















































To all the one handed readers.

 You know who you are.




Welcome home.
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CHAPTER ONE




 UNSEEN




“Sometimes I wonder what would happen if I didn’t stop.”







*NATHAN 




She doesn’t know I’m here. Not yet.


That’s what makes it fucking beautiful.




A rented room. Cheap curtains between us, thin enough for shadows to slip through.


She’s bent over the end of the bed- dress bunched up, lips parted around a breathless little whimper. Performance, all of it.


She’s not mine. Not yet. But she will be. For a moment.




Strangers offer a variety of pleasures. 


But my favorite?


Watching a man fumble what I could ruin.


Almost makes me forget she’s not you.




Her partner’s behind her, huffing like a pig, more grunt than rhythm. 


He won’t give her what she needs.


Not that he could.


She’s faking it. I can tell.


I’ve seen it plenty of times. 


The tilt of her hips says get it over with.


Her fingers claw the bedding like she’s chasing an edge that’ll never come.


He won’t notice the difference.


But I do.


I see everything.




They’re just feet away- separated by a thin scrap of curtain, sheer enough to give me the show I came for.


The motel hums through the walls- drunk laughter in the hall, a TV muttering from the next room. 


None of it matters.


Only the silhouette of her body writhing beneath him. 


The tension in her throat. 


The way she tries to fuck herself free of the moment.


It’s not romance. It’s not about her.


It’s not even about them.


It’s about the line.


The line between presence and proof. Between watching and wanting.


Between knowing I could take one step forward- one breath too loud- and change everything.


That’s the thrill.


That’s the need.


And tonight?


I’m starving.




My hand hovers near her thigh.


Close. Closer.


Not touching. Never touching.


That’s not the point.




The point is this- 




The gap between us is barely a breath, the kind of closeness that steals air without contact.


That little hitch in her breath.


That flicker of awareness.


The split-second where instinct whispers someone’s here- but pride won’t let her turn and check.


She doesn’t even know why she tensed.


But I do.


I made her do it.


And that?


That’s better than any fucking touch could ever be.




I tell myself I don’t do this often.


That’s a lie.


I do it every night.


Different cities. 


Different rooms. 


Different shadows to slip through.




I don’t haunt people- I haunt patterns.


I find the cracks. I slip inside them.


They don’t lock the doors anymore. 


Not really.


Not when they’re distracted.


Not when they’re desperate to be seen.




They think they’re alone.


They’re never alone.


Not when I’m hungry. And I’m fucking insatiable.




Who I was doesn’t matter.


She doesn’t know my name. Or my face for that matter.


No one does anymore. That’s the point.


There was a time I paid taxes.


Watered houseplants.


Forgot to return phone calls.


Died a little more every day in a cubicle suffocating under stale coffee breath and corporate bullshit.




That man’s gone.


Now I’m something else.


Something cleaner.


Sharper.


No name. No face.


Just pressure. Static.


That feeling on the back of your neck when the room should be empty.


I don’t knock.


I don’t ask.


I don’t wait.




I enter.


I watch.


I take what I want.


And sometimes- 


I let myself feel it.




A shift forward.


A flex of my hand too near her skin.


A slow, measured drag of breath as her body tenses.


Just enough to ripple the water.


Just enough to watch her react.


Predators circle.


I like to swim close.




She makes a sound- sharp, false, tired.




He groans like a man convinced he just changed her life.


She stares at the ceiling, unmoved.


And then- 


She turns her head.


Just slightly.


Toward me.


Not in fear. Not in confusion.


Curiosity.


Like she almost felt it. Like the air shifted wrong. 


Like the room had teeth now.


She caught the edge of me.


Not all of me- just enough to keep her awake tonight, wondering. 




I smile in the dark.


I’m getting closer.


And next time?


I might not stop circling.










CHAPTER TWO




FALSE TOUCH




“The softest thought in the room is often the loudest”




*NATHAN 




The table is too bright.


Brunch.


A crowded corner table in a trendy café that smells like burnt espresso and citrus cleaner.


They always pick places like this- trendy spots with exposed brick and overpriced eggs.


Places with drinks named after dead poets.


Places with windows.


Sunlight catches on every glass, every fork, every fake laugh.


I hate it here.


But I show up.


Sometimes a predator wears a smile.




Elise is seated across from me.


She doesn’t know I’ve been tracking her for weeks.


Long dark hair, green eyes and a constellation of freckles on her neck that I wanna run my tongue over just to see what she tastes like. 


She doesn’t notice me staring. Never does.


No one looks at me. Not directly. Not for long.




One of them greets me with a name.


Is it mine?


Doesn’t matter.


I nod. 


I smile. 


I lift a cocktail I didn’t order.


It disappears sip by sip.


We’re close enough that my knee could brush hers if I shifted and inch.


She’s talking about a gallery.


Or a client.


Or a guy.




I hear only the scrape of her knife against porcelain.


Then someone asks-


“If you could have any superpower, what would it be?”


The question floats above the table- lazy, brunch banter, born of too many mimosas.


Elise smiles at the others. “I don’t know. Flying, maybe. The freedom of it.”


