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      Ty was going to die. I would see to it. This was my last day in Egypt, and I still hadn’t bought a single souvenir. In fact, we spent most of spring break on a boat or at the beach. Not that there was anything wrong with the beach. The Red Sea was gorgeous, but I was in Egypt, and we’d spent only one day checking out the pyramids. One. And now Ty was MIA with a note that told me to catch a cab to the market and buy my junk. His word, not mine.

      I flopped onto the very hard mattress. This was so unlike Ty. He rarely left me to my own devices. Certainly not in a foreign country that had scored number one in sexual harassment rates. And pepper spray was illegal.

      Where on earth did he go?

      I shouldn’t be upset that he wanted to go out on his own. It’s bad enough that my twenty-two year-old brother had to take care of me when he should be in college having the time of his life. He became my caretaker when my parents were murdered and we were sent to live with Gran.

      It wasn’t fair to him. I’d tried to tell him I could take care of myself, but he said sixteen was too young. I had Gran, but he said that didn’t count because she couldn’t really take care of me. Maybe he’d have to come up with a different argument when I turned seventeen. Lots of seventeen-year-olds take care of themselves, right?

      I rolled over onto my side. Somehow, living alone with Gran scared me less than being alone in Egypt.Going out by myself wasn’t something I did very often, let alone in a foreign country.

      I always had my best friend, Nora, with me. Or my boyfriend Kole. Or Penny and Scarlett. I never had to be alone.

      Knowing Ty, he was probably at a business meeting of some kind. He took his job very seriously. As serious as a diving videographer could. Regardless, he had meetings all the time. I snuck into one once. What a snoozer. They talked about figures and percentages. It was altogether too much math for me.

      I opened the curtains and stepped onto the dusty balcony. Below me, cars wove in and out of one another like a school of fish, and the drivers laid on the horns. A lone man in a long gray dress, or galabaya as they call them here, strolled through the chaos. I held my breath for him. He was unsteady on his feet, and the cars brushed by him. He stumbled as a truck piled high with mattresses passed him. He got to the other side and I let out a breath.

      I might head to the market today, but there was no way in hades I was about to cross a street. Part of me loved the craziness of Egypt, but I also longed for the logic and calm of my home in Michigan.

      I watched the man for a little bit longer. His reward on the other side of the street was a cart with hundreds of oranges. He poked and prodded them and finally plucked out one that fit perfectly in his hand. He glanced over to the woman who ran the fruit stand. She was arguing with another man. I had no idea what was being said, but it involved a lot of hand gestures.

      The man who crossed the road tucked the orange into a pocket and waddled on down the street. I smirked. That man had a death wish as the woman who ran the fruit stand was now beating the other man with a reed.

      I strolled back inside and steeled myself. I could go out on my own. Be brave.
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      After a death-defying cab ride to Khan el-Khalili, I arrived at the market. I spoke no Arabic and was a lone girl. One of the only ones without my head covered. This was going to be a disaster.

      I took two steps forward, falling in with the crowd. So far so good. The cars behind me still honked, and the crowd around me buzzed with various Arabic phrases. Body odor hung heavy in the air, but it disappeared when I hit the spice market.

      The crowd had dispersed some, and the air was rich with spices. I hurried down the alley, excited for the first time since I woke up and discovered Ty was gone.

      I felt like I’d stepped back in time a thousand years. Men and women wore traditional dress, and the spices lay piled into cones on top of large barrels. Colorful lamps hung from the cloth ceilings. Small alleys opened to more small alleys. Every kind of merchandise could be found—from brightly colored cloth to cell phones.

      I drained nearly my entire spending allowance, mostly buying magnets and other trinkets. I had no clue where I was in the market, but I didn’t care.

      Some boys at the coffee shop catcalled me, but I couldn’t understand a word they said, so it didn’t feel as ominous as it probably should have.

      I ducked into a small shop with ancient trinkets and was drawn to the back to shelves that held hundreds of glass bottles of every shape and size. I crouched down to the bottom shelf to examine what looked like perfume bottles. They might be good for my friends.

