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For the husband. 
Dude, I like really, really, really love you. 
You’re smart, you’re kind, you’re funny, you’re weird, and you’re hot. 
I hit the jackpot. 
You also have a GREAT ass. So bonus points for that. 
Anyway, I love you so fucking much, so I’m dedicating another book to you. 
xoxo
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  CHAPTER ONE


Eli


Telling a neurosurgeon he could take his price tag and shove it up his scrawny ass was NOT the best way to guarantee he didn’t “slip” and slice your medulla oblongata with his scalpel. So I kept my mouth shut as I waved goodbye and thanked him for absolutely fucking nothing. Just like I did every time I came to his office. 
I wanted to flip off his receptionist, too. Tell them all to go fuck themselves.
A guy shouldn’t go broke in order to fucking survive. I shouldn’t go up to my fucking eyebrows in debt in order to keep my vision. 
What the actual fuck?
It’s not their fault. It’s the system’s fault. It’s a broken system.
Yeah, and my health insurance was nonexistent, so the neurosurgeon had to charge me my monthly rent plus a limb for a visit and a checkup. And those scans to see how big the tumor was … I could get a first-class ticket to Bora Bora for that. Well, maybe not first-class, but definitely a window seat in business class.
And don’t even get me started on that surgery price tag. Who besides fucking Elon Musk could afford to pay that without taking out a second mortgage or raiding their kids’ college fund?
And since I had no kids or their college funds to raid, or a fucking mortgage, I was really up a fucking creek, paddleless, with a giant hole in my hull, a bailing bucket the size of a spoon, and rapids up ahead.
Clenching my teeth hard enough I was probably going to have to spend even more money at the chiro to fix my jaw—or at the very least the dentist to give me a crown—I shoved open the door to the clinic and winced when the sun tried to burn my retinas. 
I’d say “life wasn’t fair,” but I’d learned that a long fucking time ago. 
Life was shit most of the time. 
The world was shit. 
And people were shit. 
If you were super fucking lucky, once in a while you’d meet a decent human or something good might happen to you. But for me, those moments were rare. 
Making my way down the sidewalk of the business complex, I peered into all the other businesses. I needed something to distract me. Something to take my mind off how just damn hopeless I felt. 
I could wake up blind tomorrow thanks to the tumor in my brain, and I wouldn’t be able to get the surgery because I simply couldn’t afford it. 
I lobbed a heavy sigh and shoved my hands into the front pockets of my jeans as I stopped in front of a pet store to admire the fish swimming around in the tanks, waiting for someone to come buy them and take them to their new forever home. 
A couple of elderly women sat in salon chairs getting their white hair coiffed inside the hairdresser next door, and people—mostly families—sat at booths inside Linda’s Diner on the corner having lunch. 
My stomach grumbled at the thought of lunch. 
I threw on my sunglasses but kept looking through the window of the diner. The smell of fried food filled the air, and my mouth started to water. I’d only lived in Linley Park, Maine, for a little over a year, but I knew well that Linda’s made really good homemade, thick-cut wedge fries. And with their homemade gravy, they were to die for.
The place was packed like it always was. Which was why I’d had to park so far away from the surgeon’s clinic because I couldn’t find any parking right out front. 
Not in a million years did I think I’d wind up in a rinky-dink little coastal town like Linley Park, but here I was. And it was all because the specialist who was monitoring Keith, the tumor in my brain, lived here, having left the hustle and bustle of Manhattan in an attempt to ease himself into retirement.
And since no fucking way did I want to live in Connecticut and risk running into my father or his horrific wife, I decided to just move to where the good doctor lived in the event I one day woke up blind, he could just cut into my brain on his lunch hour.
So now, after nearly a decade of being a nomad, I lived here. In this town. That had only four gas stations.
It just made sense. I hadn’t had a place to call home when I got my diagnosis, so it was just easier to set down some temporary roots until I either located the money for the surgery or went blind. 
I guess the town wasn’t so bad. I found a job easy enough—not that I enjoyed roofing, but I was decent at it and the pay was good. My apartment was cheap and clean, and I could walk to the beach or go off and find some trails to hike. I just hated that everything besides one or two bars shut down by 8 p.m. There were places in Asia and Europe that didn’t even open until nine or ten o’clock at night. Bars and restaurants opened their doors for the late-night crowd and kept the beer and food flowing until the sky started to get light again with the threat of a rising sun. 
But not here. 
Not little ol’ Linley Park. 
Some people called it quaint. I just called it inconvenient.
Looking past my own reflection in the window, I watched all the hungry patrons, wishing I was them and sitting down to a big, juicy—
What the fuck?
I took a step back. Was that tumor pressing on my optic nerve starting to make me hallucinate, too? 
I blinked and scrubbed at my eyes, then opened them and zeroed in on the couple sitting on the inside booth. 
She looked fucking angry. 
But then again, she always looked angry.
Even though I hadn’t seen her in over eight years, I would recognize that scowl anywhere. The rest of her had changed though. The rest of her had changed a lot. 
The guy she was with was rolling his eyes and shaking his head, gesturing with his hands while his elbows rested on the table. He was pleading with her, but the more he did it, the angrier she got. 
With a slam of her palm to the table, she got up, grabbed her purse, and stalked out. 
I hid behind a concrete pillar and watched as she haughtily threw open the diner door, and in dark wash skinny jeans and a black leather jacket with a white T-shirt underneath, she climbed up into a big white Jeep parked right out in front of the diner. 
Since it was a warm May day on the coast of Maine, the sides and roof of her Jeep were already off, and when she turned over the ignition and backed out, then peeled off into the street, her dark brown hair with the thick, bright red streaks in it trailed behind her. 
Before I knew what I was doing, I scrambled to my truck, climbed in behind the wheel, and was pulling out into traffic, racing to catch up with her. 
I managed to make it to the same light she was stopped at but three vehicles behind. 
Even with my windows up, I could hear her music. Some indie alternative rock band I hadn’t heard of. 
The light turned green, and she accelerated. I kept the distance between us, because if she saw me, that scowl would only deepen, and she’d probably try to run me off the road. 
For fifteen minutes I followed her. 
Did she live here?
When the fuck had she moved to Maine from Connecticut? 
I didn’t talk to my dad, so I had no idea what was going on with that side of the family and preferred to stay the fuck out of the loop as it was. 
After four more sets of lights, she pulled into the parking lot of another retail complex, but rather than parking out front, she swung into the back where staff parked. 