The guy beside her, the blonde with too much energy, “Teleportation.”


Another voice: “Super strength.”


They volley answers, light, harmless.




Then her eyes flick in my direction.


A tilt of her head.


“You?”


I lift the glass to my mouth. 


Hold her gaze over the rim.




“Invisibility.”




A beat.


She blinks.


Smiles- small, uncertain.


“Of course you would,” someone laughs.


Of course I would.


But they don’t understand the question.


It’s not about hiding.


It’s about how far you can go unseen. 


The stutter of her breath between words.


The way her fingers tap the side of her glass- pink polish chipped at the edges.


A nervous tick. A tell.




Her laugh bubbles up at the wrong moment- sharp, misplaced.


She touches her throat when she does it.




I make note of that.


Pressure point.


Gesture of exposure.


An invitation she doesn’t even know she’s offering.




False touches surround me in places like this.


Too many bodies, too many elbows and perfume clouds. 


The air feels humid with strangers.


They press too close. They feign comfort.


Every glance, every brush of a wrist against mine, every too-loud laugh- they’re all lies.


The body never lies.


The body always tells me exactly what I want to know.


And I’m always listening.




The next touch won’t be false.




Someone reaches across the table to grab the salt.


Their sleeve brushes my forearm.


They don’t react. Neither do I.




Do they feel me?


I honestly don’t know anymore.


Sometimes presence is heavier than touch.


Sometimes it sinks into the skin whether they notice it or not.




I catch Elise watching the couple at the next table- handsy, early-date energy, 


all smiles and thigh squeezes.


The way she bites her bottom lip and closes her eyes just for a second. Fuck…


She’s not jealous.


She’s curious.




Like she’s trying to remember what that feels like.


I want to remind her.




I will.




I lean back in my chair.


No one notices.




The guy beside her - some friend-of-a-friend type from the office - is telling a story that involves too much gesturing.


She flinches when he claps his hand too close to her drink.


She laughs anyway.


That’s the difference between them and me.


I wouldn’t make her flinch.




She’d already be still.




The server drops the check.


I watch Elise reach for her purse, her fingers grazing the napkin in front of me.


I don’t move.


I just imagine her fingers curling around mine.


Soft. Cautious. Controlled.


Her hand brushes mine the table’s edge.


She blinks and pulls it back.




Not like she felt something.


Just… off balance.


A stutter in the air.


That’s me.


That’s always me.


And one day, I’ll let her feel it for real.




She leaves with the others, stepping into sunlight that clings to her like static.


I stay behind.


The table clears slowly. A few empty seats.


Mine remains untouched.


No one thanks me for coming.


No one says goodbye.


But her scent still lingers across from me.




Faint. Fleeting. Enough.


And I’m not done yet.


Not with her.


Not until she knows exactly how it feels when the touch isn’t false.










CHAPTER THREE




ADMIRATION




“The shape of her loneliness”







*NATHAN 




She thinks she locked the door.


She thinks she always does.




But there’s this thing people do, when they’re distracted, when they’re rushing, when their keys are already in hand, when they finally get through the threshold and the world outside gets left behind.




They mean to lock it.


They think they did.


But they didn’t check.


And I never have to force anything.




I just follow the gaps.


That’s all this game is.


Finding the cracks. Slipping through.




Her place is sterile, in a curated kind of way. 




Candles that never burn down.


Books shelved by color.


A throw blanket folded with surgical precision.




The kind of home that screams, I’m doing fine- through gritted teeth.




It smells like lavender and something citrusy.




Fake calm.




She’s not calm.




She hasn’t been since brunch.




And neither have I.




She’s in the shower.


I’m not in the bathroom.


Not yet.


I’m not an animal.




I’m in the hallway-


where the light from the cracked door cuts across the floor.


Where the steam curls out like fingers, brushing the air around me.


I watch her shadow move behind the frosted glass.




She sings when she’s alone.


Off-key. Low.


Like she’s trying not to enjoy it.


Like she’s forgotten someone could be listening.




Her towel is already on the hook.


She’s predictable like that.


And I like that about her.




I stand there for a long time. 


Watching. 


Admiring. 


Hard.


Long enough that the water shuts off and I have to disappear again.




Not physically.


Just… into the quiet.


Into the air.


I don’t leave.


I just step sideways.


By the time she pulls the shower door back, I’m already air.


Already gone.


Already watching from somewhere else.




She thinks she’s alone.


She isn’t.


She never will be again.




She makes tea.


Fusses with her hair.


Scrolls through nothing on her phone, thumb flicking like she’s punishing it.


And then-


She pauses.


Stares at the hallway.


Not long.


Not dramatic.


Just one of those slow turns of the head.


That primal sense, buried under all the curated normalcy.


Like something just watched her.


Because something did.




I won’t touch her.


Not yet.


Touch is earned.


Even if they never know they gave it.




Tonight is for distance.


For learning the shape of her loneliness.


For knowing exactly where the cracks are.




And tomorrow?


Tomorrow she’ll feel it again.


That slip in the air.


That breath, not hers.


That sense that something is almost inside.










