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Epigraph

Turkish Delights (Happily Ever Now, #3)

I woke before dawn with a startle. For a moment, I didn’t know where I was. The faint scent of roses quickly oriented me. I blinked against the first blush of light filtering through the lace curtains. I sat up slowly, surprised by how rested I felt. No tossing, no restless tangles of memory and regrets. I felt lighter, ethereal, my breath fuller. Even the tightness in my chest from my unexpected Kaş departure appeared to have dissipated. | I wrapped a shawl over my shoulders and slipped into sandals, tiptoeing down the stone stairs of the guesthouse. Outside, I was greeted by the hushed blue-gray stillness of pre-dawn with only the quiet stirrings of birds. | I eagerly walked towards the lavender fields, guided by fragrance and a faint purple haze rolling over the hills. The fields rippled open like a lavender sea, wave upon wave of violet spilling toward the horizon. Mist clung low to the ground, silvering the stalks, while the sun—just a whisper above the hills—started bathing everything in gold. I stood at the edge, breathless, captivated. I looked around, astonished that this gorgeous scene was exclusively mine.

The fragrance was pure enchantment—clean, grounding, almost sacred. Bees murmured, butterflies fluttered, and wild poppies peeked defiantly through the lavender. I stepped into the field, brushing my hands against the blooms, grounding myself with touch. | I felt alive. Not just breathing, not just existing—but suddenly, quietly, inexplicably alive. The weight I’d carried from my ex and my departures from Leo, Volkan, and Ali felt like a dream. It wasn’t that I stopped missing what I’d left behind, but rather that the ache had softened—maybe sufficiently to move forward. I thought of Helen Keller, hopeful that maybe I was ready to start focusing more on “the doors to be opened” than the ones that had closed. | Suddenly, wondrously, that prospect seemed more exciting than daunting. I felt something shift in me. I always felt more clear headed and hopeful in the early morning—it was at night as dusk fell that I tended to get restless—lonely. I felt philosophical and brave, buoyed by the start of a new day and the exquisite nature surrounding me. I was determined to embrace my undeniable uncertainty as limitless potential. What was gone was gone. I needed to stop letting my past pain sacrifice my present. I remembered what a wise friend had told me once—that the only thing we could ever truly lose and never regain was a moment. I didn't want to waste any more moments. | I thought of Ziya— “one who brings light”—as the sun fully made its glorious appearance. Grinning, I realized I was very hungry—not just for life—but for breakfast. I took one last look at the sunrise—thinking “rise and shine” indeed before practically skipping into town, lighthearted and expectant.

I found the café tucked between a fruit market and a spice shop—an inviting, modest place with three wooden tables out front and a faded sign that read Leyla’nın Yeri—Leyla’s Place.

The morning light spilled into the breakfast room, casting warm golden shadows on the cool stone walls. The lace curtains fluttered gently in the fresh morning breeze. I entered barefoot, hair still damp from the shower, drawn by the aromas of rose jam and fresh bread.

The warmth and comfort in Isparta had begun to feel like a lullaby. Every morning, the roses greeted me with velvet softness. Melek had taken to curling beside me as I sipped my morning çay, and the rhythm of small, kind routines—walking to the market, sharing figs with Gül, letting Leyla fix my hair for no reason—lulled me into something dangerously close to forgetting my spirit.
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CHAPTER 1

Let’s Love

THE TWO HOUR SHUTTLE transfer from the airport in Dalaman to Kaş gave me plenty of time to reflect on my departure from Istanbul. More aptly, from Volkan... 

I sighed as I looked out the window at the luscious orange tree orchards. I was feeling a tad lonely and restless—untethered and uncomfortable in my solitude—alone with nothing but my thoughts. 

Unfortunately, questioning whether I had made the right decision hastily departing—again—seemed inevitable. I fought to dispel the budding feelings of regret. Deep down I knew I had made the right decision, but I hadn't expected to be moving on again so quickly. 

My time with Volkan had been some of my favorite moments. To my surprise and delight, the experience had given me a glimpse into the type of relationship I truly wanted. From the get go, I had assumed Volkan wouldn't be interested in a relationship. Plus, there was our big age gap. Being certain that we would have a casual fling—at most—had taken the pressure off of me. I had been comfortable, given my lack of expectations. I hadn't felt compelled to evaluate my “worth”—as I had with Leo. I didn't grapple with what I had to bring to a relationship with him because I had been certain a relationship was a non-starter.