I decided to keep my stalker tendencies to a minimum and pulled up to the curb, then unbuckled my belt and sat like an imbecile, watching as she climbed out of her Jeep and walked straight into the back door of a veterinarian clinic. 
Obviously, she worked there, if she was using the staff entrance. 
So she lived here in Maine, then. 
Since when?
Granted, I’d only been here a little over a year, but had we been sharing the same airspace, walking the same trails and going to the same beach for a whole damn year?
Already disgusted with myself and how far I’d gone out of my way to follow her, I climbed back into the driver’s seat, pulled out into traffic and then into the parking lot in front of the vet clinic. 
East Coast Animals Veterinary Hospital. There was a cute picture of a dog, cat and horse beside the hospital name. And below all of that were three names: Dr. Unger, Dr. Chu and Dr. Hartford. 
Holy fucking shit. 
She was a vet. 
Like an actual doctor of veterinary medicine. 
I knew she’d gone to college. That there had been a no-brainer since she had always been smart—not necessarily as smart as me—but she was still smart. 
I started searching her name on social media. 
Never in the eight years since the last time I’d seen her had I ever had even an inclination to see what she was up to. 
I could not have given an ounce of a fuck. 
But now, seeing her, I gave at least an ounce. 
Probably more. 
There were loads of pictures on her social media—mostly of her with animals wearing scrubs that had Dr. Hartford stitched below the name of the vet hospital. Then there were a bunch of her with that guy from the diner, and then a few really old ones with …
I exited out of the window on my browser before my stomach got too tight. 
I couldn’t look at those pictures right now. Not if I wanted to stay out of the pit of depression that inevitably accompanied looking at pictures of Eden—my twin sister. 
Five doors down, and on the corner of the shopping complex, there was a café. I backed out of the parking stall I was in in front of the vet hospital and found a stall directly in front of the café. Against all the voices in my head telling me to go home, I grabbed my laptop from the back seat of my truck, as well as my tablet, and headed into the café. I was still hungry, so I ordered a Southwest steak panini and a medium coffee.
I set up my laptop, brought up the project I’d been secretly working on for the past five years, and dove into my sandwich, making sure to keep at least one eye on the front door of the vet hospital in the event she came out. 
What would I do then?
I had no clue. 
All I knew at the moment was that I hadn’t seen this woman who had been an integral part of my childhood in eight years, and although ultimately we hated each other, the drive to find out exactly what she was up to now fueled me in a way that I couldn’t quite comprehend. 
Alexandra Hartford had been my twin sister’s best friend since kindergarten. She had slept over at my house probably thirty times in thirteen years and sat across from me at the dinner table twice as much. She was in every single one of my classes from kindergarten right through to our senior year, and for thirteen years, she was my mortal enemy. The bane of my existence. The eternal thorn in my side. 
We hated each other. 
Tormented each other. 
I could not come up with one good thing to say about her, even when it was an assignment in an anti-bullying campaign put on by the school. You had to write one positive adjective that described each classmate, then that list would be given to each student to help bolster their confidence and remind them that they had a lot of positive qualities. 
In the end, I’d put Alexandra Hartford can write her name.
Of course, I’d gotten in trouble because that had not been the assignment. We were told to put a single adjective. 
She’d put fragrant down for me, which I knew had been a backhanded way to tell me that I stunk. So in the end I wrote down shiny as a way to tell her that her skin was oily and I could use her face to regrease the chain on my bike. 
We’d never gotten along. Not for even a second. 
So it made the fact that she was my twin sister’s absolute best friend in the entire world a constant bone of contention in our family. Add in the fact that our fathers owned an accounting firm together—and were best friends—and our mothers were best friends, and there had been absolutely no escaping Alexandra, no matter how hard I tried. 
And boy, did I try. 
Most people thought that we’d eventually grow out of our feud, but as we got older, things didn’t get better. 
She was sarcastic and snide. Opinionated and not afraid to argue until she was blue in the damn face. And yet she wasn’t extroverted or loud. 
She preferred to wield her evil silently. 
She was like a fart after turkey chili—quiet, deadly, and something you really didn’t want to be stuck in a room full of people with. 
She’d also been a tomboy who preferred to play sports with the boys and would shoulder-check you just as hard as any guy during touch football or soccer. She was a brute. 
And I hated her. 
And she hated me. 
Unfortunately, though, that brute had gotten hot. 
That didn’t mean she wasn’t still ugly on the inside, though. Whatever had gone down in that diner, she undoubtedly deserved. The guy was probably getting out of dodge after she showed her true colors and went all psycho bitch on him. 
Maybe I should find that guy and go have a beer with him, get the dirt on Alexandra that way. 
I finished my sandwich, sipped my coffee, and brought up the working document on my laptop. 
I had no idea what my plan was, but I knew that despite how much I hated the woman who was probably giving a Doberman an enema right now and enjoying the look of panic on the poor dog’s face, I needed to know more about her. I wasn’t ready to just walk away and not give a fuck. 
Why?
I couldn’t say. 
But I was going to sit there, work on my laptop and watch the door until her Jeep drove away again. 
Then I’d probably follow her some more. 
I growled at how I was behaving. 
This was stalker behavior. One hundred percent. 
But I didn’t give a fuck. 
Alexandra Hartford had, for all intents and purposes, ruined my fucking life. She’d ruined my family and was the reason Eden was …
I squeezed my eyes closed. 
Not right now. 
I’d think about that more when I wasn’t in public. When I was home with my punching bag and could kick the shit out of something that wouldn’t break and cost me a fortune to replace. 
It didn’t matter that she was now, technically, my stepsister. 
First and foremost, Alexandra Hartford was my enemy, and it just didn’t sit well with me that her life was thriving after the way she’d ruined so many others. 
No, Alexandra Hartford needed to pay. Now I just needed to figure out how to make that happen.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Eli

At ten after five, Alexandra’s Jeep pulled out of the parking lot behind the animal hospital, so I raced to my truck and followed her. We didn’t drive long before she was pulling into yet another complex, climbing out, this time with a small duffle bag and a yoga mat.  
Trying to get a little Zen, Alexandra? Balance your chakras and find some peace after all the hell you’ve caused?
I laughed at that thought as I brought up the website for the yoga studio. 
And of course, she was a goddamn teacher there. 
She was scheduled to teach today’s five-thirty flow yoga. 
Drawing in a deep inhale, I parked my truck a few spaces over from her Jeep, a spot that, hilariously, lent me a decent view into the studio lobby. 