CHAPTER FOUR




THE SPACE BETWEEN




“Some doors don’t need to open. They just need to let you through.” 




*ELISE 




There’s something off about the air tonight.


I blame the candle first.


The scent’s too strong perhaps- lavender and something metallic.


Something that doesn’t belong.


I open a window halfway and pretend it helps.




It never does. Not in this city I swore I’d never come back to.


But rent’s cheaper when you know the right people, 


and sometimes it’s easier to live with ghosts you recognize.




There’s a weight in the room.


Not quite presence.


Not quite absence.


The space between that feeling of being watched and wanted.




I toss my phone face-down on the nightstand.


No new messages.


Not that I was expecting any.


Not that I checked four times.


I cut him off after all. Blocked him. After everything we went through. 


WE met when I was nineteen, and I thought that meant something. 


Four years of excuses taught me better. 


Now I keep my circle small enough to vanish if I need to.


Loyalty is a myth. 


This is nice though, to a point. 




The silence hums with pressure.


Not the comforting kind.


The kind that presses.




Like someone left the TV on mute in another room.


Like a sound I’m not hearing but still feel behind my teeth.


I’ve felt it before- that low hum of wrongness. 


Once in a parking garage. 


Once walking home from work. 


Both times I told myself it was nothing. 


Both times I was right. Probably.




I shake it off.


Climb into bed.


The sheets are cold.


Colder than they should be. 


Occasionally, I think it would be nice to curl up next to someone warm at night again.


Other times, I’m thankful for my peace. But is this peace?


It’s the kind of peace you buy with loneliness. 


I used to fill the silence with someone breathing beside me. 


Now it’s just the fridge humming in the kitchen and the occasional creak that makes me check the locks twice.




I scroll through headlines. A few social updates. Mindless dopamine. 


Everything feels miles away like I’m grazing a world I’m not really in.


Halfway through an article about a missing hiker, I stop.


Stare at the photo.


He’s smiling in it. Caught mid-laugh. 


The kind of face you don’t expect to vanish.


The headline says they’re still searching.


But something in my stomach knots, tight and low.


Like he was never going to be found.


And somewhere under the knot, something else coils.


Something cold. Watching. Waiting.




I shut the app. Lock the screen.


Breathe.


Everything is still.




Until it’s not.




A floorboard creaks.


Not loud. Not sharp.


But not the house settling either.


I freeze.


My eyes flick to the hallway.




Nothing there.




No shadows. No sound.


No reason to feel like I’m being watched.


But I do.




I do.




I sit up. Turn on the lamp.


Still nothing.




Still-




No. I’m being ridiculous.


I shake my head and crawl back under the blanket, flipping the pillow to the cooler side.


And then I see it.


Just for a second.


Not a shape.


Not a figure.




Just an impression.


The faint dip beside me - like someone had been lying there. 


Like the mattress had been holding weight and only just let go.


My throat tightens.


I don’t move.


I barely breathe.




The dip fades.


That hum is back, louder now, even though the room is silent.


I close my eyes.


Sometimes I wonder if the air moves differently when you’re not alone.


I don’t sleep.


I won’t sleep again.


Not until I know what was laying beside me.










CHAPTER FIVE




WET AIR




“Once something crosses through, it doesn’t go back.”







*ELISE




It starts as a pulse.


Low. Steady.


Not mine.


The kind of feeling that doesn’t wake you-


But calls you deeper.


Into something dark.


Something warm.


Something watching.




I’m not sure I’m dreaming.


I’m still in bed.


The sheets are the same.


The room lit only by the soft glow of my phone on the charger.


But the air is different.


Thicker.


Wet against my skin.




And I feel it.


Something brushing down the side of my neck-


Light. Barely there.


Not wind.


Not fabric.


Flesh that isn’t.




I breathe in, and it catches in my throat.


Because I want to move.


But I don’t.


Because I want to stay.


Because something wants me to.




And somewhere under the want-


something different stirs.


Something in me knows this isn’t the first time I’ve been hunted.




The sheet drags lower.


My shirt clings to me- 


Too hot suddenly.


Sticking between my breasts, down my ribs.




Then- fingers.


Not mine.


Gather the hem of my top and lift it up, exposing me.


I don’t stop them.


I arch- just enough.


Bare skin meets cold air.


But it’s not cold.


It’s warm.




Hungry.




The feeling of a hand spreads across my stomach.


Slow. Reverent.


My hips shift before I even register the need.


Before I even decide to want.




I can’t see it.


But I know it’s there.


Not a name.


Not a face.


Just breath behind my ear.


And the sound of approval in my blood.




“That’s it,” I hear the voice behind my thoughts. Low, almost a growl.


“Let me see you.”




I’m wet.


Shamelessly.


Like I’ve been edging in my sleep.


Like I’ve been held this whole time- just out of reach.


I part my legs, and the air moves with me- between me.


Not rough.


Not fast.


Just present.




And then- 




I wake.


Bolt upright.


Sheets tangled.


Heart slamming.


Room is empty.


But the heat lingers.


The space beside me is warm.




And I swear…




I can still feel fingers ghosting across my thigh.
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