectly willing to assume I’d follow, but not reaching back to drag me into the decision.

For one strange second, the whole night balanced there.

I could stay at the bar. Finish my drink. Let her become a story I thought about later when I was alone and braver in retrospect. I could go home with the lace still hidden, with nothing risked and nothing changed.

It would have been easy.

Then Lena glanced back at me.

Not impatient. Not surprised. Just aware.

Like she knew exactly where the choice was lodged in my chest.

My legs moved before I could dress the decision up as anything smarter. I stepped away from the stool, the denim shifting high on my thighs, the lace underneath suddenly feeling less like a secret and more like a dare I had already accepted.

The air outside felt cooler now, though still heavy. The beach stretched open in front of us, sand dark beneath the low light, the water breathing in and out beyond it.

I followed her because she was leading.

But I also followed because I wanted to know what would happen if, just once, I didn’t retreat the moment someone saw too much.

We stopped near the water’s edge, far enough from the lights of the bar that everything was softer, more blurred.

Lena turned to face me. Her expression hadn’t changed much, but the air between us had. Thicker. Charged with something I couldn’t name.

"You don't have to hide out here," she said. "You can be as pretty as you want."

Pretty.

The word landed harder than it should have. Not playful. Not ironic. Just… true, in her voice.

Like it wasn’t something I had to earn.

Her hand lifted, tracing lightly along my arm. Just a touch. Barely there. But it sent heat pooling low in my stomach, twisting with nerves and want.

I couldn't move. Couldn't breathe without feeling too much of it all at once.

Lena stepped closer, her hand sliding down, just brushing the waistband of my shorts. Her fingers lingered there, teasing, like she was reminding me of what I was wearing underneath.

Like I needed the reminder. Like I hadn’t been thinking about it since I put it on. Since I stepped outside. Since I sat down at the bar and crossed my legs just a little too carefully.

This wasn’t new. Being aware of it. Wanting it to be seen.

But this, someone actually noticing, actually saying something, that was new.

"Maybe you should show me," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

I should have said something. Slowed it down. Asked what she meant. But the part of me that always needed to explain myself stayed quiet. Because for once, I didn’t feel misunderstood.

My pulse raced. My body answered before I could think better of it, leaning into her touch before I could stop it.

Lena smiled again, but this time, it was different. Darker. Like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

"H-Here?" I whispered, glancing around.

"Unless you want to go somewhere else," she said, her hand moving lower, brushing the inside of my thigh.

I gasped softly, my body trembling slightly under her touch. My words failed me as goosebumps crawled across my skin in the wake of her touch.

“Then stay still,” she said quietly.

My breath caught slightly as I held there, my body suddenly too aware of itself. Of where I was standing. Of how close she was. Of the fact that I could still step back if I wanted to.

I didn’t.

Her eyes stayed on mine for a moment longer, like she was waiting for something. Permission. Or maybe just confirmation.

Whatever it was, she seemed satisfied with what she saw.

My breath caught as her hand hovered at my waistband.

I could still stop this.

That thought came and went almost instantly. Because I wasn’t trying to.

Her hands were already moving, unbuttoning my shorts, pulling them down just enough to expose the lace beneath.

I let out a shaky breath, my body flushing hot as her eyes dropped, taking in every inch of me.

"Perfect," she murmured, stepping back to look at me fully.

I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with how much I was showing.

She knew.

That was the part I couldn’t hide.

She saw me.

And she liked it.

Her hand slid behind my neck, pulling me in for a kiss that was slow, deep, and left me breathless. There was no adjustment in it. No hesitation, no testing the angle, no subtle recalibration like she was trying to make it work.

She kissed me like she already knew exactly how I fit.

I melted into her, my body pressing against hers as her other hand moved between us, tracing the line of my panties, making me shiver.

Her lips trailed down my neck, her teeth grazing my skin just enough to make me gasp.

"Lena..."

I whispered her name like a plea, not even sure what I was asking for.

She chuckled, low and wicked.

"You like that, don't you?" she said, her fingers slipping beneath the lace, teasing me in slow, deliberate strokes. "Being seen. Being touched."

I nodded, barely able to form a coherent thought as I looked back toward the Tiki Hut. The idea of being seen like this, of people knowing that Lena was doing this to me... I could barely stand it.

Her hand moved lower, sliding down my panties just enough to feel how wet I already was. My breath hitched as her fingers found me, circling slowly, drawing out soft moans I couldn't hold back.

"Good boy," she whispered, her voice full of approval that made me ache for more. "Let go."

I was right there. Teetering.

And then she slowed down. Just enough to make me feel it. Just enough to make me want it more.

And I did.

Right there, with the sound of the waves crashing behind me, I let her touch unravel me, my body trembling as she brought me to the edge and pushed me over, leaving me breathless and dazed in the aftermath.

It wasn’t just the intensity of it. It was how easily it happened. How little resistance there was once I stopped trying to hold it together. Like my body had been waiting for permission longer than I realized.