She wasn’t in there. 
She was probably changing in the back somewhere. 
I waited, and sure enough, she emerged five minutes later, and my dick betrayed my hatred for her and twitched like a fucker in my jeans. 
She wore tight olive-green yoga capris, a black sports bra, and nothing else. Her hair with the red streaks was tied up into a high ponytail on the back of her head, and thick pieces fell down and framed her face. But it was when she turned around and showed me her back that my dick really woke up. 
She had a massive tattoo on her back. 
A huge tree with cherry blossoms wound up from beneath her pants, all along her left hip, ribs, and shoulder blade. A few branches extended out over her arm. It was made up of gray and pink and no other colors. It was beautiful. 
She was smiling and laughing with the woman behind the reception desk and then warmly greeted people who came in carrying their own yoga mats and shoulder bags. 
By the way her blue eyes glittered and her smile so easily coasted across her face, one might be led to believe that Alexandra wasn’t the reincarnation of the devil himself, but an actual human with emotions and a soul. 
But I knew better. 
She had just perfected the art of faking it and was duping these poor schmucks into thinking she was human. 
All the people in the lobby disappeared through a door, leaving just the receptionist. 
I waited fifteen minutes until I knew the yoga class would be in session, then I got out of my truck and headed inside. 
“Hello,” the cute blonde with brown eyes said, flashing me a flirty smile. 
“Hi.” I tossed on a bit more swagger to my walk as I gave her my own flirty smile and leaned my elbow on the counter. “How are you?”
She batted long, false lashes. “Great. You here for a class?”
“I thought the five-thirty class already started?”
She nodded. “It has, and we don’t accept late arrivals after five minutes. But there is a six-thirty class. Alex isn’t teaching, though. It’s Raven.”
“I’m actually new to yoga, but my doctor recommended it to help me destress, you know?”
The blonde nodded vigorously. “Totally. After I’ve had a rough day with school, I definitely need my sixty-minute freedom flow to help center me again.”
“You’re in school?” She didn’t strike me as jailbait, but then again, Gen Z’s were wearing way more makeup and dressing like adults than I remember my own generation doing. 
“Second year of college. I’m studying to become a dental hygienist.”
Not jailbait but damn close. “That’s a great career. You’ll never not be able to find work.” 
She beamed. “That’s the hope. My boyfriend is premed, so the plan is to just get work wherever he ends up for school and residencies and stuff.”
If they lasted that long. I hadn’t met one couple that had ever gone the distance. Not one. Which was why I didn’t even bother with relationships anymore. Fuck buddies or one-night stands made of Teflon. No clingers. I needed to be able to slide those ladies right off when the night was over. 
“I’m looking for something introductory, you know? Just to try it out. What do you suggest?”
She grabbed a brochure from a stack next to my elbow. “No matter what you choose for your first class, it’s free. We call it our karma class. But if you’re new to yoga and looking for a gentle introduction, nothing too complicated and more relaxing than anything else, then I suggest our candlelight freedom flow. Alex is teaching it tomorrow at five-thirty.” She leaned in and brought her voice down to a whisper. “And in my opinion, she’s the best teacher here.” 
Her eyes darted back and forth as if making sure no other instructors were going to pop out like prairie dogs and accuse her of favoritism. 
Sitting back, she shrugged. “I mean, they’re all great.”
I grinned. “Your secret is safe with me. But tell me, what makes Alex so great?”
The girl’s eyes gleamed. “Well, not only is she like one of the nicest people I’ve ever met, but she’s just a really great instructor. She comes around and helps each person adjust and tweak to reach their full potential. She’s encouraging but doesn’t make you feel bad if you can’t quite reach a certain posture. She gives great alternatives. The way she moves you into each new position is fluid and flawless. She reminds you of your breath constantly, which is so important, because normally I hold my breath when I’m holding a position, and that’s definitely not what you’re supposed to do. And she’s also like crazy bendy. She can put her leg over her head and makes binding look easy.”
My mouth hung open for a second. 
I didn’t blink. 
Sorry, did she just say that Alexandra could put her leg over her head?
And what was this about binding? I didn’t even know was binding was, but I was sure as fuck going to Google it when I got home. 
“There’s a window on the door if you want to take a peek into the classroom,” she offered. “They do it in the dark with LED candles all around. Nobody will be able to see you. It’s a one-way mirror.”
Nodding, I walked over to where she pointed and peered through the cutout of glass. Sure enough, the room was dark, only lit up by the green emergency exit signs and the dozen or so LED candles placed throughout the room on the floor. 
Everyone was facing the opposite wall in what looked like something I could vaguely remember being called warrior pose or some shit. Not that I’d ever taken a yoga class in my life, but if you live long enough, you pick up on stuff. 
I certainly knew what downward dog was. Doggy style was one of my favorite positions. 
I scanned the room for the olive-green pants, black tank top and back tattoo. I was not disappointed when I found Alexandra leading the class, her ass cheeks popping in those pants like two ripe peach halves. 
My eggplant was certainly getting thicker. 
“You need to sign up for the classes since they’re almost always full,” the girl at the front desk said, breaking me out of my trance and getting me to blink, since my eyeballs had been glued to Alexandra’s ass. “Particularly Alex’s classes.”
I returned to the front. “I’d like to sign up for tomorrow’s five-thirty class, please.”
She grinned wide and slid a clipboard with a couple of sheets of paper clipped to it and a pen across the counter to me. “Perfect. If you can just fill out this waiver, then you’ll be all set to join tomorrow.”
I gave her another megawatt smile. “Thanks …”
“Savannah,” she said. 
“I’m Eli.”
“Nice to meet you, Eli. I’m sure you’ll love it here. We’re a very chill group. No judgment. Your practice is yours and nobody else’s. And be sure to let your instructor know if you have any injuries or anything.”
Yeah, I wouldn’t be doing that. But I nodded anyway, took the clipboard over to a bench, and filled it out. 
“Do you have a yoga mat, Eli?” Savannah asked as I went through the personal health and injury history list. 
“I do not.”
“Well, we’ve got some for rent for five dollars, or all our B Mats are on sale for seventy-five, regularly eighty-five.”
“I think I’ll rent one for the first class, see how I like it, then take it from there.” I finished filling out the form, got up, and handed it back to her. “I’ll see you tomorrow, then.”
Her teeth scraped along her bottom lip. “You will.”
Wrapping my knuckles on the counter twice, I winked at Savannah—who was at least ten years younger than me and at the moment making me feel even older—then headed back to my truck. 
