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I’m sitting at a bus stop. It’s cold, so there’s a guy under the shelter with me. He’s taller than 

I am, frail-looking, like part of the reason he’s under here is because if he stood out in the 

wind he’d blow all the way to Buckingham Palace and then be announced as the Duke of the 

Wind. He looks like he’d have a British accent. 

 

I rub my fingertips over each other, pulling back the skin. My nails are growing out, and I 

don’t like it. I broke my habit of biting my nails a few years ago, but I’m tempted right now. 

Having them long irritates me. 

 

The guy shifts in the corner and I shift too, slipping my hand into my bag to curl around my 

keys. The sharp edges dig into my palm for a second as I squeeze them before rearranging 

them to sit between my fingers, like Wolverine claws. My bus turns the corner and I stand 

up, letting the keys drop so I can grab the thin plastic bus card. 

 

I have to move past him to get out of the shelter. He doesn’t move, so I have to squeeze 

through to avoid touching him. The bus doors open and I tag on, hearing the distinctive 

sound that means someone else has tagged on behind me. 

 

It’s the guy. The one who waited for me to squeeze past before getting on the same bus as 

me.  

 

The bus is half-empty. I pick a pair of empty seats and slide into the window one. He sits 

right behind me. I can feel the phantom of his breath on my neck. There aren’t many other 

women on the bus, only a couple. One is distracted by their baby, and the other sits, 

impassive, three rows in front of me. I swallow and pull out my phone. Should be home 

soon, just got on the bus. My dad responds with a thumbs up.  

 

I pick at my nails. He puts his hand on the back of the seat and I shift to the side. I fiddle with 

my sleeve for a second before picking my phone back up to text my girlfriend. How are you? 

Fine, she responds. Not exactly the conversation starter I was hoping for. His hand brushes 

against my shoulder. I lock the phone and tap the screen for a few seconds before it lights 

up. She’s texted again. A simple You? 

On the bus and this guy’s kinda creeping me out. His hand rests right at the place where I 

can’t move any further into the corner. I start picking at my nails again. If I ignore him he has 

to just stop. Wow that’s blatant homophobia. 

 



I bite my lip and lock my phone. I don’t know why we’re not really working at the moment. I 

know she’s being sarcastic, but sarcasm over text never works that well.  

 

He moves his hand to my shoulder, pressing down hard. I wince and try to move, but it’s a 

strangely good position he’s picked, because I’m already in the corner. He presses down for 

another second. 

 

I clear my throat. “Excuse me,” I say, loud enough to catch the attention of the impassive 

woman in front of me. She turns and stares him down. The pressure lets up, and I get up, 

moving to sit behind the woman. 

 

Two minutes, I text my dad. He doesn’t respond. It’s my stop coming up. I press the button. 

The bus stops and I get up quickly, hurry to the front of the bus, tag off, take out my phone, 

and think pleasedon’tfollowmepleasedon’tfollowmepleasedon’tfollowme.  

 

He doesn’t. 

 

My shoulder is probably going to bruise.  

 

I’m lucky though. Lucky he only squeezed my shoulder a little too hard, luckier he didn’t 

follow me. 

 

I don’t feel lucky, I feel numb and terrified and I keep my keys clawed between my fingers 

until I walk in the front door of my house to flop down on my bed and cry. 


