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      I blink.

      My vision is blurry. My head is spinning.

      I look around and see the stone doorstop in the corner to my left. The front porch light is on and the front door ajar.

      I try to sit up, but pain washes over me, causing me to feel dizzy. I touch something sharp with my fingers. I look down. Glass. There is glass everywhere. I’m lying in a bed of glass.

      What happened?

      My head throbs.

      Something drips onto my arm. I look down.

      Blood.

      Am I bleeding?

      My head continues to throb. I reach up, and my fingers come away bloody.

      I am bleeding.

      The stone. There is blood on the doorstop. The blood. My head…

      Someone hit me over the head…

      
        
        “I never wanted to come here! I never asked for any of this!”

        “Don’t go! Think about Mom.”

        “Don’t bring Mom into this. It’s her fault we’re in this mess in the first place.”

        “Natalia, please!” I reach out for her sweater and tug her back, but she swings her arm and hits me.

        “You’re not the boss of me.”

        The door slams, and she disappears.

      

      

      Whoa. Where did that come from? That memory?

      Natalia.

      Where is Natalia? Did she do this?

      I got off the floor carefully and went down the short corridor to the bathroom. I needed to wash my hair, get the blood out, the glass…

      I swayed, staggered, and hit the walls. I could barely walk. My head felt so heavy.

      But finally, finally, I made it to my bathroom. I closed the door, but it didn’t shut all the way. I undressed and climbed into the shower. I turned on the hot water but screamed when it hit the raw skin on the back of my head. No, no. It’s too much.

      I staggered out of the shower and moved to the medicine cabinet for Tylenol. I washed down two with water straight from the faucet.

      Then, I climbed back into the shower stall and stood under the water. Making it cooler, I watched as the blood mingled with the water, swirling around the drain near my feet.

      Why would my sister hit me over the head with the doorstop? And where is she?

      It took a while for the Tylenol to kick in, and when it did, I slid down onto the floor until the sharp pain turned into a dull ache.

      “Hey, sorry to bother you. I was wondering if you had a razor I could borrow?”

      I screamed. A guy was standing in the doorway to my bathroom. He had a towel around his hips, and his face was covered in shaving cream. His bare chest glistened like he was in the shower himself.

      “What are you doing here? Who are you?” I covered my breasts and my other parts as best I could.

      He raised his hands in surrender.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. I knocked. Your door was unlocked, and then I saw the blood… Are you okay?”

      “I… I don’t know. I think someone hit me over the head with my doorstop. Wait, why are you here?”

      “I was having a shower and realised my razor was blunt. I have a job interview tomorrow, so I need to shave. I knew it was a stretch. And I know that now, seeing as you’re…”

      “What? A girl?”

      “Well, yes. Do you at least have a brother or someone who might have a men’s razor?”

      “No, sorry. I live here with my mom and sister. All girls. No men’s products here.”

      He lingered in the doorway a minute, turned as if to leave, then stepped farther into the bathroom.

      “Wait, you’re bleeding. Want me to take a look at that?”

      “I… uh…” He was standing so close now. I completely forgot I was naked. And here was a guy standing in only a towel in my bathroom. A guy I didn’t know.

      “Sure,” I muttered at last.

      Then, surprising me, he stepped into the shower, reached down, and turned me around so my back faced him. Then his fingers were in my hair.

      I shivered and fought the urge to moan.

      “Sorry. Did I hurt you?”

      “No… Who are you anyway?” I almost whispered.

      “Sorry, I should have led with that. I don’t want to seem like a creep. I’m Talys.”

      “I’m Amber.” Talys. I weighed his unfamiliar but pretty name in my head like I was tasting chocolate from an assorted chocolate box, afraid the taste would be gross. But I liked it.

      A moan escaped my lips, totally unsolicited and uncontrolled. Talys chuckled, and I blushed red.

      “I… uh… sorry, but that feels so nice.”

      “That’s okay. I don’t wanna hurt you.” He kept massaging my skull for a silent minute. “This is a nasty head wound. I think I should take you to the hospital.”

