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            ABOUT THE NIGHT IN LOVER’S BAY

          

        

      

    

    
      A disenchanted superyacht chef and a hunk of a deckhand. Will a hot night between the sheets cure wanderlust?

      

      I expected this job to be perfect—fancy tasting menus while schmoozing elite clientele and island hopping in the Caribbean.

      

      Instead, we’re stuck in Antigua, with nothing but boat work. 

      

      I accidentally saw my coworker naked on my first day.

      

      And I can’t stop thinking about him.

      

      When the yacht gets sidelined, will the building tension crash over me, or will I escape and find the adventure I’m looking for?
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      From the bridge deck of Odyssey, the water was crystal clear and shallow, and I could see the ridges of sea grass just meters below the surface. Odyssey’s sides were polished and glossy, reflecting the sea, and the stainless-steel handrail was cold against my skin.

      The waves were a mesmerizing, bright aquamarine blue. They were more appealing to me than the luxuries onboard: an entertainment room, two hot tubs, a swim-up bar, and enough lounge areas to sleep all of SSC Napoli, Naples’s football club. But I never tired of watching the ocean.

      “Marcella? We’re ready,” came an irritated voice.

      On the horizon, the island of Montserrat was visible from forty miles away. I lingered, stealing one last look before swinging around with an apologetic smile to my boss, Captain Carl, and took my seat at the table for the weekly management meeting. Head chef Marcella, reporting for duty.
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        * * *

      

      After the meeting, I gathered my notebook and scuttled my way down the stairs to my galley. Our weekly meeting was usually over by the time the rest of the staff finished their morning meal, so I was down in time to help Jen, my crew chef, clean up and begin prepping for lunch.

      As I slid on my chef’s jacket, I surveyed the galley. The long island counter we used for a buffet for the crew meals was empty and Jen was washing dishes. She immediately perked up at seeing me.

      “What’s on, Marce?”

      I shook my head and pulled my long dark hair back into a bun at the nape of my neck. “Nothing but three square meals this week.”

      Her shoulders slumped, and she let out a frustrated whine. “Another boring week then.”

      I agreed with Jen. Our jobs were demanding, twenty-four-hour-a-day beasts when we had guests on board, but at least it was interesting then. Charter guests meant the boat was full of energy, our clients were having fun, and we got the challenge of meeting requests and giving five-star service.

      As head chef on Odyssey, a sixty-meter superyacht, I had to keep morale up. “It won’t be too bad. We can make something fun this week for one of the crew meals.”

      “Yeah, but you promised me that the next dinner service we do, I can shadow the meal planning,” she grumbled.

      I understood her position, but it was hard to have sympathy for her. She’d come straight out of culinary school and picked up a few jobs on various yachts. But yachts weren’t the right place to get the experience she needed—a restaurant, full of bustling staff and the pressure of performing every night, would be much better for her.

      Instead, she was here with me as my crew chef, a job that required her to be my sous-chef and cook meals for the staff that worked aboard Odyssey. We were a team of two.

      With my Michelin-starred experiences and award-winning qualifications, I planned extensive degustations for the rich who chartered our boat or for our billionaire owners, whether it was just for their family or if they held an event for fifty people.

      Jen prepared three meals every day, plus snacks, for our crew of thirteen.

      “With no guests this week, perhaps we’ll be able to take a day off,” I suggested. “You could take the jet ski out again.”

      “They need to drop the fucking price or something. This is bonkers.”

      “That’s not how it works.”

      “You know the price is high. Who the fuck is going to pay seven hundred thousand dollars for a week on a yacht like this?”

      I gritted my teeth in frustration. “We’re chefs, Jen. It’s not our job to worry about pricing. Plus, the rate pays for all the toys and your salary, so quit complaining.”

      She glared at me, but I ignored her. I grabbed a clipboard and my inventory sheets before pulling on a jacket. “I’ll be down doing inventory in the walk-in.”

      As I left the kitchen and descended the stairs, the sound of dish washing crescendoed; Jen venting her frustration on the dinnerware.

      In the freezer, it was easy to let my mind wander while I did inventory. The storage on Odyssey was luxurious, and because the past few weeks had been devoid of bookings, Jen and I had only been feeding the crew, so our walk-in fridge and freezer were depressingly empty.

      I had accepted this job offer with high hopes, thinking that I’d be spending my time traveling around the Caribbean.

      Instead, my entire three months of employment had been here in Antigua. It’s a lovely island, but not exactly what I had in mind. I could be cooking at a restaurant, serving gourmet meals to a thousand seats an evening. I came all the way from Italy so I could travel and see the world. If I wanted to be stuck in a kitchen on land, I would have stayed in Europe.