Historically, I was so eager to be loved from underlying abandonment issues that I singularly—foolishly—focused on whether someone liked me—whether I was good enough. I fell “in love” easily and took the slightest interest as a green light sign to fall head over heels. I was color blind beyond “green means go”—failing to see red flags or gray areas. 

I loved in an all-encompassing manner. I loved inside and out. I couldn't help but love unconditionally. For me, it simply wasn't love otherwise. I realized that my all-consuming love risked heartache because I attached, I clung. I wanted to find love... I was confident I would. I was determined, however, to not become so attached that I lost myself.

In the past, I never really focused on how my romantic encounters made me feel about myself. I viewed my unconditional love as dictating my unconditional presence. I cringed at the notion of so-called “boundaries”—let alone setting any or—dear heavens—enforcing any. 

Not surprisingly—given my persona—I had endured a lot of mistreatment and disrespect. There was a pattern of a lot of disproportionate “give” on my end and endless “take” by my so-called “partners.” Ironically—since I had unfairly pre-judged Volkan as a player—he had taught me some of my most important relationship lessons thus far.

I went to Volkan’s house the night before after my Sultanahmet rooftop revelations to share my thoughts with him. We sat cross-legged on his bed opposite each other, holding hands while we looked into each other's eyes. I felt as if we could see into each others’ souls. I realized as I sat there—having what would have normally been an extremely difficult conversation for me—why Volkan and I synced so well, so naturally. We truly were mirroring each other’s positive, loving energy. 

I felt liberated and exhilarated as I shared with Volkan my contemplations and conclusions. Letting Volkan down would have normally petrified my people-pleasing persona. I became deeply aware that I would have been betraying myself had I agreed to try to date Volkan seriously, exclusively. I also appreciated that I would have been doing this gentle soul a disservice—not doing him any favors—had I acquiesced with what he at least thought he wanted. 

I explained to Volkan that I thought we were so attracted to each other because our intentions were so pure and our energies and ideals so aligned. We were mirroring each other’s pure loving vibe without ulterior motives. In the abstract, we seemed to be a perfect match—leaving our age difference aside—as Volkan seemed adamant that it wasn't an issue. I believed him—at least for now. 

No guarantees for the future though in my wounded psyche. Volkan had respectfully not probed about my past previously—sensing it was a topic I didn't care to discuss, obviously not having raised it myself thus far. I briefly shared with him some of the “highlights”—or “lowlights” to put it more aptly—of my history to help him better understand my perspective. We were at two very different places in our lives and I needed to fully settle my past. 

He had listened intently—compassionately interjecting expressions of sympathy and understanding for my heart breaks and residual heartache. He was disappointed by my decision to leave Istanbul, but took comfort, as did I, that we expected to remain lifelong friends. It was one of the most mature, openly honest, self-aware and thoughtful conversations I had ever had. We slept together again that night—pure connection and pure innocence. It was intimacy at its best—a concept that all too often was degraded in my opinion when used in the limited sense—as a euphemism for sex. 

It was the non-sexual deep connection and exchange of positive energy and bonding oxytocin hormonal rush that I longed for and that Volkan seemed to as well. I had always been intensely expressive and affectionate. I was the living embodiment of Audrey Hepburn’s quote—

“I was born with an enormous need for affection, and a terrible need to give it.” 

I had an insatiable craving for connection and was overflowing with love and light. I felt empty if I weren't experiencing love regularly, intensely, reassuringly. I felt like it was a tragedy if my limitless love had nowhere to go—that had led too often to it landing hard—quickly—where it didn't belong. 

My contemplative mood lingered as I was reminded of another one of my favorite quotes. Van Gogh had beautifully summed up my life philosophy when he said—

“There is nothing more truly artistic than to love people.” 

What greater gift or purer expression could one have than to love and to share it? I wanted my epitaph to simply—yet profoundly—say “She lived. She loved.” 

I briefly thought of Leo with a pang of guilt, chastising myself for not having had the courage to have a similar heart-to-heart with him as I had with Volkan. I wasn't proud of myself for how I handled things, but I still believed that I had likely taken the safest route. If Leo didn't care about me as much as I cared for him, then no harm no foul. If his feelings were mutual, I felt I had nonetheless shielded us both from inevitable heartache. If he decided to be with me, I would have always fretted about not giving him children—feeling guilty for shortchanging his life. 