      I picked up a pretty green one and held it up to the light. A smoke-like substance swirled within, giving an almost magical appearance. It would be perfect for Nora. I could probably get some for Scarlett and Penny too.

      “How much?” I asked the wizened old shop keeper in a faded blue galabaya.

      “For you, beautiful lady. Five pounds.” Fifty cents? How many were there? I could sell them in our booth back home where Gran and I sold stained glass window ornaments. These bottles were worth far more than fifty cents each.

      I could only find ten bottles total. They were all different colors. My favorite was a midnight blue one with a sparkling fog. It was as if someone bottled the night sky. I wanted to open one, just to see what would happen, but I was afraid the man would get mad at me.

      Loaded down with my purchases, I wove my way through the throngs of people and flagged down a cab.

      I’d done it.

      But I was still going to kill Ty for leaving me alone.
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      I flung open the door and yelled, “I’m home!”

      Not that anyone would respond.

      Gran was mute, and the cats were probably asleep upstairs on my bed. The house greeted me like an old friend—with the colored light reflecting off the stained glass windows and the smells from the kitchen. I dropped my carry-on, flung off my Chucks, and followed the scent of red velvet cake. My favorite.

      I’d only been gone a week, but I expected the house to look different or something. Travel did that to me. Every time I visited a new place, I felt like I came back different, but my surroundings were the same. Black fur still covered the couch and loveseat with the sad blue throw pillows, and the scratched-up coffee table hadn’t moved an inch. With the exception of the cat hair, the tiny room was spotless. Gran probably scrubbed it down the second we left.

      I pushed open the swinging door to the small kitchen. Sitting on the square table with mismatched chairs was a plateful of cupcakes covered in fluffy cream cheese frosting. I didn’t waste any time. I plopped down and shoved one into my mouth. Oh, heaven. I swallowed and licked frosting off my finger.

      The food in Egypt was decent, but their desserts were awful. Though, even if they’d been good, no one could quite match Gran’s cupcakes.

      A thud sounded outside the kitchen door, and Ty stomped in, looking angry. I’d left the luggage to him. He didn’t pull mad off very well. He had one of those model faces with full lips, perfect cheekbones, and a strong jaw, so his angry face usually made most girls swoon. As his sister, it didn’t affect me, but he still looked like he was posing for an Abercrombie ad instead of glaring.

      “Thanks for your help, Liv. Did you haul back bricks from the pyramids?” He shook out his hands.

      “I wish. Here have a cupcake.” I shoved one in his face, hoping to distract him. No one could resist them.

      “Can you tell Gran that you have a new favorite?” Ty asked through a mouthful. “Don’t get me wrong. The red velvet is amazing, but I’d love chocolate sometimes. With peanut butter frosting.”

      Gran liked me more than Ty. It drove him nuts because usually it’s the other way around. Everyone loved Ty with his carefree attitude and quick smile. My BFFs sometimes came over just to talk to him. Well, Scarlett and Penny did. Nora seemed immune to his charms. Ty got irritated when we left the twins with him.

      I shrugged and grabbed another cupcake before retrieving my suitcase and dragging it upstairs. It thumped on each step. If Gran didn’t know we were home before, she did now.

      I might have gone overboard on the souvenirs, but to be fair, I planned on selling at least half of the stuff in our booth at the Glittering Goddess. Most of the items in our booth were my or Gran’s art, but Gran often bought stuff cheap at the flea market and resold it.

      Heels clicked on the floor behind me. Gran approached, wearing pearls and a form-fitting beige silk dress. The woman neared eighty and still dressed better than everyone in our tiny town. She looked damn good too. She’d fit in more on the streets of New York than she did here. She liked to stay home most of the time, but I’d never seen her dress less than perfectly. She held her hands out, and I rushed into her arms. She smelled like Gran. Expensive perfume and new clothes.