      The yacht placement agent who got me this position, Crystal, had made it sound like my dream. “Marcella, Odyssey is perfect for you. The galley’s huge, and she’s offering charters up and down the Caribbean for the season. Antigua is the home base, which has excellent supplies. The owners, Blake and Ana, specifically asked for someone with your background and specialties.” She had leaned into the camera during our video chat. “You’ll get private quarters too. That’s unheard of.”

      Crystal had been right. The galley was enormous for a superyacht, though it was nothing compared to the kitchens I had worked in before. And having my own room, as the second-highest paid person on the yacht, was also pretty sweet. Most crew cabins were cramped for one person and had to be shared with a second.

      But without the travel, I wasn’t sure if those benefits were worth it anymore.
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        * * *

      

      This morning’s meeting had been succinct but made me uneasy. I, too, was frustrated with the dreary future ahead of us.

      “The owner is planning to visit for a few nights, soon,” Carl had said, vague and cryptic. “Something important, which is why the calendar’s wide open.”

      The weekly meeting was with the management team; Captain Carl, me, and three others. Adi, our first officer, and Henri, our engineer, carried most of the conversations lately. With nothing going on, the staff was taking advantage of the extra time to do neglected maintenance work.

      This left Jasmine, the chief steward of Odyssey, and me on the outskirts of the conversation. As chief stew, Jasmine was responsible for the interior crew of stews, the ones who provided the hospitality services like housekeeping, bartending, and food service. She wasn’t my boss, but we worked closely together.

      Jasmine had confided in me earlier that week with her concerns about the boat. “There’s not enough for us to do. He’s already made me fire two of my stews. I’m worried that he’s going to want to cut Vik.”

      Worry gnawed at me. Vik was the second steward and Jasmine’s right hand. He also was a sommelier, an even better one than me. Losing him would be a blow to our service capabilities.

      I could say none of this. Carl already knew I was unhappy with our sailing schedule, and if I so much as glanced at Montserrat out in the distance during our meetings, he was sure to catch it and reprimand me. Every single time.

      “Back to Antigua, please,” he’d tell me.
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        * * *

      

      On the bottom deck, I jotted my final notes into the inventory as I stepped into the hallway, not paying enough attention to where I was going. With an oomph, I collided with a warm body. Powerful arms grabbed me before I could topple backward, stomach lurching. When I caught my balance, I looked into the eyes of one of our deckhands, Sebastian Álvarez. My heart raced.

      Seb, who I had barely been able to look in the eye since I started working here. Seb, who walked around shirtless and drew my eyes too much. Seb, who I had accidentally seen naked on my first day of work.
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      When I had arrived for my orientation on Odyssey, Carl had given me a tour and gone over the schedule and then I had jumped into the fire. That first dinner had been a noisy affair, helping Jen make food for the crew and then meeting everyone who worked on board. Jasmine, who I’d be working with the most besides Jen, led me around the boat for an hour going over supplies and dinner service. She was Filipina and petite, full of energy, with a smile that would put beauty queens to shame.

      Carl had asked a deckhand to port my bags down to my room, so after the tour, I had stumbled down the stairs, jet-lagged and already tired from my first day on the job.

      The crew quarters were a long hallway with doors on either side. Every door looked identical, and in my muddled brain, I was ninety-five-percent sure that my cabin was number six. I grabbed the handle and stepped in, ready to drop into bed.

      Except the room wasn’t mine.

      The door to the bathroom was open, and stepping out of the shower was a naked man with dark bronze skin and a thick treasure trail running down his midsection, water droplets trickling down his goose-bumped skin…

      He also had a towel covering his head, hands scrubbing his dark hair dry. He hadn’t noticed my intrusion yet.

      But then the man froze, as if I was broadcasting my appreciation across the room and it had finally gotten his attention. “Hola?” he called out and started to pull the towel from his face.

      Terrified, I jumped back and slammed the door closed.
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        * * *

      

      Back outside the walk-in, I was still in Seb’s grip. My hand had fallen to his bicep, and with my fingers numb from the coolers, his flesh seemed to burn me.

      “Ay, easy, flaquita.”

      I’d regained my balance, so Seb let me pull back, but before I could take my hand off his arm—I might have lingered too long—he caught my cold fingers.

      “Jesus,” he cursed, his beautiful accent softening the j, and tugged me closer, cupping my hand with both of his. He clicked his tongue at me while he massaged feeling back into them. “You need to be wearing some gloves in there, Marce. You’ll lose a finger.”