I would have likely always feared he would resent me for that and eventually leave me. It seemed either way that one—if not both—of us would have been unfulfilled or left heartbroken. My discussion with Volkan made me realize though that I had at least owed Leo a heartfelt conversation. I had just been too afraid that he would sacrifice his presumed desire for children. I wanted more for him. 

C’est la vie—it's neither here nor there now. What’s done is done. I was tired of negative emotions—guilt, regrets, angst—feelings from my past that I wanted to firmly leave behind. I wanted my thoughts, my time, and my energy focused on the here and now and exclusively on positivity. 

I sighed again—it was my affectation signaling transitioning—a resignation that the past was the past—and a nudge to ground myself in the present. I appreciated that I was making progress with my self-introspection—at least catching myself when I began ruminating, unproductively reminiscing, and regretting the past. 

Baby steps, as Olivia always encouraged me. At least I appeared to be headed in the right direction—if only superficially at the moment. I turned my attention to focus on the scenery, reveling in the here, in the now, and embracing my future...

CHAPTER 2

History Comes Alive

For some inexplicable reason, I felt endeared to Kaş before ever stepping foot in the town. I had been captivated by the so-called “Turquoise Coast” or “Turkish Riviera” in the southwest of Türkiye years ago when I had visited the area with my ex. I knew then that I would be back some day—based on my affinity for the country in general and my love for the exquisite natural beauty of the area in particular.

I intuitively knew that Kaş was going to be special even if I couldn't yet discern the precise reasons. Determined to stop dwelling unproductively in my past, I decided to distract myself for the rest of the ride and delve a bit online to learn about the highlights of Kaş’ history. I chuckled at myself for “planning”—this last minute brief online perusal was the extent of my diligence. I knew Kaş was supposed to be authentic, the coastline was gorgeous, and I was staying along the Mediterranean Sea—a trifecta of perfection that was more than sufficient knowledge for me.

I delved into my lesson, immediately intrigued by what I learned. Kaş was part of the region historically known as Lycia. Lycia—an ancient maritime republic—not only enjoyed the distinction of having one of the most beautiful coastlines in the world, but, remarkably, was also widely recognized as the world's first democratic union.

I was familiar with the “Lycian Way”—the extensive hiking trail in the area, but hadn’t previously appreciated that the Lycian “way” of government provided a direct analogy for the type of government the Founding Fathers sought to establish. Learning about the precedential influence the ancient Lycian civilization had on American democracy left me awestruck as to the deep historical roots of democratic principles in this area of the world that seemed so far away, so mystical. 

I was well aware of the influence Athenian democracy and the Roman Republic had on the Founding Fathers, the creation of the United States’ democratic political system, and the framework of the Constitution. I had majored in college in Political Science and Philosophy and was racking my brain to prompt recollections about the Lycian civilization. My reading prompted a vague recollection of having learned a little about Lycia—something I hadn’t thought about since initially learning about the civilization’s influence many years before. 

Even to the extent I could remember the slightest thing about Lycia, I had been wholly ignorant at the time that this area of Türkiye was where the civilization had existed. A pleasant chill ran down my spine as I glanced out the window as the turquoise coast sped by. Never in my wildest imagination during college would I have thought I would be here. I was awestruck by the sheer beauty and unexpected connection between the area and my own homeland. I loved how traveling brought history to life.

Intrigued, I eagerly turned back to my reading. The Lycian League—a confederation of approximately 23 city-states—each of which retained its autonomy while being united under a central government—was formed around 200 BCE—as one of the earliest examples of a democratic federation. The representation of the city-states in the assembly was proportional to the size of the city-state, allowing for a more equitable distribution of power—a role model that influenced the structure of the U.S. House of Representatives.

The Lycian League's democratic principles were recognized by political thinkers in Europe during the Enlightenment. I recalled Montesquieu—a French philosopher whose ideas significantly impacted the framers of the U.S. Constitution. Montesquieu had praised the Lycian League in his work The Spirit of the Laws for its blend of autonomy and collective governance. This praise drew the attention of the Founding Fathers to the Lycian model as a successful example of federalism.

It was mind boggling to me that the principles of the Lycian civilization from over two millennia ago in this far away land had influenced the foundation of the United States, shaping the development of American democracy. I was excited I had intuitively chosen Kaş to visit without any recollection of the ancient civilization’s affinity with my birth country. I finished my brief impromptu history lesson, all that much more enthralled by Türkiye. I felt a comforting warmth in my heart as I appreciated that Türkiye didn’t seem so foreign after all...