      Gran was a mystery. After Mom and Dad were murdered, when I was ten, she showed up at the funeral, with a letter in hand for our attorney. We’d never met her before, but she was our maternal grandmother. I always wanted to ask her why Mom never talked about her, but that was a mystery I’d probably never solve.

      She never uttered a word. I knew she was capable of writing things down, but she rarely did. She communicated with gestures sometimes, but mostly she just listened to us.

      At first, I was scared of her. But three days after we came into her home, she led me out to her workshop and taught me how to work with glass. It was the perfect outlet for a grieving ten-year-old, and it wasn’t long before I was spilling all my fears and dreams in that workshop. Gran was the perfect listener.

      She let go of me and stared with her penetrating gaze. For some people that gaze would be terrifying, but to me, that was Gran asking me to tell her about my trip.

      “I missed you. Egypt was incredible. I got good stuff for our booth, so I’ll take it over there later. Right now I’m going to dump my stuff and go see Kole. I promise to tell you everything tomorrow.”

      Gran didn’t respond. She couldn’t, but she narrowed her eyes. She didn’t like Kole.

      That was my fault though. I told her everything. I couldn’t help myself. When we worked in the shop together, my mouth ran. Since she couldn’t speak, there was never any place where she could interrupt or pass judgment, and before I knew what happened, I told her way too much. Like how Kole always pushed me to go further than I was comfortable with when we made out. Or how he was possessive and jealous when I went out with friends or talked to other guys.

      I knew he was an ass sometimes, but he was my ass, and I loved him anyway. My friends were always trying to get me to dump him, but I could never quite bring myself to do it. In spite of his faults, he was loyal and sweet. He was always there for me when I needed him.

      I backed away and sneezed. Spring was here.

      Gran handed me a tissue. I kissed her on the cheek and pushed open the door to my room. She clicked on down the hall. Probably to make sure we didn’t make a mess in her kitchen. Too late.

      My room was exactly as I left it. Clothes all over the bed and Chucks scattered on the floor. Just before we left, Ty told me I was only allowed two pair. Two! And last minute as well. I couldn’t make a decision that fast. I took my black Chucks and the ones I painted just for Egypt—pyramids and palm trees. I wanted to take my red, blue, and gold pairs as well, but Ty sat in my room and watched me pack. I tried tossing shoes at him, but he just threw them back. I had a bruise to prove it too.

      I left my suitcase by the door and sat down at my vanity.

      “Hey, Mom and Dad,” I said and gave the necklace that hung from the mirror a kiss. It’s all I had left of them. I pulled out a few tickets from my adventures and slid them onto the mirror. They fit right in with the temple tickets from Thailand, the zoo tickets from Australia, and the volcano tickets from Hawaii—all diving locations where Ty had to work. He took me along once a year. It wasn’t enough. Someday I planned to travel the entire world.

      At the top of the mirror was the last family picture we ever took. I was ten. Now I looked just like my mom, with the same long black hair, pale skin, and bright blue eyes. Everyone told my mom she had gorgeous eyes. I get the same thing. Though most of the time it’s “Wow, you have such pretty eyes. You should wear makeup. They’d look amazing.” Except I knew they wouldn’t. I’d tried a little in middle school, but I looked just as plain with makeup as I did without, so I didn’t even bother. Besides, who has time for that? Mom did. She looked perfect every day. Then a crazy woman decided she wanted to be Mom’s best friend and tried to be her. She got plastic surgery and everything, so she looked just like Mom by the time she murdered her and Dad.

      Ty had been sleeping over at a friend’s house. The woman broke into our home in middle of the night and slit their throats while they were sleeping. I didn’t even know they were dead until I bounced onto their bed the next morning and found them lifeless.

      I didn’t feel terror from the blood or their deaths. That came later. The first thing I felt was the fear of being alone. I didn’t know what to do. I ran out to the street screaming and covered in blood. It was early, maybe six on a Sunday. No one was out. I felt like my world had ended and I was utterly alone. Eventually, a neighbor found me and called the police. It probably wasn’t more than a few minutes, but it felt like forever.