Savannah said the six-thirty class was being taught by someone else, so chances were, Alex would be leaving once the class she taught was over. 
Did I stick around and wait to see where she went after that?
Or did I stop being a weird psycho-stalker and head the fuck home?
I stuck around. 
This time, I brought out my tablet and the illustration software program I had. I was deep in my “doodles” when the front door to the yoga studio opened and people began to pour out. 
I put my tablet in the passenger seat and slid down in my own seat behind the steering wheel. 
Alexandra was the second to last person to leave, and she climbed right into her Jeep and took off. 
Like a fucking crazy person, I took off, too, making sure I stayed a solid three cars behind her. 
She drove to the outskirts of town into the industrial area and parallel-parked her Jeep in front of a big picture window of an old red-brick two-story building. It looked like it’d once been a factory of some kind with its big smokestacks on top, but such was not the case any longer. 
I parked across the street, but from where I was, I could see right into where Alexandra got out and headed. A sign overhead said H&J Muay Thai.
No fucking way. 
Did she box?
It was only six-fifty, but the building’s east side was in shadow so I could see in. There were a couple of sparring rings, weights for lifting, punching bags, speed bags, and various other equipment used for mixed martial arts training. 
She nodded and smiled at the guy behind the front desk, took a sip of her water bottle, and set her bag down on the outside of a ring. From there, she reached into her duffle bag and pulled out another sports bra, then tugged it over her other sports bra that she was still wearing. Then she went about bandaging up her hands. There were two other fighters in the ring, and a few guys stood around watching them fight. Every spectator acknowledged Alexandra with a big smile, and a couple of the beefier guys even came in for a hug. 
She laughed and smiled through all of it, swatting a few of the bare-chested ones on the arm or chest. 
Heat flooded my veins when I saw her getting chummy with some of the guys, kind of like she was one of the guys. But it was also unmistakable the way a couple of them looked at her. Stared at her tits and her ass. I could tell, even from across the street, that they wanted her. 
She grabbed a pair of blue boxing gloves out of her bag, and with the help of one of the guys, she strapped them onto her hands.
The hair on my arms stood up, and the heat in my veins intensified until my blood sizzled. A prickling sensation developed on the back of my neck, and that was when I realized I was clenching my jaw extra tight. One of the guys winked at her, and I nearly chipped a fucking tooth.
When the fight in the ring ended, the sparring partners climbed out under the ropes, and Alexandra and one of the guys she’d been laughing with entered. 
They bounced on their feet a few times, laughing and smiling with each other, then they tapped gloves and started to spar. 
She was good. 
Like really fucking good. 
Like scary good. 
The focused look on her face drew me in. I couldn’t look away. 
Every swift lift of her leg, every smooth shift of her hips and swing of her arms, it was like watching someone dance a dance they’d known since birth. 
The scrunch of her brows and the determination in her eyes reminded me of that time in gym class in the eighth grade when we raced around the track and were neck and neck until the bitter end. 
I beat her by half a second. 
And I wouldn’t let her forget it.
Her leg came up, and she kneed her opponent in the chest. He didn’t have time to block but did so after the fact. That opened up his face, and she went at him like a fiend. 
Holy shit. 
She had him against the ropes and was just wailing on him with her fists. He wasn’t able to block her fast enough, and when he tried, she lifted her knee again and got him in the hip or gut. 
Her opponent managed to get off the ropes and back out into the middle of the ring, but Alexandra wasn’t letting him get away. 
He tried to come at her, but she blocked ninety percent of his punches, and I wasn’t sure he made contact with her stomach once. She blocked everything. Was too fast for him. He wasn’t doing so hot. 
But Alexandra was on fucking fire. 
The rest happened so fast that had I been blinking, I probably would have missed it. She went in with a left hook. The guy blocked but not well enough. He was also distracted with that block, which allowed her a chance to come at him with a right cross, get him right across the face, and send him spinning around and falling to the ground. 
Holy fucking shit!
I clutched my face in disbelief. 
She laid him flat. 
Jesus Christ.
Pride surged through me at just how amazing she was. 
Grinning, she removed her mouthguard—I hadn’t seen her put it in but whatever—and turned to say something to the men clapping for her on the outside of the ring. Then she leaned forward and offered her hand to the guy whose ass she’d just kicked and helped him up. 
His scowl just sparked more applause and cheering from the audience. 
If I hadn’t been watching her for most of the day, I’d wonder where the hell that raw anger was derived from, but if what went down in the diner was in fact a breakup, I had a pretty good idea. 
I stuck around a bit longer, wanting to see if Alexandra got back into the ring, but she didn’t. Two more guys climbed under the ropes and started swinging fists, but Alexandra didn’t. 
She didn’t even hit the weights. 
But what she did do was grab a mop and bucket and start cleaning the place. 
And she was still cleaning when the rest of the guys there left, waving at her as they walked out the open door, and even after the guy who’d been behind the counter turned off a few lights and locked the door behind him. 
Alexandra was their cleaner?
What the fuck?
Didn’t vets make decent coin?
This wasn’t adding up. 
I fiddled on my tablet a bit more, drawing and coloring in the images I’d drawn earlier that day and waiting for her to leave. It was almost eleven by the time she turned off all the lights, locked up, and headed to her Jeep. 
I thought about following her home but decided that I’d already stepped way too fucking far into stalker territory already and I wasn’t ready to cross any more lines. 
I’d see her tomorrow at yoga. 
And hopefully by then, I’d know why the fuck I was doing what I was doing and following around my childhood enemy.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Alex

Kicking the shit out of Wayne wasn’t enough. 
Finding my Zen at yoga hadn’t been enough either. 
I wanted to maim. 
I wanted to destroy. 
Where the fuck did Cade get off dumping me a week before we were all set to move in together?
I slammed the door to my apartment and tossed my duffle bag and keys on the kitchen counter, hitting a cardboard box labeled “kitchen shit” in the process. 
And why did my keys hit a cardboard box labeled “kitchen shit”? Because I gave up my apartment and was all packed up with the intention of moving into my boyfriend’s place in a week. 
Correction—ex-boyfriend. Because that motherfucker just dumped my ass.
I wanted to let out a banshee scream, but I had neighbors, and they already didn’t like the fact that I hit the punching bag at seven in the morning every day. 
But fuck them! I wasn’t going to be here for much longer—since the landlord had zero problems re-renting the place—so even though it was after eleven at night, I screamed at the top of my lungs. “That motherfucker!”
