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She passed my porch every Sunday like clockwork, always in a pale blue dress that looked like it had been ironed three times. Her hair was pulled back tight, not a strand out of place, and her Bible was clutched against her chest like a shield. That girl walked like she thought the world might look up her skirt if she wasn’t careful. But I noticed something different this time.

She walked slower. Not by much, but I noticed. Her sandals made soft sounds against the sidewalk, hesitating with each step as she neared my house. I watched from the shade, one arm slung over the back of the porch chair, a sweating glass of iced tea in my hand.

Her eyes flicked toward me. Then away. But not fast enough to hide the flicker. The kind that came just before a spark caught fire. She knew I was watching.

“Good afternoon,” I said. My voice was low, even.

She startled. That little jolt made her Bible dip slightly in her arms. She gripped it tighter.

“Oh—hello. Sorry, I didn’t mean to... I wasn’t doing anything.”

She wasn’t. Not yet. But her voice trembled around the edges, like it wasn’t sure whether to shrink back or lean forward. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of her dress, tugging it down like she knew how high it had crept up her thighs.

I didn’t smile. Didn’t say another word. Just looked at her.

The wind caught the fabric, and the dress pulled across her hips. She shifted like she felt it, her hand pressing down against the curve where it hugged her ass.

That dress did no favors for her modesty. The cotton clung tight where it shouldn’t, rode high when it wasn’t supposed to. And her nipples were pushing faint little points into the fabric. Maybe she thought the bra did its job. It didn’t.

She swallowed. Eyes still not meeting mine. Her fingers clutched that Bible so tight her knuckles went pale.
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