CHAPTER 3

Hello, Beautiful

I looked out the window to give my full attention and appreciation to the passing scenery. I admired the coastline in awe as I gulped in glimpses of jaw-dropping beauty. The twists and turns of the shuttle bus added to the allure as I tried soaking in each scene, looking forward to the vistas that unfolded with each hairpin curve. I briefly surveyed the other passengers who seemed distracted by their phones. 

It became evident as we approached Kaş that the coastline had been a bit of a scenic tease—a prelude to the extraordinary beauty that lay ahead. Kaş’ setting was unparalleled. I was jumping for joy inside for my good fortune of having serendipitously chosen the small village as my destination. 

I shivered in delight, “çok güzel,”—very beautiful—involuntarily, appreciatively escaping from my lips. I glanced up to catch the driver’s eyes and a knowing smile. He grinned widely at me before extending a conspiratorial nod at the others. He shrugged his shoulders—a bemused look on his face—as he too took in the other relatively oblivious passengers with surprise. Apparently the novelty of the blessed scenery fortunately had not worn off on the affable driver.

We stopped abruptly and I noticed an official-looking car on the side of the road next to the sea. A uniformed officer was standing next to it along the coastline while his partner stood in the middle of the road. I assumed it was a traffic stop and started digging in my backpack for my passport. The attentive driver saw what I was doing in the rearview mirror. He motioned “no” with his finger, before beckoning me to come look closer with a broad grin, “Hadi, gel. Jandarma,” he indicated to come as he pointed. “Caretta,” he continued. I didn’t know if “jandarma” was a “who” or “what,” but I thought “caretta” meant turtle which only puzzled me further. He pointed again and it immediately became obvious why we were stopped. 

To my disbelief, the officer in the middle of the road had stopped traffic like a protective school crossing guard. He wasn’t halting vehicles for children to cross though—he was keeping traffic at bay to enable a turtle to safely get to the sea. Everyone knew turtles were notoriously slow moving and I had heard you should never pick up a turtle so as not to disorient it. It was one of the most unexpected and sweetest things I had ever seen. 

“Çok nazik,”—very nice—the driver said, pointing at the turtle escort. I smiled as I concurred and he and I watched the slow turtle trek under the watchful eye of the officer in amusement. Finally, the turtle succeeded. The officer looked up at the van, putting his hands together in prayer fashion as a silent gesture of appreciation for our patience before waving us on with a charming smile.

We quickly arrived in the center of town after our short delay. The driver asked me where I was going as he procured my luggage for me. He gave me clear directions to my apartment in the center of town after I declined his gracious offer of assistance. He gave me his card in case I needed anything. I thanked him and told him I hoped to see him around.

The stunningly gorgeous—and informative ride—along with my hospitable driver and the officer who had patiently guided the turtle to safety—were instilling excellent first impressions of Kaş in me. My trademark optimism and curious spirit were making me feel hopeful and excited about my indefinite stay in the little village.

The route to my apartment traversed through the main square, which further cemented my initial appraisal. I had never encountered a more enchanting town than Kaş. It was a true gem with its lush natural landscape, charming terraced white houses with characteristic balconies dripping with cascades of colorful flowers, rich history, and vibrant culture. 

In addition to the breathtaking scenery, what struck me the most about Kaş was its laid-back atmosphere. This hidden treasure seemed to have magically retained its authenticity and quaint feeling despite having so much to offer. It encapsulated the essence of Mediterranean allure and Turkish charm. 

I slowly meandered my way through the square as I made my way to my apartment. To my right was the Mediterranean Sea, fronted by a marina with several tour boats. To the left, above the square, the town seemed embraced by the velvety greenery of the hills and mountains on all sides. The square was ringed with several cute cafes and restaurants in a crescent shape so every seat had a picture perfect view of the square and the sea. Turkish pride was on display in the center with a statue of Atatürk, the beloved father of modern Türkiye. 

I saw a huge Turkish flag waving proudly in the wind high above on an elevated cliff. There were several docile stray dogs affectionately playing together and countless cats lounging in the sun. Like most European piazzas, the square appeared to be the heartbeat of the town. It was also perfectly positioned as if someone had plopped the piazza down smack dab in the center of the surrounding natural beauty. It was so picturesque, it seemed too good to be true. I felt a bit as if in an Impressionist painting—a scene so pretty it could only be conjured up in one’s imagination.