      Ever since that day, I can’t stand being alone. I’ve got to be with people. People are safe. Even when they’re not.

      A head nudged my foot, and Rio hopped into my lap. She loved me more than New York and London, though all three slept with me. That’s why when Gran wanted to redo my bedroom last year, I insisted on a black comforter. Black fur covered our entire house.

      The city said we’re only allowed three cats, and Ty wouldn’t let me break the law. Spring was here though, and that meant kitten season was coming. If I hid one in my room, Ty wouldn’t even have to know.

      What to name him? I looked at the map on my wall that had the cities I wanted to visit. Tokyo. That would be his name. Oh, this was bad. Ty didn’t stand a chance. Somehow Tokyo would become a part of our family. I’d see to it.

      Ty went to cities like that sometimes, but he didn’t take me. Mostly because they were shorter businessy trips. Someday, I planned to sneak along with him to New York. So far, I’d been unsuccessful.

      I popped open my suitcase and pulled out my jeans and t-shirts and the two pitiful pairs of Chucks. Then I examined my wares.

      My favorite find was the tiny glass bottles. Some were skinny, some fat, and I even found a couple square ones. Each had a glass stopper and some sort of liquid or gas swirling around. They were magical to watch. I’d bring gifts along when my friends and I got together later.

      I slipped on my flowered low tops and ran back downstairs, missing a step and nearly falling down the last three. My knee slammed into the wall. I rubbed it and hobbled to the door.

      “I’m going out,” I yelled just before shutting the door, limping only a little bit. The air here was cooler than Cairo, but spring was on its way. No more coats and snow. At least I hoped no more snow. At the end of my street, I changed my mind. I could see Kole later. I really wanted to see Nora. We rarely got time to hang out without the twins, and I really missed her.

      We lived in Grand Haven, Michigan, less than three miles from Lake Michigan, which meant that in April, snow could still happen. Considering that the tulips and hyacinths were starting to bloom, I was optimistic that winter was over. The air smelled clean and green. Even the birds were chirping, and bees buzzed around the flowers. Usually, I wasn’t this cheerful, but the euphoria from my vacation still lingered.

      I strolled down the street and admired the trees starting to sprout yellow-green leaves. Everything felt new. When I left a week ago, the grass was still brown.

      The houses on my street were tiny two-bedroom craftsman homes built in the fifties. Most people put dormers on them in the seventies and eighties, so two-bedroom homes became four. I loved our cozy little house with its dormers.

      Nora lived two streets over. Her house was newer, maybe built in the eighties, but not any bigger. It certainly didn’t have the charm our home had. Though that might be because of Gran. Half our windows were colored glass with flowers or birds. She kept our home nice.

      Nora would be surprised to see me this early. We were supposed to have a six-hour layover in Chicago, but Ty managed to get us on an earlier flight. I felt a little guilty. I should surprise Kole instead, but Nora would be better company than he would be. The plan was to meet everyone at Scarlett and Penny’s place at eight tonight so I could tell them about my trip and distribute gifts. Now I had all afternoon to hang with Nora.

      Kole and I had been together almost two years. Most of the time, Kole was easy. He didn’t mind that I never wore a skirt or when I’d rather stay home and watch a movie instead of going to a party. Though he preferred staying in as well. He called it our make-out time. At the moment, I didn’t really want make-out time.

      I walked right into her house. Her parents were never home, and I didn’t remember the last time one of us knocked. All the lights were off, giving the house a spooky feel. When Nora was home alone, she never came out of her room. I raced up the stairs.

      I cracked the door open and poked my head in.

      At first, I didn’t understand what I saw. Stuffy air hung heavy in the room. The wooden doorway scratched at my hands as I gripped it. Nora was on her bed, but she wasn’t alone. Kole lay next to her, his lips on hers. His hands gripped her hair, and she clutched at the belt loop of his black skinny jeans.

