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The afternoon sun, thick and golden as honey, bled through the slats of Elara’s blinds, striping her bare skin in patterns of light and shadow. She stood in the center of her bedroom, the air still and warm against her, a discarded pair of denim shorts pooled around her ankles like a shed skin. It had started as nothing, a simple act of changing after a long, sticky day, but a flicker of movement in the house across the street had snagged her attention. Finn’s window. A dark square of potential, a silent observer she couldn't be sure was even observing.

The thought was a spark on dry tinder.

Her fingers, which had been about to pluck a clean t-shirt from her drawer, stilled. A slow, deliberate turn began at her hips, her body swiveling to face her own window. She didn’t open the blinds fully, just tilted a single slat with the tip of her index finger, creating a narrow slit to peer through. His window remained a flat, black rectangle. Empty. Probably.

A hum started low in her belly, a vibration of pure, uncut audacity. The risk was a flavor on her tongue, metallic and sweet. Her gaze drifted down her own form, past the subtle swell of her stomach, past the faint hint of her small, upturned breasts, which were little more than gentle slopes in the warm light. Her eyes, and her imagination, settled lower. She arched her back slightly, pushing her backside out, feeling the muscles in her thighs and glutes tighten. The two cheeks of her ass, pale and perfect, felt obscenely vulnerable in the quiet room. She imagined the view from across the street—the long, elegant curve of her spine disappearing into the deep, shadowed valley that split her perfect bottom in two.

The cleft of her ass, a secret, vertical smile, seemed to beckon the stripes of sunlight, swallowing the light into its shade. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, a slow, languid movement that made the globes of her backside ripple, the motion as fluid as cream being poured. The thought of his eyes, a phantom touch, tracing that deep divide made a delicious shiver dance up her spine. What would he see? Just the flawless, heart-like shape of her buttocks, or would the angle betray the delicate, puckered secret nestled at the valley’s base? Her rosebud, a tightly furled knot of flesh, clenched involuntarily at the very idea, a tiny, hidden muscle flexing in a spasm of nervous excitement.

Boredom was a terrible, wonderful thing. It made you do things.

The silence of the house pressed in. Her parents were downstairs, their murmuring voices a distant, safe drone from the back garden. They were a world away. This room, this window, this singular, charged space between her and the house across the street, was its own universe. And in this universe, she was the only star.

The hum in her stomach intensified, demanding an encore. A simple pose in her room felt like a dress rehearsal. She wanted the main stage. The thought was wild, untamed, taking root so fast it felt like it had been there all along. A glass of water. She was thirsty. A perfectly mundane excuse for a pilgrimage through the most dangerous territory in the world: her own home.

Her feet were silent on the plush upstairs runner. Each step was a measured, deliberate beat in a drum solo only she could hear. The air of the hallway felt different on her naked skin, cooler, more alert. It caressed the swell of her ass with a thousand invisible fingers, raising goosebumps along the sensitive flesh. She passed her parents’ bedroom door, a closed wooden sentinel, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The thrill was so sharp it was almost painful. She imagined a floorboard creaking, a door opening, the sudden gasp. The image sent a jolt of pure, electric fire straight to her core, making her rosebud tighten into a pinprick of tension.
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