I was immediately captivated by Kaş and was looking forward to leisurely exploring the town in enraptured detail. The village simultaneously exuded an energizing vibe while imparting a tranquil feeling. I shivered in appreciation. Kaş felt like “home,” despite having arrived mere minutes earlier.

I was alive with excitement and anticipation as I turned down the first street off the square. It was a charming cobblestoned pedestrian street. As I made my way up the path, I admired the elegant boutique and artisan shops flanking each side. There were atmospheric wooden balconies and flower boxes overflowing with a colorful array of bougainvillea. I noticed a stunning array of jewelry at the several jewelry stores with the unique Turkish zultanite stone, planning to peruse one day to see if I could find a ring to replace my wedding ring. I admired a number of quaint clothing stores with stylish one-of-a-kind pieces as I exchanged brief pleasantries with the affable proprietors. 

I had read on the shuttle that Lycian cities are easily distinguished with their characteristic architecture. I had learned that one of the most distinguished and prevalent features of the Lycian civilization is the arched rock-cut style of the monumental tombs that once housed the remains of Lycian nobles. Although tombs aren’t “my thing,” I was impressed by the quality of the stone masonry and how well-preserved the tombs were—their intricate carvings still visible after countless years.

I had noticed one on the main street when I got off the bus, and I was already passing by a second, much larger one, on the pedestrian street. This one, designated “King’s Tomb,” was much larger and split-level with two protective-looking lion statues on top. I was struck how these ancient ruins were scattered throughout the center—a stark and visible reminder of the area’s storied history. I had a much greater appreciation for these ruins than I normally would have thanks to my novel knowledge of the influence the Lycian League had on the formation of the United States. 

I sensed I was getting close to my apartment. My driver had given me detailed directions, but I was struggling to remember the final details. I realized I may have gone the wrong way from the square, too distracted by my excitement from my first impressions of Kaş.  I was eagerly trying to absorb it all instead of paying attention to where I was going. I chuckled to myself, thinking of how I had gotten so disoriented at the Grand Bazaar. Pay attention, Sofia, I gently chided myself—certainly no one was going to magically appear like Volkan had to help me find my way.

I passed by several inviting cute cafes and a bookshop, contemplating turning around, before catching the eye of an elderly proprietor outside of his carpet shop. The outside was decorated with exquisite  displays of his handiwork. I was always impressed by the love and detail that went into crafting the extremely distinguished artisanal carpets. 

I hesitated for a moment, not wanting to get sidetracked en route to my apartment by a lengthy carpet presentation. He smiled at me warmly with kind eyes, before welcoming me. “Selâm aleyküm,” I greeted him shyly with a more formal, deferential greeting—basically meaning “peace be upon you,” before showing him my address on my phone. “Aleyküm-selam,” he replied with a beaming smile and twinkling soft periwinkle eyes. 

Without hesitating a second, the lovely gentleman grabbed my luggage by the handle and unburdened me from my hefty duffel bag before I even knew what was happening. I ineloquently stood there kind of gawking, uttering indecipherable, monosyllabic “mmm’s,” knowing I couldn't muster enough Turkish to tell him he just needed to point me in the right direction. His persistence was welcomed and endearing as he gently tapped me on the shoulder to stop my inept  utterances, indicating to follow him as he briskly started down a perpendicular side street. 

I paused momentarily, not wanting his store to be unattended, but clueless how to express that it wasn’t necessary. “Hadi, gel,” he turned around mid-street to see me still standing. He waited patiently with a grin, motioning with his hand to follow. I smiled and complied, grateful for his assistance and guidance. The street was lined with enchanting tavern-style meyhanes and seafood restaurants boasting yet more flowers and rustic charm. I appreciated the enticing aroma of grilled seafood, but dared not stop to peruse menus as I struggled to keep up with my energetic leprechaun-like escort.

We reached the end of the street which dead-ended into another street in front of the marina filled with several additional inviting restaurants. I laughed at myself as I looked to the right and saw the main square. I had indeed taken a wrong turn and had gone around in a circle. No matter, I thought, appreciative of my little tour and the assistance of my new “friend” as I followed him as he turned left. 

As we arrived at the address, I was giddy with delight as the building was directly in front of the sea. We went up a short flight of stairs to the ground floor which had a lovely yard and garden with an old-fashioned picnic table and benches, a couple of mandarin and olive trees, and copious bushes of lavender and thyme. 