I waited for the stomp from Mrs. Potter upstairs. 
Thump thump thump!
The woman was such a bitch. She had no problem vacuuming at five-thirty in the morning on a Sunday, but God forbid I want to work out for half an hour before I headed to work. 
I wouldn’t miss her one bit. 
I would, however, miss my apartment. 
It was perfect. 
Big windows in the living room that let in all the morning sun, high ceilings, new kitchen cabinets and countertops, an induction stove. 
This place was amazing, and I’d given it up so that Cade and I could take the next step in our relationship. He’d insisted we move into his place since it was a two-bedroom. And at the time, it made sense. So, against the voice in my head telling me it was a bad idea, I gave my notice to my landlord and started planning to move in with a man I’d been dating for over two years. 
Big. Fucking. Mistake. 
Ripping my sports bras off my body—since I needed to wear two when I boxed—I chucked them to the floor in the living room, then peeled out of my leggings as well, adding them to the pile. 
A hot shower would do me some good. 
Of course, I had to go digging for a fresh towel in one of my boxes labeled “bathroom shit,” but eventually I found one. 
As the warm water sluiced over my skin, I leaned forward and rested my head on the shower wall. What was I going to do?
I was effectively homeless in T-minus seven days, and to make matters abundantly worse, I was now dateless for a wedding in San Diego that I had to attend in exactly three weeks. 
And I absolutely could not show up to this wedding without a date. 
Allegra Ruiz was the it girl at our veterinarian school. 
And yeah, we had an it girl in vet school. Stupid as fuck, I know. 
But regardless, she was it. 
Her parents had money, raced horses or something, and she grew up burning hundred-dollar bills in their wood stove to keep warm. Or so I assumed. 
We were frenemies. And since we followed each other on social media, she knew that I had a boyfriend and worked at a vet hospital in Linley Park, Maine, and that I wasn’t nearly as successful as she and her fiancé were with their enormous animal hospital to the stars in L.A. 
Apparently, Allegra and Ford (her husband-to-be) treated pets owned by the likes of Ellen, Lady Gaga and Hilary Duff. 
When the save-the-date and then the invitation came through—last year—I’d been happily dating Cade and RSVP’d yes, thinking that my hunky contractor, business owner boyfriend would be the perfect arm candy for the wedding. I also figured I’d have paid off my student loans by this time and that Cade and I would be living in a big house and be planning our own wedding. 
Yeah, that wasn’t happening. 
None of it. 
Cade’s dad had medical bills he needed help with, which ransacked a lot of Cade’s savings. My student loan debt was still alive and well, and after two and a half years, we were only just now planning to move in together. 
Well, not anymore. 
But still, I couldn’t not go to this wedding.
As much as I’d rather cancel, that voice in the back of my head that sounded an awful lot like Allegra was harassing me. 
You made a commitment. You agreed. You RSVP’d “YES”. We will all talk about you behind your back and troll you on social media if you don’t come. 
Then a voice that sounded like Eden would tell the Allegra voice to shut the fuck up. But Eden’s voice would still ultimately tell me to go, only with more encouraging words. You haven’t had a vacation in ages. You deserve this trip. You deserve to show those bitches all that you’ve become and accomplished. You are not the shy, wallflower they remember. You are a beautiful fucking rose with big-ass thorns and you smell delicious.
Eden had said that to me on more than one occasion when I’d get down on myself about something or my shyness as a kid kept me from doing something. “You are a beautiful fucking rose with big-ass thorns and you smell delicious, now let’s go get some Ben & Jerry’s and watch Saved by the Bell reruns.”
I smiled at one of the many incredible memories I had of my best friend. 
My only real friend. Ever. 
I’d been so lost and lonely after Eden died that when I met Allegra and her clique our first year at PenVet, I clung to the fringe of their group, and the small connection they allowed me, like a limpet to rock on a stormy shore. 
Any idiot could see that they didn’t really think of me as a real friend—or even an equal. I was a target for their teasing and insults. But I didn’t care enough to go find a social group that wasn’t toxic. My heart was too broken to care. They couldn’t break it any more than it already was. I wasn’t alone, but their jabs didn’t really penetrate either. It was safer all around. 
You’re not that person anymore. Eden’s voice rang through my head again. You’re so much stronger. And you shouldn’t have to prove anything to them. But I do think you should go and flaunt your fabulous ass, tits, and the rest of that rockin’ body in front of all of them. You deserve to have fun. And don’t forget that the wedding is an open bar. Take advantage of that shit, girl. 
Even as just a manifestation of my mind, Eden made me laugh. 
But even manifestation Eden was right. I needed to go to this wedding with my head held high. 
But I also couldn’t go alone. I was strong, but I wasn’t that strong. I needed a date, otherwise, I’d never hear the end of it. They’d make my life hell; humiliate me for being dumped by Cade.
Fuck Cade. 
After washing my hair and my body, I turned off the tap, grabbed the towel from the towel bar and tucked it around my body. 
I’d moved to Maine thinking that it wasn’t so far away from my dad in Connecticut that I couldn’t go visit him for a weekend but it was far enough away from my past and my mom that I wouldn’t run the risk of running into anybody I knew or my mother when I went grocery shopping. 
But so far, I wasn’t loving where I lived. 
Yes, it was beautiful, with the forest, mountains and trees behind me and the ocean in front, but no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t get settled. 
A feeling of restlessness continued to bounce around inside me like a pinball. I was never able to just sit and relax. I had a couch I barely sat on, a kitchen table I never sat at, and a Netflix account collecting dust. 
I was just too busy to relax. Between work, teaching yoga and going to spar with the guys at the Muay Thai gym, I had no time to lounge in front of the television and binge the latest shows. Hector at H&J Muay Thai was nice enough to let me spar there for free as long as I cleaned up the place, gave it a thorough mop and wiped it down three times a week. 
I was grateful for the financial reprieve since I really didn’t want to stop going there but also couldn’t afford the hefty monthly fee. 
Well, that wasn’t true. I could afford it, but I was saving like a miser so I could one day buy my own place. It was another reason why Cade and I were moving in together, so we could save in order to one day soon buy. I also still had that pesky student loan debt that I was whittling away at. 
My hair dripped, so I finished drying my body, then wrapped the towel around my hair, wandering out into my apartment naked. 
I already knew my fridge was pretty much empty. So was my freezer. I was trying to not pack up a bunch of food and then struggle to find space for it at Cade’s place. So I’d deliberately kept my grocery shops to a minimum. 