Lena didn't stop there. Her hands were still on me, guiding me down onto the sand, her body hovering over mine as she kissed me again, deeper this time.

I arched into her, desperate for more, my hands gripping her shoulders as she moved between my legs, her thigh pressing against me in a way that had me gasping again.

She smiled against my lips, knowing exactly what she was doing to me.

"You're beautiful like this," she murmured, her hands sliding under my shirt, her fingers grazing my nipples.

I whined softly, my body responding to every touch, every word, my need for her growing with each passing second.

Lena shifted, her hands moving to her own pants, untying them with ease. My breath caught as she pushed them down just enough to reveal what I hadn't expected.

She was hard.

The sight of her cock made my mouth go dry, my body reacting before my mind could catch up. She noticed, of course, her hand wrapping around herself, stroking slowly as she watched my reaction.

"You want this?" she asked, her voice low, teasing.

I nodded, unable to speak, my eyes fixed on her as she moved closer, the head of her cock brushing against my thigh, making me shiver.

"Good," she said, her hand moving between us, guiding herself to my entrance. "I thought you would."

She teased me first, sliding her cock into the wet mess in my panties so that she could grind her cock against mine. It would have been humiliating to feel how much bigger than me she was if it didn't feel so fucking good. She kept going like that until her cock was slick with my cum.

"I-I can take it, Lena..."

"Are you sure about that, baby?" she asked, her voice dark with promise.

I moaned softly, nodding again, my body trembling with anticipation. Part of me expected something to break here. The moment stretching too far. The illusion slipping. Some flicker of doubt. Some shift in how she looked at me once things became undeniable.

But she didn’t pause. Didn’t reconsider. If anything, her grip tightened. Like this was exactly what she’d been moving toward from the start.

Lena didn't make me wait any longer. She pulled my thong away from my puckered hole and then pushed into me slowly, giving me time to adjust to her size, her hands steady on my hips as she filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, my body arching into hers as she started to move.

"You feel so good," she groaned. "So fucking perfect for me." Her fingers played lazily with my cock, stroking me in time with each rolling thrust. It felt heavenly.

She set the pace, slow and deep at first, then gradually increasing the intensity until I couldn’t keep the moans from flowing out of me. Her mouth found mine again, quieting my moans and kissing me hungrily as our bodies moved together, the sound of the ocean mixing with our need.

I wasn’t unfamiliar with being fucked, but never like this. Her cock filled me in ways I couldn’t understand, like my prostate somehow wasn’t hard to find. Like pleasuring me was just a byproduct of her using my hole.

I arched my back further and dug the heels of my hands into the sand so that I could brace harder for her.

Lena noticed and gave me exactly what I thought I could handle.

The pace she set became brutal. Faster. Harder. Her hips slapped against my ass with an unrelenting cadence. Every time she bottomed out, my prostate flared and my cock shot pre-cum across my stomach.

She made me take it. All of it.

"Fuck, you're gonna make me cum," she breathed against my lips, her movements becoming more urgent.

"T-That's the idea, right?" I said, barely able to get the words out between the waves of pleasure crashing over me.

Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking me in time with her thrusts, pushing me closer to the edge again. I could feel it building, the pressure coiling tight in my stomach.

“Don’t turn around,” she murmured, her voice low against my ear.

My instinct was to do exactly that.

“Why?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

Her fingers tightened slightly where they rested against me.

“Because if you do,” she said, “you’ll remember we’re not alone.”

My breath hitched.

I didn’t look.

I should have. Should have glanced over my shoulder and seen that she was somehow wrong for once.

But I didn’t. Instead, I felt it.

A shift in the air. The presence of someone standing just behind me, close enough that I could now hear the shuffling of their feet on the sand. They weren't touching me. Not speaking. Just there. Watching.

If this had happened anywhere else, it would have gone differently.

I would have shut down. Pulled away. Covered up before anyone had the chance to decide what they were looking at.

But here, with her still touching me like nothing had changed, it didn’t feel like I was being exposed. It felt like I was being… presented. And somehow, that difference mattered more than it should have.

I’d spent so long worrying about being seen in the wrong way that I’d never really considered what it would feel like to be seen like this.

Not questioned. Not corrected.

Just… wanted.

Lena didn’t stop. She didn’t acknowledge it.

Her hand slid lower, tracing the curve of my hip, the edge of my shorts, the lace beneath. Like she wanted to remind me.

“Relax,” she said. “They’re just admiring the view.”

My stomach tightened. A soft gasp escaped before I could stop it. My hands were still braced in the sand, but I could feel the tension in my arms, the way I was holding myself still on purpose.

Like if I didn’t move, they might not notice.

Lena chuckled, low and warm.

"Do you want me to stop before you've had your fill, baby girl?" she asked.

I didn’t know how to answer her for a moment. I’d never done anything like this before. Teasing was one thing, but nothing like this. Not where someone else could just… stand there and watch.

