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I NORMALLY WOULDN’T crash a party.

But when it comes to free food, I’d do a lot of things I normally wouldn’t do. Do you know how many surveys I filled out because they promised me a free sandwich? Too damn many.

A tiny shard of guilt enters me when I sneak into the hotel ballroom. Not only am I crashing a party, but I’m crashing a wedding party.

Across the ballroom, I see the bride looking positively radiant in her white dress. When I catch her looking at her new husband with so much love on her face, the tiny shard of guilt becomes a big one.

Then I see all of the food on the long white table, and the shard promptly evaporates. Surely, with that much food, the bride and groom wouldn’t notice if an extra slice of cake or hors d’oeuvre were missing.

My conscience shouts at me futilely as I fill a plate with oysters, bacon-wrapped dates, ahi tuna sashimi, and a slice of white wedding cake.

I go sit in a chair in the corner, far, far away from the wedding photographer. It would be awful if the bride ended up looking at her photos later and asked, “Who the hell is this random chick stuffing her mouth with oysters?”

Speaking of the oysters, they are delicious, as well as the bacon-wrapped dates and sashimi. My taste-buds are excited but confused; they are unused to such fancy things, and are more familiar with the works of Chef Boyardee and the Pillsbury Doughboy.

Just as I take a bite of the wedding cake, I hear a gruff voice say, “I don’t remember letting you in.”

Though the cake is one of the most scrumptious things I’ve ever eaten, it turns into bitter sludge in my mouth when I face the man scowling at me. The sludge becomes even more bitter when I notice his black sunglasses, white earpiece, tall and muscular frame, and Taser on his hip–all telltale signs of a security guard.

Shit.

I say, “Um, I...”

I consider running away, but the thought must be obvious on my face because he immediately grabs my wrist and growls, “You’re coming with me. Leave the cake.”

I look at the scrumptious cake longingly as the security guard escorts me out of the ballroom.

My insides twist. What is he going to do with me?

He takes me into a dimly lit room that only contains a single chair.

“Sit down,” he barks.

Gulping, I nearly trip myself in my haste to obey him.

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Lily Lau.”

“Do you have any photo identification on you?”

“I have my driver’s license. Do you want to see it?”

“Yes,” he hisses.

After I give him my license, he looks at it for the longest few minutes of my life, making me gulp again and wipe a bead of sweat off the side of my head.

“Did you intend to harm Mr. Choshu?”

“Who?” I blurt out.

“James Choshu, the U.S. ambassador to the Republic of Korea.”

I must still have a blank look on my face because he growls, “The groom.”

My eyes pop out of my head. Oh my God, I crashed the wedding of a U.S. ambassador?! Can that be considered a federal crime?

“I had zero intention of harming Mr. Choshu,” I say quickly. “I haven’t even heard of him until now. I don’t even know who the Secretary of State is. I’m, like, super ignorant when it comes to that kind of stuff.”

“Then why were you at the wedding reception?”

Flames of mortification threaten to burn my face off. “I...I wanted to try the food.”

He takes off his sunglasses. Wow, his eyes are a pretty shade of blue. I want to bang my head against the wall. Why the hell am I looking at the color of his eyes?

“You wanted to try the food,” he says incredulously.

“I’m not lying. I mean, you saw me eating cake. If I wanted to harm the U.S. ambassador, would I waste my time stuffing my face?” When he continues looking at me in silence, I add, “That’s a rhetorical question, and the answer is obviously no.”

He asks with an inscrutable expression on his face, “You truly didn’t know whose wedding you were crashing?”

I shake my head. “No, sir.”

“You attended the wedding with no nefarious intentions?”

“No, unless you think stealing a slice of cake constitutes a nefarious crime.”

He is not amused by my joke. Admittedly, my joke was pretty lame.

“Are you married?” he asks.

Huh? Since when do security guards ask questions like that? “Um, no.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Uh, no.”

He puts his sunglasses back on. “Get up and follow me.”

My fingers tremble as we walk out of the room. Is he going to take me to the police station? I curse in my head. Who knew my love for free food would lead me to my downfall?

But we don’t leave the hotel. Instead, he directs me to a room where two security guards are watching CCTV footage of the wedding.

“Oh, hey, boss, what’s up?” one of the security guards, a red-haired woman, asks. She smirks at me. “Is this the wedding crasher?”