Now I would starve because of it. 
Well, not starve. But I’d probably have to make mac ’n’ cheese with no butter and half the suggested amount of milk because of how little I had to work with. 
I went on the hunt for a saucepot, filled it up and put it on the stove to boil. 
The water was bubbling in ninety seconds, and ironically, after everything I’d been through today—getting dumped and having to put down two different dogs because their poor sweet bodies were riddled with cancer—the fact that I was going to have to say goodbye to my induction stove was what finally brought me to tears. 
Standing there naked in my kitchen, with my hair wrapped up in a big gray towel, with my tits hanging over a boiling pot of water, I sobbed like a baby.
No matter how hard I tried to get ahead, I just constantly felt like I was drowning. Drowning with weights stacked on my shoulders. 
I couldn’t catch a break if it was thrown directly at my face and the size of a damn beach ball with zero wind resistance. 
My salty tears slid into the boiling water as I poured the tiny no-name macaroni noodles out of the cardboard box. 
Then I had to go on the hunt for a spoon to stir it all with. 
I found an enormous stir spoon but nothing else. 
It would have to do. 
My mind drifted back to Allegra and this stupid wedding. 
I thought I’d left the cliques of high school behind when I went to college, particularly a college out of state. But I realized there was no escaping it. The bitches were just different. 
The funny thing was that during elementary, junior and high school, I hadn’t really had to deal with too many catty girls. I was and still am a tomboy, so most of my friends were guys, except for Eden of course. 
Granted, when those guy friends got girlfriends, their girlfriends hated me, but I just stepped back and let the girlfriends ruin the relationship on their own with their unnecessary jealousy, which inevitably they did. 
There was only one guy I couldn’t be friends with. 
The one who made my life a living hell for thirteen straight years, Eli Evans, Eden’s twin brother. 
From the day we all met in kindergarten until the day we graduated, he was a thorn in my side. The bane of my existence. The dark curly pube on the public toilet seat of my life. Okay, that last one was gross and graphic, but that doesn’t make it any less accurate. Not that my life is a public toilet seat … Ugh! 
The fact that I was over at his house having playdates with his sister and then just hanging out as we all got older made it all the worse. 
I put myself in his path of torment. 
I didn’t have a date for prom because Eli circulated it among our entire graduating class that I liked to turn my entire bathroom into a Dutch oven and sit and smell my own farts. He spread the rumor that that was why I smelled so “funky.” When in fact I didn’t smell “funky” at all. But it was enough for guys and girls to follow me around the halls and sniff me and then make cringey faces. 
And then there was the time we had to race each other around the track and field track and I was just about to beat him when he said to me a second before we crossed the finish line, “There’s blood all over your ass. Did you leak through your tampon?” 
How he knew I had my period, I didn’t know. But either way, it tripped me up enough and got in my head that I stumbled and he won. And then that bastard lorded his victory over me for ages. 
My tears had dried up, and my noodles were cooked. 
I drained them in the sink using the lid from the pot, then added a splash of milk and the cheese powder from the package. 
Dinner of champions right here. This was exactly what I needed to be putting in my body after a yoga class and an intense round of boxing with Wayne. 
Well, okay, intense wasn’t the word I would use to describe what it was like sparring with Wayne. He was new to the Muay Thai world and still had it in his head that he needed to take it easy on me. 
That just fueled me to not take it easy on him and kick the shit out of him. All the guys standing around the ring ribbed Wayne good since we all knew he was having a hard time swinging punches at a girl, as the good Southern boy’s “mama raised him right.” He’d learn sooner or later that I was just as capable as the rest of them and not somebody he needed to take it easy on. 
Stirring the mac ’n’ cheese, my mind drifted back to my day. 
Yes, I was upset that Cade dumped me, but I wasn’t going to waste any more tears on that fucker. Especially not after he gave me his reasons why. 
I’d say he was a pussy, but pussies are strong as fuck and push humans out of them. So instead, I’d call him a limp dick. Because that was precisely what he was. A limp fucking dick. 
I needed to tackle my problems one at a time. 
First, I needed to find a new place to live. 
Next, I needed to find a date. 
Cade and I had each taken ten days off with the plan to rent a car and drive across the country to San Diego, hitting all the major US attractions along the way, then we would fly home. 
I still had those days off and the rental car booked. Despite my frugal nature and determination to put every spare penny I had toward paying off my student loans, I had socked away some money specifically for this trip. 
I hadn’t taken any kind of vacation in eight years, not since another boyfriend and I went to Thailand for a month, which was where I fell in love with Muay Thai. 
Not bothering to find another bowl or a smaller spoon, I leaned against the counter and shoveled giant globs of bright orange mac ’n’ cheese into my mouth, blowing on it, but not long enough, and then juggling it with my tongue because it was still too fucking hot. 
I’d never been a patient person. 
Well, not with myself or other people. 
With animals, I had all the time in the world and would gladly sit with a dog or a cat for two hours petting them until they felt comfortable enough to let me examine them or clean their teeth. We were an animal hospital that did not put pets under to clean their teeth, but rather we gave them a mild sedative, spoke kindly and softly to them, and cleaned their teeth while they were awake. Large procedures like extractions and stuff, of course, we put them under, but not for simple cleanings. 
That was another thing. Cade and I were going to get a dog. 
I didn’t have the lifestyle that would be fair to a dog if I lived alone, but with Cade and I together, we could give a pet the love and attention it needed. 
Fucking Cade. 
Maybe I could put out an ad in the local Penny Saver asking for a wedding date, all expenses paid. The guy just needed to be really hot, pretend he was obsessed with me, and agree to hit all the major tourist attractions with me on our road trip so that we could take selfies and load them to social media so our relationship looked real. 
Easy peasy. 
I sucked in a sharp breath when a hot cheesy noodle landed on my left breast. “Fuck.”
Picking it off, I popped the noodle into my mouth, then wiped the cheese sauce off with my finger. 
This was what I had been reduced to. 
Standing naked in my kitchen, eating mac ’n’ cheese out of the pot with a shovel, and picking burning-hot noodles off my breasts. 
A tear slid down my cheek as emotion clawed its vicious nails at the back of my throat and immobilized my jaw. I struggled to swallow down the wad of chewed pasta. 
Not even bothering to finish what was left in the pot, I tossed it into the sink along with the spoon and headed to my bedroom to go and find something to wear. 
I tugged on a pair of loose, flannel pajama pants but then immediately yanked them off when I realized they were Cade’s. 