      Anger burned in my stomach. After everything I’d put up with from him. All the possessiveness and jealousy. All the times I just wanted to snuggle and he wanted more. All the times I nearly broke up with him, but didn’t. He told me he loved me. How could he do this?

      I cleared my throat.

      Nora jerked her head, her long blonde braid whipping Kole in the face. Her face paled when she saw me. My vision blurred with anger or tears, I couldn’t tell which.

      “Liv. What are you doing home?” she asked, blinking those hazel eyes at me. Kole hadn’t moved, his hand still pressed against her back. Rage slowly built in my chest. The urge to scream came, but I couldn’t.

      I raced down the stairs like a coward, blinking back tears. My throat closed, and I wondered if it was possible to be allergic to betrayal. If I ended up in the hospital like I had when I ate shellfish in Thailand, it would serve them right.

      At least I’d kept it together in her room.

      Kole and Nora.

      Kissing.

      Maybe they’d even had sex. Oh gosh, I was going to puke. Anger and hurt swirled together in my chest. Anger at Kole. Hurt by Nora. In some ways, I always kind of expected something like this from him, but Nora was my very best friend. How could she do this to me?

      I hit the cool spring air, swallowing my sick, and headed toward the beach. It was an hour walk. I couldn’t go home and risk Ty asking me a million questions. For the first time in years, I wanted to be alone.

      I barely cleared Nora’s yard when Kole called from behind.

      “Liv, wait. Please.”

      I didn’t.

      He caught me anyway. Damn long legs.

      I shrugged off his hand but looked up at him. I wanted him to see what he’d done. The tears he caused. His dishwater blonde hair hung in his eyes. I wanted to tear it all off his head. Hatred like I’d never known clouded my brain.

      “What?” I asked, wiping away the tears. I searched his face for remorse, but I found none.

      “I’m really sorry. Nora and I were practicing with the band, and I missed you. Things got out of hand.” His gray eyes pleaded with me. He was not getting away with acting sad. Those eyes were not sincere.

      My rage boiled over. “Out of hand?” I shrieked. “I was gone for one week. One. You couldn’t keep it in your pants that long?”

      Nora caught up to us still stunning with her inch-long lashes and pouty lips. I used to admire her flawless beauty. Now I hated it.

      “We didn’t have sex,” she said.

      I threw my hands in the air. “Oh, so that’s supposed to make it better? You didn’t have sex. Sure, you can kiss my boyfriend all you want.”

      Kole reached out and stroked my cheek, his eyes boring into mine. “It’s not a big deal. We just kissed and only once, I swear.”

      Nora wouldn’t meet my eyes. I took two steps back from him.

      “Nope. That’s a lie. We’re through.” Then I looked right at Nora. “And Nora. We’re no longer friends. For the record, he’s not worth it.” Her betrayal hurt worse than his.

      I turned and ran. They didn’t bother following. I knew I’d come home from Egypt a changed person, but I had no idea that meant I’d be single and down one BFF.

      I should’ve stayed there.
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      London woke me up the next morning, trying to suffocate me. He’s the one I think really hates me. He always sleeps right next to my head, and this wasn’t the first time he’d tried to curl up on my face. He yowled an angry tune when I pushed him off the bed. New York lay next to my feet, and Rio was on my stomach. At least they were still loyal. It was hard to even know who to trust anymore.

      Sleep crusted my eyes from tears, and an empty ice cream tub perched on top of the books on my nightstand. I half-expected to see Ty asleep next to me, but he must’ve gone to bed too after I cried myself to sleep.

      Red velvet crumbs dotted my blanket. Gran was going to kill me. I didn’t see her when I got home. Of course Ty came in and spent most of the evening telling me all the creative ways in which he was going to kill Kole. He brought in the tray of cupcakes and the ice cream. Best brother ever. Then he made me a playlist with at least fifty songs about revenge.