      I spun around and faced him then, but I was still dizzy. My feet were still wet, causing me to slip and begin to fall. Talys caught me in his arms. I grappled for hold, and my arms went around his waist. My breasts, my very naked breasts, are pressed against his bare torso. I sucked in a breath. I couldn’t breathe and look up at him. He’s kindly smiling down at me.

      “Hi,” he whispered.

      “Uh… hi,” I whispered, then tried to find my footing again and cover my breasts. “I’m fine.”

      “Amber, you’ve been hit over the head. Your house is a mess, and so are you. I’m taking you to the damn hospital. Sit down and wait there. I’ll just run home, get dressed, and return with my car. Okay?”

      I breathed out. My mom and sister always said I was stubborn and that I hated asking for help.

      But I could die If I don’t. I finally admitted defeat, sat on the shower floor, and wrapped my arms around my knees.

      “Fine,” I said.

      “Thanks. I’ll be right back, okay? Promise.”

      And with that, the cute guy was gone, his bare feet scattering glass in the foyer and disappearing into the night out the front door. I leaned against the wall and waited.
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      True to his word, Talys returned a few minutes later. This time, he was dressed. He has on a blue plaid jacket over a grey T-shirt and black jeans.

      “Come on. Let’s get you dressed.”

      With his help, I found my feet, and he wrapped me in a towel.

      “Can you walk?”

      “I think so, yes.”

      But as I stepped toward him, I staggered and fell on him again. He caught me and, without a word, hauled me into his strong arms. When I was leaning against him in the shower, skin against skin, I could feel his defined pecs and abs, but now that I was in his arms…

      “Wow. You’re strong,” I blurted out.

      He chuckled. “Thanks. I work out. Which way is your bedroom?”

      “Upstairs. The one with the dreamcatcher.”

      “Okay,” he said, grunting and panting as he carried me up the two flights of wooden stairs to the second floor. My vision blurred again, and I tucked my face into his shirt. I couldn’t help but inhale the scent of him. He smelled like a boy, lemons, laundry powder, and something else I couldn’t place. He moved me and set me down. My bottom touched something soft. I looked around and realised we were in my bedroom. I was sitting on my bed in my towel, and Talys was rifling through my closet.

      “I… I can dress myself.” I pulled my towel around my body and went to the dresser drawers to grab some underwear and leggings. From the closet, I grabbed my former school hoodie. I stood in the middle of the floor and looked up at the boy I hardly knew, who had rescued and cared for me.

      But I didn’t know him, despite the fact that I had been pressed against him naked in the shower. My cheeks heated at that thought.

      “Do you mind?”

      “What?” he asked, turning from admiring the posters in my bedroom. They were pop stars and TV shows I liked. His hand was on the stack of books on my desk. Titles I don’t remember buying.

      “Um.. do you mind just stepping out for a moment so I can, um… get dressed.”

      “Oh! Yes. Sorry. Are you okay?”

      “Yes. Thanks, Talys.” Still flushed bright beet red as he quickly stepped out of the room and shut the door, I dressed as quickly as I could manage.

      Once dressed, I opened the door, but Talys wasn’t standing outside.

      “Talys?”

      “In here,” he replied. I followed his voice to the door at the end of the hall. Wasn’t that door closed? My head was still fuzzy. I poked my head into the room and realised he was in my sister’s room.

      Natalia’s room.

      My missing sister. My sister, who might have tried to kill me…

      “What are you doing in here?”

      He was standing with his back toward me, looking at a series of photos on Natalia’s bedroom wall. She had a pinboard with pictures of her friends, boys she had dated, and ribbons she’d won from school sports competitions, with images of girls on the ribbons holding hockey sticks. Hockey. Did Natalia play hockey? I couldn’t remember.

      “Your sister is pretty,” he said.

      “Thanks. I don’t think we should be in here, though. I think we should call the police instead.”

      He froze and spun around fast.

      “Oh, yeah. Your sister is missing. You were hit over the head. It’s a crime scene.”
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