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Kalen was my next target. It wasn’t that Kalen was next because he was easy, far from it. If anything, he was the one I figured might take the most convincing. But that was half the draw.

Kalen was quiet. Mysterious, maybe. He was the kind of guy who made you second-guess yourself before you even said hello. Quiet. Still. The type who barely said anything but always seemed to know too much. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t joke. He just watched from across the room, from behind his book, from the passenger seat of your own damn car. Like he already knew what you wanted from him before you did.

And maybe that’s why I picked him. Or maybe I just wanted to see if he’d let me get close enough to ruin him a little. I didn’t even know if he’d show. But I still texted him.

me: hey. u busy later?

There was a pause. Then the little dots popped up.

Kalen: depends. what are you thinking?

God, I loved that. Not a yes. Not a no. Just curiosity wrapped in restraint. It made me bite my lip.

me: come over. I’ll show you.

Another pause. Shorter this time.

Kalen: cool. after 9?

Kalen didn’t talk much, but when he did, everyone shut up to hear it. He spoke like every word cost him something, like silence was his natural state and speech was a calculated risk. And somehow, that made everything he said hit harder.

He wasn’t the loudest in the group or the funniest or the most outgoing. But he was in it, present in the way a shadow is present. Always there. Always watching. The others joked around him, got drunk around him, fought and made up in front of him. And he’d sit in the corner with one leg stretched out, half-listening, half not, sipping something dark like it was no big deal. He didn't need to be the center. Somehow, he made the edges look better.

There was something still about him. Still like deep water, or a room with no clocks. You never quite knew what he was thinking, but you always had the suspicion it was something you weren’t ready to hear. He had this way of looking at people, steady, unblinking, not threatening, but... aware. Like he saw things you were trying to hide, and didn’t judge you for them, but also didn’t plan to let you forget.

In the group, he was the one you’d never expect to get wild but everyone could name a night when he’d suddenly vanished with someone and showed up the next morning like nothing happened. No stories, no selfies, no explanation. Just a shrug, and that same unreadable half-smile.

He dressed simply. Always black or dark gray. Jeans, tees, clean sneakers. Nothing flashy, nothing try-hard. But it looked intentional, like even his wardrobe had secrets.

After Kalen said “cool. after 9?”, I stared at the screen a little longer than I needed to. I read his words again, trying to decode them like they held some secret map, one that would show me how to reach him, really reach him. Because with Kalen, it was never simple. It wasn’t going to be a night of clumsy hands and breathless apologies. If anything was going to happen, it had to be earned.
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