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I’m standing on the corner of Fifth and Lexington, leaning against a streetlight, trying not to look too much like I’m waiting for someone. But I am waiting. I’ve been waiting for twenty minutes now, and it’s her. Cara. My sister, my world. My pulse hasn’t slowed since I left the house. The thought of seeing her tonight, going out with her, being part of her life—it’s electric. My hands are stuffed deep into my pockets because I can’t stop fidgeting.

Cara isn’t like anyone else. She walks into a room, and everyone looks. She doesn’t just turn heads—she owns the space. I know. I’ve watched her a million times, memorizing how her hips sway and how she tilts her head and smiles as if she knows something you don’t. She’s the reason I keep my stupid phone close. If she texts, I need to see it immediately. I don’t want to miss even a second of her.

Maybe it's also because I love it when she sends snaps while she's out. Sometimes, in the skimpiest outfits, perfect fuel for my wet dreams. God, she's gorgeous.

I check my watch again. Twenty-two minutes late. Cara is never late. She’s the type who says seven o’clock and means it. I glance down the street for the hundredth time, hoping to see her dark hair catching the light, her long legs cutting through the crowd, but nothing.

I take my phone out of my pocket. No new messages. I scroll through our chat history like an idiot, rereading the text she sent me this morning: 

Pick you up at seven. Dress sharp, little brother. 

I’ve read those six words so many times today that I could recite them. She didn’t need to tell me twice. I spent the whole day picking out my outfit. I even ironed my shirt. For her.

Not because I expected something to happen between us tonight; that would be crazy.

My stomach twists. Maybe she got caught up in something. She’s busy, always busy. Photoshoots, castings, fittings. Her life is glittering and chaotic, and I’m lucky to get even a sliver of her time. I shouldn’t complain. I check my watch again. Twenty-five minutes now. My fingers hover over her name in my contacts before I press the call button.
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