It’s a miracle my face hasn’t melted from embarrassment.

“Make sure Lily here doesn’t leave the room,” he says.

The other security guard, a brunette girl who looks like she could be my age, lifts her eyebrows, but she doesn’t question her boss’s request and says, “You got it, boss.”

The red-haired security guard adds, “We won’t let Lily out of our sight.”

After their boss has left the room, the two women return to watching the CCTV footage.

“So Lily, how were those oysters?” the red-haired woman asks.

Her coworker says, “They must’ve been delicious from the way she was slurping them up like apple juice.”

When they snicker, I feel the urge to find the nearest hole and bury myself in it.

“You can sit, you know,” the red-haired woman says. “We’re not going to make you stand there.”

I murmur a thank-you as I sink into the chair by the door.

After sitting in silence for a few minutes, I ask timidly, “Um, may I look at my phone?”

The redhead laughs. “Do whatever you want, girl.”

“As long as it’s within the confines of this room,” the brunette says. “By the way, I’m Anya, and my colleague is Taylor. If you need to go to the restroom, let us know, and one of us will escort you.”

“And in case you were wondering, our hot boss’s name is Matthew O’Connor,” Taylor says.

“Taylor!” Anya hisses.

“What? He’s hot. Right, Lily?”

I mumble a noncommittal answer, but Taylor is right. Matthew is seriously handsome. Older guys usually aren’t my type, but I can’t deny that Matthew is a bona fide silver fox with gorgeous blue eyes.

“Uh, are you going to take me to the police station later?” I ask.

Anya cocks an eyebrow. “No. If our boss wanted that, he would’ve taken you himself instead of telling us to babysit you.”

“Oh...then what am I doing here?”

Taylor shrugs. “You’re going to have to ask our boss because we have no clue. So just sit back and relax until he comes back.”

I don’t do much relaxing because my mind runs wild wondering what Matthew wants to do with me. Though I told him the truth, what if he didn’t believe me and still thinks I intended to harm the U.S. ambassador? I start breathing a little faster. Is he going to interrogate me further later? Oh my God, what if he uses interrogation techniques like waterboarding?

“Are you okay, girl?” Taylor asks.

“Oh, yeah, I’m okay,” I say. Just imagining your boss torturing me.

I try to calm myself down by watching videos of kittens playing with chicks. After the fifth video, I start to breathe at a normal pace again. I glance at Anya and Taylor, tempted to ask them about their boss’s stance on human rights, but I decide that ignorance is bliss and watch another video of a kitten reacting to a chick.

Just as my phone’s battery hits 3%, Matthew returns to the room. “Mr. and Mrs. Chosung arrived at the airport safely for their honeymoon, and all the guests have left. You may go home now, Anya and Taylor.” I notice all too well how he doesn’t say my name.

After the girls say goodbye, I’m left alone with their boss.

“Um, may I go home now?” I ask.

Under his sunglasses, a scowl cuts across his face, making my heart sink. “You live at the apartment building on Worth Avenue?”

I widen my eyes. Did he memorize my address when he looked at my driver’s license? “Yeah.”

“That isn’t a safe neighborhood.”

"Uh, it's not that bad..." When I told my parents I was moving out of their house to live at my current apartment, they were horrified, and my mom exclaimed, “Aiyah, you’re going to get shot if you live there!” Fortunately, she has been wrong so far.

He shakes his head. “You’re going to stay at my place tonight.”

I gape at him. “Um, what?” Maybe I heard him wrong.

He repeats, enunciating every word, “You’re. Going. To. Stay. At. My. Place. Tonight.”

My pulse races as I ask, “Why?”

“You might still be a security risk.”

“A security risk?!” I squeak. “I told you, I really had no plans to hurt the ambassador. I just wanted some food.”

“How do I know you’re telling me the truth?” he asks.

“I can take a lie detector test.”

He shakes his head again. “Polygraphs are often inaccurate.”

“Come on, look at me. I’m 5 feet tall, and I have, like, zero upper body strength. Do I look like a threat to anyone?”

He takes off his sunglasses. He has to lower his head to look me right in the eye. “You’re. Going. To. Stay. At. My. Place. Tonight.”

I let out an exasperated breath. “Are you doing this
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