      My heart still hurt, but at least I had him. He was proof there were good guys out there. Kole was one of the crappy ones. I knew that before, but he’d been comfortable and there. I’d find a better one. But maybe not until after I graduated. Just because I didn’t have a boyfriend didn’t mean I was alone. I had Ty and Gran. Scarlett and Penny too, but their mom kept them so busy that it was difficult to see them more than a few hours a week outside of school.

      A few tears leaked out. Kole and I had planned on moving to New York when we graduated. He was going to find a band to play drums for, and I was going to open an art studio somewhere other than a sleepy tourist town. I’d just have to do it on my own. Maybe I’d apply to art school. I wasn’t really planning on going to college, but the future was different now.

      Maybe different wasn’t so bad. Change was good. Maybe I could travel and not feel guilty. Kole didn’t want to travel.

      I clutched at my sheets. I’d given Kole everything. My love. My v-card. My heart. I couldn’t take any of that back. Yeah, I was done with boys for a while. I searched for my phone. I’d turned it off because I didn’t want to hear from either Kole or Nora.

      Nora.

      I tried not to think about her. Losing Kole was one thing. I could grieve our relationship, and sure, it hurt, but it wasn’t overwhelming. The second I thought about Nora, I felt like I was going to suffocate.

      She was something entirely different, and I couldn’t even begin to comprehend what that meant. Nora and I joked that we were soul mates. Two halves of one whole. We’d been friends since I moved in six years ago after my parents died. She’d taken me under her wing—a scared ten year old girl transplanted from Chicago. Without her even realizing it, she helped make my world brighter. I didn’t even tell her about them until nearly a year later. She’d been so great about just going with it when I got suddenly weepy or something. She never pried.

      The betrayal was too much. Kole may have crushed my heart, but she shattered it. I had to focus on Kole. He, I could heal from. Nora’s pain was easier to shut out altogether.

      My phone sat on my vanity, and I scrambled to grab it, the cats scattering. I turned it on and waited for the thousands of notifications. Mostly from apps like YouTube and Instagram. I popped a piece of cinnamon gum to wash out the dryness that comes after a night of tears. The flavor flooded my mouth, and I realized I was starving. The tray that held the cupcakes was sitting on the floor. Empty. Damn.

      The phone twittered on. Twenty-two messages.

      All from Scarlett and Penny.

      Not a single message from either Kole or Nora.

      Wow. So much for remorse. It was like they didn’t even care that they hurt me. How could Nora do this to me?

      Another message came in from Scarlett while I tried to read the others. Girl. You’re dead. You have to be if you aren’t responding. We’re coming over and Penny is going to work her magic and revive you. Or just figure out who killed you so we can gut them.

      I sent her a message last night telling her I was tired and didn’t want to come over, but I didn’t tell her about Kole and Nora. Scarlett wasn’t one to threaten and not follow through. I had maybe twenty minutes before she showed up. If Ty was in the living room or kitchen, it’d buy me another ten minutes, maybe longer, because both Scarlett and Penny would want to get their Ty fix, and who I was to deny them that? I definitely had time for a shower.

      I jumped up and crushed a box under my feet. Crap. It was a Guia La Bruna box. Gran.

      I opened the lid and found three new underwear sets. One pale blue, one mint green, and one black. Gran had been buying me expensive bras since my twelfth birthday when I whined to her that I was the only girl in sixth grade who wasn’t wearing a bra. Not that I needed one. Heck. I barely needed one now, something I lamented over quite often.

      I hadn’t a clue how she knew what size, but they always fit perfectly. I almost croaked two years ago when I finally broke down and googled Guia La Bruna. Some of their bras cost more than the entirety of my wardrobe. I supposed she bought me the underwear because I wouldn’t wear any of the other expensive clothes she left in my room. She stopped trying when she realized I never wore anything but t-shirts and jeans.

      I took out the black set and headed to the shower. I stopped at my vanity and opened the box with the bottles I brought back from Egypt. I needed to pick ones for my friends. I took out a skinny purple one for Penny and a squat blue one with an intricate design for Scarlett.