Motherfucker. 
No way was I wearing these. 
And no way was he getting them back. I’d burn it all before I showed up at his apartment with a box of his crap like some teary-eyed wimp. Burn it all to a fucking crisp.
It took me a while to find my own pajama pants. These ones had little cartoon dogs and cats on them, but they were clean and they were mine. With a black sports bra on, I grabbed my laptop and sat up against my headboard in bed. 
First, find a new place to live. Even if it was shitty. I just needed a place to store my stuff and lay my head at night. 
Second, find a date for Allegra’s wedding. 
I was just punching in Craigslist Linley Park on Google when a notification made my laptop go ping. 
It was, of course, from the blushing bride herself, Dr. Allegra Ruiz. 
I’d gotten at least one of these notifications a day for the past two weeks. It was always something new that she needed her guests to know about the wedding. 
Yesterday, she emailed everyone to let us know that after careful consideration, children were not permitted at the reception, but they could attend the ceremony. I felt bad for the guests who were parents and now had to scramble to find last-minute childcare. 
I understood not wanting to have kids at a wedding, but when you send the invitations out nine months before the wedding, state that preference right off the bat so your guests can make the necessary arrangements well in advance. 
Ugh! She was just so inconsiderate.
I clicked on the notification for today.
 
Hola, everyone, we’re only three weeks away from the big day. How excited are you?
We just want to let everyone know that with the wedding happening so soon and all the expenses that Ford and I have incurred, any no-show guests who RSVP’d “YES” will be billed for their missed meal(s) and unclaimed party favor(s). 
Can’t wait to see you all and dance all night long.
And also, please remember, no mustard yellow, burnt orange or seafoam green clothing, please. Thank you. Kisses. 
Adios, 
Mr. and soon-to-be Mrs. Ford Ruiz-Grady
I stuck my finger in my mouth. 
Gag!
Allegra was literally the worst. 
I exited out of Allegra’s note and brought up Craigslist and apartment listings. 
It was slim pickings. 
I shot off half a dozen inquiries, emphasizing the fact that I was a veterinarian, neat-freak, and pet-free. 
It was past midnight by the time I closed my laptop, only to sit there on my bed, staring at the piles of boxes. 
My life in boxes. 
My bloodlust from earlier had gone down the drain with the bathwater, leaving nothing but hopelessness in its place. 
I didn’t even have a best friend I could call and commiserate with. 
Nobody who I could text and then thirty minutes later they would show up on my doorstep with wine and our boyfriends Ben & Jerry.
I didn’t have a person, because my person—my best friend in the entire universe—was dead, and it was all my fault. 






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


Eli

It was now day two of me hanging out in the café in the same complex as Alexandra’s vet hospital.  
The same barista from yesterday smiled when she saw me and asked me if I’d like the same thing as yesterday. 
Surprised and delighted with such attentive customer service, I said yes before I could say no and that I’d just eaten breakfast. 
I was toiling away on my super-secret project, in a real typing groove with the words just flowing, when a flash of dark blue scrubs walking past the window next to my table caught my eye. 
Dark hair with thick streaks of fire-engine red got caught up in a gust of wind, and she hastily tried to tame her locks as her co-worker, another woman in dark blue scrubs, opened the door. 
I sank down in my seat, grabbed my ball cap from my laptop bag, and pulled it far down over my face. 
She was all smiles, greeting the barista like they were old friends, laughing with a few other café staff, as well as the other vet in scrubs. 
To the average person who didn’t know the real Alexandra Hartford, one might think she was a friendly person with a soul. 
But I knew differently. 
I actually found it kind of comical that she was a vet, since weren’t animals supposed to have a sixth sense about people and go berserk around those with no soul?
Maybe she just shot them with a heavy tranquilizer before they had a chance to really figure out that she was a demon inside the shell of a hot chick with a great ass.
After they placed their order, Alexandra and her colleague stepped to the side to wait for their order. But to the side was actually directly in front of me and well within earshot. It also put Alexandra’s rocking ass—even in scrubs—at eye level. 
Even though I hated her, even though I knew it was wrong, the primal beast inside of me with way too much testosterone and not nearly enough brain cells zeroed in on those cheeks and ogled. 
They looked fucking dynamite in yoga tights, but she still managed to pull off loose scrubs like a boss, too.
Blinking and dropping my gaze from her ass, I tuned out the rest of the world and tuned in to their conversation. 
“So why did he end it?” the woman with blonde hair in a ponytail asked. I would put her around forty-five years old. 
Alexandra cleared her throat. “A multitude of reasons.” She used finger quotes when she said multitude.
“Which are?” the blonde asked with a sarcastic tone. 
“He said he didn’t like the fact that I made more money than him.”
The blonde scoffed. “He’s a contractor.”
“Yeah, but … his business is in its fledgling state, and there’s a lot of competition out there. Plus, he’s had like four guys quit in the last two weeks …”
“Management style?” the blonde asked. “Meaning he has none and people hate him.”
Alexandra merely shrugged. “He said he didn’t like that the majority of the people I hang out with are men—aka the guys at H&J.”
“Dear lord,” the other woman murmured. 
“And he said that it emasculated him how strong and able to kick his ass I am. He doesn’t like the fact that I could beat him up.”
“What the fuck?” the blonde said and thankfully loud enough because I said the same damn thing. 
I held my breath, hoping they didn’t hear me and turned around. 
Thank fuck, they didn’t. 
“Are you kidding me?” the blonde asked, shaking her head. 
Alexandra shrugged. “I mean, I just don’t get how he’s only just now feeling like this. He knew I did Muay Thai when we met. I’ve been doing it for like eight years. And I’ve been a vet for five, again, well before we met.”
“There’s more to it,” the other woman said, stepping forward and grabbing their drinks for them. “Let’s sit. Our next patient isn’t for thirty minutes. We have time.”
Alexandra nodded and the two took the seat behind me, Alexandra taking the chair directly behind me. A floral and spicy scent wafted across my shoulder, and I fought the urge to close my eyes and inhale deeply. 
I hated this woman, after all. I had to keep reminding myself of that. 
“I’m just glad that I didn’t put Cade on my insurance plan as I’d planned to,” Alexandra said. “I mean, and the new plan is a good one.”
I sat up a touch straighter at the mention of medical insurance, my interest piqued.
Just how good a plan were we talking?
I couldn’t see their faces now, so I just had to make up what I assumed their expressions would be. 