This part of me, it wasn’t something I knew how to share. But I also didn’t want her to stop. Neither did I want to admit how much I wanted to be her “girl”, even if only for the moment. Lena was too much of everything I wanted, and… we were already here. No one was stopping us.

Shame like I'd never known burned through me as I shook my head.

She hummed softly, her lips pressing against my neck. "Didn’t think so," she murmured.

Her fingers curled, sliding just beneath the fabric of my panties. Slowly. Teasing. Her knuckles brushing over my cock and making my breath catch. The lace was already damp, sticking to me in a way that made every shift of fabric more obvious.

I bit my lip, trying to stay quiet, but once she started viciously thrusting into me again, the moaning started again. Soft. Helpless.

Behind me, I heard a faint sound. A shift of weight. A quiet inhale.

They were still there.

Still watching.

And even though I hadn’t turned around, I knew they could see everything. The way Lena’s hand moved under my shorts, the way my body shuddered under her touch, the way my legs had started to tremble.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

It didn’t help.

Because I could still feel everything.

The warmth of Lena’s body pressed against me. The cool night air on my exposed skin. The heavy, knowing presence of the person standing behind us.

"You're doing so good," Lena whispered, her voice slipping under my skin. "So pretty like this, being a good girl and letting everyone enjoy you…"

The words sank in deeper than anything else she’d done so far. Not because of how she said them, but because I didn’t have to translate them.

They just fit.

Her hand moved again, sliding deeper, her fingers pressing just enough to make me lose the last bit of control I had.

My head fell back, a broken moan spilling from my lips as my hips rolled forward, chasing more friction.

I didn’t care anymore that someone was watching.

Maybe that was the worst part.

I kind of liked it. The way she was calling me her good girl in front of a complete stranger while her cock was buried in my ass...

Lena’s lips curved against my neck, her teeth grazing my skin as her fingers curled inside me.

"Fuck," she murmured, like she could feel it too. "You’re so fucking hot right now."

I whimpered, my body arching into her touch, my hands clenching in the sand.

"Look at you," she breathed, her voice full of dark, satisfied praise. "Taking it so well. Letting them see how much you love it."

Another moan escaped me, louder this time, and I didn’t try to stop it.

Lena’s pace quickened, her fingers moving deeper, harder, until the pleasure was too much to hold back.

"I’m going to make you cum again," she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "Right here. In front of them. Because you want to, don’t you?"

I nodded frantically, unable to form words, my body trembling on the edge of release.

"Such a fucking good girl," she purred, her fingers pressing just right, and that was all it took.

It hit differently than before. Not wrong. Just… closer to something I hadn’t let myself hear out loud.

I came hard, my body tensing as the orgasm ripped through me, my voice breaking as I cried out, completely lost in the feeling.

Lena didn’t stop, her fingers milking every last drop of pleasure from me until I was spent, my body limp against hers.

As I lay there, catching my breath, Lena’s own control finally snapped. She swore softly, her cock twitching inside me as she came, her hips grinding against mine as she rode out the aftershocks.

When it was over, she held me close, her hand stroking my hair as the reality of what had just happened started to sink in.

I blinked slowly, my mind still fuzzy from the pleasure, and finally, I glanced over my shoulder.

There were more people than I expected. Too many shapes. Too many eyes. Close enough that I knew they hadn’t just arrived.

Before I could fold in on myself, Lena touched my chin and turned me gently back to her.

“Look at me,” she said.

I did.

Her face was closer than I expected, her expression quieter now. Still pleased. Still dark around the edges. But there was something steadier underneath it, something that kept me from splintering apart under the sudden awareness of all those eyes.

“There you are,” she murmured.

My breath shook.

Behind me, the beach had become too large, too full of shapes and movement and people who knew more about me than strangers were supposed to know. But Lena kept her hand on my jaw, thumb brushing once against my cheek, making the world narrow again.

“You’re alright,” she said. “Stay with me.”

The words did more than they should have.

I wasn’t sure whether I was embarrassed, thrilled, frightened, or proud. Maybe all of it. Maybe that was why I couldn’t name the feeling fast enough to control it.

So I stopped trying.

Lena kissed me, softer this time, and I let myself be brought back to the only thing in front of me that made sense.

I’d spent so long trying to disappear into spaces that wouldn’t question me. Tonight, I hadn’t disappeared at all. And somehow, that felt safer.

Not safe in the way I was used to. Not quiet. Not hidden. Not controlled. A different kind of safe. The kind where nothing about me had to be adjusted, softened, or explained before someone could want me.

I didn’t have to anticipate anything. Didn’t have to get ahead of the moment and shape myself into something easier to accept. For once, I was exactly as visible as I felt.

And instead of that being the problem… it was the reason any of this had happened at all.

I didn’t know what any of tonight meant. What it said about me. Or what would happen the next time I saw her.

I just knew that I didn’t want to go back to being invisible, not if this was what happened when someone noticed.
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