      I wanted to keep one for myself. Which one to choose?

      In the back of the box, nestled deep in the padding, was a clear bottle with swirling black smoke. It was the only one that I could tell had colored smoke. The others might have colors but it was hard to see. I slid the bottle back into the box. Maybe not that one. There was something sinister about it. It almost felt oily in my hand.

      The midnight blue one drew me in. I loved the color and the dreamlike quality it had. This was supposed to be for Nora. I pulled out the tiny glass stopper and tipped the bottle into my left hand. Nothing came out. I peered in the tiny opening. There was something definitely in there, but it wasn’t leaving the bottle. It smelled like a hookah bar.

      My phone chirped again, reminding me I only had a few minutes. I sat the bottle down and escaped into my bathroom. Say what you want about this tiny house, but a bathroom in my room was heaven sent. Whoever designed the upstairs knew what they were doing.

      I stepped into the shower and let the steamy water run over me. I really wanted it to wash away my anger and hurt, but that settled in my heart. Part of me wondered if I trashed Kole’s truck or threw a rock through Nora’s window, if I would feel better. That’s what some people did, right? Not me though. Too often I just swallowed my anger and moved on. I didn’t know how to move on from this though. Again, if it was just Kole, I’d be fine. Nora would’ve spent the night and planned revenge. But it was her.

      I dried off and slipped on my new bra and underwear. The bra fit perfectly and was edged with lace, but not itchy. The underwear barely covered my backside, but was still classy. Kole would’ve liked it.

      I clenched my fists. Kole was never going to see it. I wrapped a towel around my hair and stomped out to my closet. I grabbed a t-shirt Penny bought me last year that said “Kiss This” and dug around the pile of clothes on the floor for my skinny jeans.

      The hookah bar smell still lingered, but much stronger. A light breeze blew across my back. That was odd. I spun around, fully expecting to see Scarlett and Penny.

      I froze.

      Standing in front of me was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. And I’d seen a lot. All of Ty’s diving buddies were hot, and I frequently appreciated them from afar. The man in front of me was exotic. His shaggy black hair fell into his dark eyes with lashes even Nora would envy. A five o’clock shadow covered his jaw. He looked like a rock god.

      My mouth dropped open. Then I remembered I was standing there in nothing but a bra and underwear. I ripped the towel off my head and attempted to cover myself.

      “I’m not wearing any clothes,” I said stupidly.

      He grinned, showing adorable dimples. Then he tugged at the hem of his linen shirt and pulled it over his head, holding it out for me.

      He had ripped abs and defined pecs, but had loose fitting pants that hung low on his hips. His feet were bare. I tore my eyes away from his abs that begged to be touched, took the shirt, and pulled it over my head. It smelled like the streets of Egypt.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, slinking into my closet. He stood too near the door for me to run out of the room. It wasn’t unusual to have strangers in our house. Ty had friends from all over the world who came to stay, but usually he gave me a heads up.

      The man didn’t answer, just cocked his head and creased his eyebrows like he was confused or something.

      Hot or not, he was in my room, and I was half-naked. His eyes smoldered at me even in their confusion.

      I grabbed a shoe and threw it at him. He ducked.

      “You’re in the wrong room. Ty’s room is down the hall.”

      He blinked at me and didn’t move. Maybe he didn’t speak English or something.

      “Get out!” I yelled.

      “As you wish,” he replied in an almost sing-song voice and disappeared.

      I blinked. Boy he moved fast. I ran to the door and looked down the hallway. He was gone.

      I slammed my door and leaned against it, my breath coming in rapid bursts. My heart raced, but I couldn’t tell if it was fear or desire. That perfect chest. It was all I could do not to reach out a hand and touch him.

      He clearly did not belong in my room, but the way he looked at me. With those eyes. Part of me wanted to get dressed and interrogate Ty about him, but then mortification set in. He saw me in nothing but my underwear.

      I couldn’t face him without blushing.

      Time to move in Scarlett and Penny.
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