I figured the blonde was nodding while pursing her lips. “Really glad. Yeah, I’m happy with the new plan. East Coast Animals Veterinary Hospital is a big enough company, their pockets are deep enough that they can pay to take care of their employees. I nearly fainted when I saw how great the dental coverage is, too. My kid needs braces, so … was not looking to pay for those puppies out of pocket. Xavier Blue Trust is by far the best insurance company out there. And the fact that ECA decided to go with the platinum package …” She let out a whistle. “It’s nice.”
“Yeah, me, too. High premiums but great coverage all around.”
I opened up a new browser menu on my laptop and typed in Xavier Blue Trust Platinum Package.
“I submitted inquiries for six different apartments last night. I’ve heard back from two so far and have plans to go look at them tonight after yoga.”
“That’s good. Onwards and upwards.”
Alexandra groaned. “I just love my apartment. It’s so perfect.”
“I know. But you have complained more than once about the fact that your neighbor upstairs vacuums at like five in the morning. Maybe it’s time to get something on the top floor?”
Alexandra snorted. 
They talked about other things, but I didn’t quite hear them since I was engrossed in what I was reading on the screen. 
Xavier Blue Trust was one hell of an insurance provider. 
Ninety-nine percent of other providers in the US were absolute trash and found loopholes and ways to deny people at every turn. Some of them even deemed pregnancy a pre-existing condition and wouldn’t cover certain things for a woman who was experiencing a difficult pregnancy. A co-worker of mine complained about that very thing since his wife was expecting twins and experiencing a lot of complications. 
Her insurance provider denied her prescription coverage for her insulin since she developed gestational diabetes, as well as the medication she needed to treat her hyperemesis—the same thing that Kate Middleton had with her pregnancies that made her super sick. 
And as roofers we didn’t even have medical insurance, so we either went without or forked over nearly half our paychecks in premiums. 
Which was why I was in the pickle I was in—in desperate need of surgery so that the benign tumor pressing on my optic nerve wouldn’t one day, without notice, render me completely blind. The hospital had outright denied me, since they took one look at my seasonal job in the trades and deemed me essentially destitute and unlikely to ever pay them back for the surgery. 
And with no insurance, I was royally fucked. 
The surgery alone was close to two hundred thousand dollars. Add in recovery therapy, post-op appointments. That’s more than some houses cost.
But the insurance package Alexandra had would cover a large chunk of such a surgery—or so said Xavier Blue Cross’s website. And she had a killer, steady, reliable job. She was a partner in the practice even. 
Hmmm.
I tuned back in to their conversation, the cogs in my brain spinning so fast, had they been the teacups at Disney World, every single person riding them would be wolfing their cookies. 
“I honestly think you should just cancel and not go to this stupid wedding. The bride sounds like a monster,” the blonde vet said. “You can’t let what other people think of you rule the way you live your life. Especially not people from the past who don’t matter.”
“Says the woman who killed herself at the gym for five months so she would look, and I quote, ‘hot as fuck’ at her husband’s high school reunion,” Alexandra countered. 
I was sure the blonde rolled her eyes. “That was for Howard, not for me.”
“Sure, sure.” Alexandra paused, probably to take a sip of her coffee drink. “It shouldn’t matter. I know that. But I had a really shitty high school life. A really shitty school life, if I’m being honest. I didn’t have a ton of friends. Just a best friend.”
My chest tightened at the mention of her best friend. My sister. 
“The rest of my friends were guys, but none of those friendships felt real. And as soon as they got girlfriends, they bailed on me and stopped talking to me because their girlfriends hated me. I hoped college would be different, and in some ways it was, but in some ways it wasn’t.” She let out a big sigh. “It was safer to be her friend than it was to be her enemy. Even though,      when you were her friend, she regarded you as a potential enemy anyway and was always on the offensive.”
“Ugh. I hate those people.”
“We had a lot of the same friends, and we were even roommates with two other girls for a year. And I just wanted this wedding to be an opportunity to show her—to show everyone from vet school—that I’ve made something of myself, you know?”
“I get it, honey. I do. But their approval of you shouldn’t be your validation of worth. You’re so accomplished.”
Alexandra made a noise in her throat. “I just want a hot date for this wedding. I want them to see that I’m not some single loser like I’d basically been the entire time they knew me, since ‘Men like girlygirls and women who are inherently feminine.’”
“Who the fuck said that?”
“One guess.”
“I hate this bitch, and I’ve never met her.”
Me, too.
“I’m thinking about putting out an ad for a boyfriend for hire. Just for the wedding.”
“Dear God, no. You’re better than that. And you also don’t have time to weed through the plethora of losers who are absolutely going to respond to your ad. I also won’t let you go anywhere with someone you barely know and I haven’t properly vetted.”
“Thanks, Mom,” Alexandra said sarcastically. 
“We should get back, though. Rufus is going to be here soon. The poor guy has no idea he’s losing his balls today. I bet he’s licking ’em real good on the car ride over here, thinking they’ll be there to lick when he gets home.”
Alexandra chuckled. “At least we’re not putting anyone down today.”
“Yeah, yesterday was rough. I hugged my Trixie extra hard when I got home.”
“I need to come over and hug Trixie, too. I don’t have my own at home to hug.”
Their chairs squeaked as they slid them back and stood up. The back of Alexandra’s chair bumped mine, and she said a murmured apology. 
I waited for the gasp of recognition, holding my breath. 
But it didn’t come. 
She didn’t notice me. 
Phew. 
I kept my head down until I knew they had left through the door and walked past my window back toward the vet hospital. 

      [image: image-placeholder]I made sure not to be too early but also not to be too late. 
If the studio was too empty, she’d notice me right away, but if it was too full, I might end up having to lay down my yoga mat right in front of her. 
I needed to be strategic about this. 
Yes, I planned to end my stalker ways and reveal myself to Alexandra. I just had to do it the right way. I wasn’t sure what my end game was here, but ever since I saw Alexandra sitting in Linda’s diner as upset as she was getting dumped by that douche Cade, I couldn’t get her out of my head. 
Which of course, had prompted me to follow her. I had no desire to harass her or anything like that, I’d grown up a bit since our high school days, but I was definitely curious about her, and that of course, led me to spend my entire day off yesterday following her. 
The yoga class started at five-thirty, and if yesterday was any indication, Alexandra showed up at about five twenty. 
I made sure I was there at five-fifteen to scope out the studio and lay my rented mat down in the perfect place. 
Keeping my face down and doing some quad stretches, I kept my ears open to the
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