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Zoe stretched into downward dog, her slim frame arching under the late afternoon sun filtering through her apartment window. At twenty-seven, her body moved with the precision of years spent in yoga studios, muscles lengthening as she held the pose. Chestnut hair cascaded over one shoulder, brushing the mat beneath her. Her green eyes, framed by a face that carried an innocent softness, flicked toward the window. Across the narrow alley, in the building opposite, a shadow shifted behind a curtain.

Kai had been there for weeks, his camera lens trained on the urban decay that inspired his photography. Twenty-nine, with a muscular build honed from hauling equipment through city streets, he gripped the edge of his windowsill. Dark hair fell across his forehead as he leaned closer, intense gaze narrowing. He told himself it was the light, the way it played off brick and glass, but his focus always drifted to her apartment. The woman with the flexible form, bending in ways that stirred something deeper in him. Today, her tank top clung to sweat-damp skin, shorts riding high on her thighs. He adjusted his zoom, heart picking up pace.

She held the pose a beat longer than necessary, then flowed into a warrior lunge, one leg extended back, hips thrusting forward. Zoe's breath steadied, but her mind raced. She'd noticed the glint of glass days ago, a lens catching the sun from his window. At first, she dismissed it as paranoia, but the shadow lingered too often during her routines. Now, as she transitioned to a seated twist, twisting her torso to face the window directly, she locked eyes with the figure across the way. He froze, camera dropping slightly, but not before she saw the recognition in his stare.
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