I breathed in deeply, appreciative of the welcoming combined scent before obtaining the keys from a lockbox and following the thoughtful gentleman up the stairs. He insisted on carrying my luggage as we climbed several narrow, steep flights up to the penthouse. When we reached my apartment, I tried offering him money but he refused. I was afraid I had maybe offended him but was quickly reassured. 

I went to shake his hand and he quickly clasped my hand between his before introducing himself as “Mustafa.” He pointed down the stairs, mimicking drinking something and saying something unintelligible to me before I heard “çay”—the Turkish word for tea. I thanked him very much for his help, “cök teşekkür ederim,” pointing to my luggage, and mimicking drinking tea, before ineloquently simply saying “Sofia, evet çay”—yes tea—with a warm smile, hoping it helped overcome my inability to express my deep gratitude. 

I watched Mustafa bound down the stairs to return to his shop. He paused to look up at me with his apparent trademark broad smile and soulful eyes. My heart was palpably warmed, touched by his genuine, generous spirit. I returned his smile in kind, hoping the sincerity of my gratitude equally resonated in my eyes. My introduction to Kaş was going splendidly...
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CHAPTER 4

The Turtle Savior

I OPENED THE DOOR TO my temporary home, immediately greeted by an expansive breathtaking elevated view of the sea. I rushed across the length of the apartment to the balcony to appreciate the scene up close. I had never stayed in such proximity to the sea. I shut my eyes to listen to the adjacent waves as I gave thanks for my good fortune. I opened my eyes, mesmerized by the sight, thinking I could happily spend my whole time simply sitting on the balcony, listening to the rhythmic sea and the cooing birds, soaking up the oxygen-rich fragranced air and tranquil setting. 

I tore myself away from the view to explore the rest of the apartment. It had an open kitchen, dining, living room concept, affording a direct sea view throughout the length. There was a large plush u-shaped couch that I contemplated sleeping on with the balcony door open to be as close to the sea as possible.

There was a separate bedroom with a comfortable looking bed and a bathroom with a stylish glass shower with an invigorating-looking multi-jetted shower head. The walls and floor were finished with pretty colorful tiles, which I noted with a smile were decorated with the array of flowers I had learned in Istanbul were Ottoman-inspired. The flowers—and the shower—made me think of Volkan. I blushed briefly, hoping he was doing well, before heading to the bedroom to stop the pang of loneliness that was unwelcomingly starting to form. 

I didn’t feel like unpacking—I was too anxious to soak up Kaş. It was still early and my muscles felt a little tight from traveling. I decided to do a little yoga before venturing into town. I didn’t have the patience to take the time to sort out my luggage so I just threw on a little pair of shorts and a lace bra. I practically skipped back to the living room area as I realized I could exercise early each morning with the glorious sea view as I watched the sun rise. 

I released a deep sigh of satisfaction, realizing I had truly scored with the apartment, as I excitedly lay my mat down in front of the balcony. The view was so expansive and completely unobstructed. I was in Mediterranean bliss as I envisioned enjoying sunsets from the balcony as well.

I turned on some of my favorite uplifting music before starting my sequence of yoga poses. A little stretching, together with the incredible vista and my elevated mood, combined to make my slight tension immediately melt away. I was a bit startled when a sharp knock on the door pierced my tranquil vibe. I looked through the peephole and got a glimpse of a gorgeous man. What was more noteworthy than his incredibly good looks though was his policelike attire. I quickly realized that my unexpected visitor was the “turtle savior.” 

“Un minuto, per favore,” one minute please, I blurted, glancing around to find something to cover up my sparsely-attired body, in stark contrast to the official-looking gentleman. Ugh, of course, Italian comes flowing to me now that I’m in Türkiye. I slapped my hand to my forehead, thinking “Mamma Mia,” and wishing I were with Gabriele and GiGi. “Bir dakika”—one minute—I called out in Turkish in a shaky voice, hastily adding, please, “lütfen,” as I grabbed a towel from the bathroom, wrapping it around my torso, looking ridiculous but more respectful—or so I hoped.

“Merhaba, hello,” I said, trying to sound nonchalantly conversational as I slowly opened the door, wondering how I had already managed to get in trouble. “Günaydın”—he replied—“good morning,” his warm smile and gentle eyes helping to soften his otherwise stern appearance. He showed
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