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When I opened the door, the first thing I noticed was how carefully put together she was. Blonde hair parted neatly and tucked behind her ears, smoothed so flat it caught the porch light. Pink cardigan, buttoned up to the neck but pulling slightly across a soft, full chest. The kind of snug that wasn’t an accident. Beneath that, a short pleated skirt that clung to a narrow waist and flared just enough over a round, toned ass. Not the accidental kind of body. Not athletic. Deliberate. Maintained.

She stood straight. Shoulders square. Chin up like she practiced posture in front of a mirror. She held a plastic container of cookies with both hands like it meant something.

“Hi,” she said brightly, then paused and swallowed. “I hope this isn’t a bad time.”

Her voice was soft. Crisp, but careful. She didn’t look more than twenty-one.

I didn’t answer right away. Just looked her over, slow and steady, from her polished little flats to the way her pink lipstick matched the sweater exactly. She shifted, almost imperceptibly, knees brushing together under the hem of her skirt.

“My mom said we should introduce ourselves,” she went on. “And I bake when I’m nervous, so I thought—cookies felt appropriate.”

“You always try this hard?” I asked.

She blinked. Her cheeks flushed instantly.

“I like to do things properly.”

I reached out and took the container from her. Our fingers brushed, and I felt it. She did too. Her breath caught—an inhale sharp enough I saw her chest rise and her mouth part like she’d felt it all the way through her.
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