      Seb was American, but he spoke with accented English and frequently spoke Spanish. But I knew him best for his food habits and made it my business to remember his favorites, along with everyone else’s. As a deckhand, he worked outside, cleaning and caring for Odyssey. Our interactions had been pretty limited to the galley, where I spent most of my time. He liked his coffee dark and sweet. He dined on shore often, but when he was on board for the crew meals, he ate more than anyone else on the boat.

      I also remembered the lean tautness of his body.

      I gripped my clipboard under my arm and wriggled my other fingers at him. Two of them had plasters on. “Hazards of the job. The fingers always get it.”

      “Ay, between the knives, the frostbite, and the open flames, I’m surprised more chefs aren’t missing fingers.” He paused his massaging and bent his head over my hand, taking a closer look at my skin. His thumbs traced over an old scar, one of many. It sent shivers up my spine and made my eyes lose focus. “How did you get this one?”

      My vision snapped back as Seb looked up at me. “I don’t even remember. Probably in my training, when I didn’t know any better.”

      Seb grinned, and even though I could feel the warmth from his hands spreading from my fingers down to my toes, I reluctantly pulled out of his grip.

      “Thank you,” I said, and stepped back while holding up my clipboard. “I’ve got to finish this.”

      “Wait, wait.” He grabbed at my hand before I tugged it away. “Your other hand.”

      “That’s okay, really.”

      He gestured to me. “Give it here.”

      I rolled my eyes, but obliged, switching the clipboard from one arm to the other and holding out my hand. Seb took it, ignoring the two plasters, and gripped my cold fingers. He inspected this hand, too, digging into the palm and rubbing the warmth back in.

      “Do you like knuckle cracking?” he asked, without looking up. His dark, curly hair hung over his eyes like jungle vines, and his lush lashes blocked the rest of my view.

      “I do . . .”

      Seb tugged on a finger and the knuckle popped. I grunted, and my toes—thankfully tucked away in my work shoes—curled.

      He looked up sharply, a smirk tipping the corner of his lips up. His smile grew as he took another finger and popped it. The crack marked a sweet release of tension in my fingers, the kind that I hadn’t even noticed building up. But with Seb’s eyes on me, the warmth of his hands, the little flicker of something hot in his eyes, it was all too much. I yanked my hand away and clutched my clipboard.

      “That’s good, thanks,” I said too quickly.

      Seb studied me, the grin fading for a moment. I took a step backward.

      “De nada,” he said, as he turned back on his way. I watched him for a few steps, wringing my hands, before snapping myself back to my work.
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        * * *

      

      It took me an hour in the crew lounge to input the inventory. When I returned to the galley, the sink was still full of dishes and Jen was nowhere to be found. “Jen?” My voice went unanswered. Putting the clipboard by the laptop, I tugged off my sweater.

      Climbing the stairs, I pulled the exterior door open, stepping outside into the Caribbean heat. I let myself bask in the warmth for a minute, tilting my face up to the sun. On my days off, I loved lying on one of the lounge chairs and soaking up the rays.

      But I had work to do. I opened my eyes, and with a glance out on the horizon—Montserrat was still visible—I turned and made my way along the side.

      When I rounded the corner onto the aft deck, I saw Seb again. This time he was shirtless, with a hose and some polish, working on removing prints from the stainless-steel handrail.

      None of these things were unusual. The male deckhands working outside were almost always shirtless and drenched in sweat and saltwater. Seb’s body was amazing. His job was physically demanding, and he often spent time off the boat running or hiking. It always sent a shiver down my spine to see him shirtless.

      But Seb shirtless reminded me of that first day. Especially when he was wet, with rivulets of water draining down his abs and droplets clinging to his treasure trail. Seeing Seb like this made my face heat and my throat tighten. I knew what his cock looked like, and the image popped into my mind more often than appropriate.

      “Uh . . . hey Seb, have you seen Jen?”

      He inclined his head over the side of the boat.

      Careful not to touch the rail and mess up Seb’s hard work, I looked at the deck below. There she was, chatting with another deckhand, Russ.

      “Jen, what are you doing? There are dirty dishes that need cleaning.”

      She looked up at me and then checked her watch. “There’s two of us. It’ll take no time.”

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. Only sadistic people liked the shitty parts of being a boss. “Get up here. You can finish dishes and then have free time.”

      Jen huffed, flouncing down the deck, and I heard the door open down below. I took a deep breath and looked out at the horizon.

      When I joined Odyssey, Jen had been on board for a year already. It was hard to slip into a new position where you live and work with a subordinate so closely. Having worked in large kitchens before, I was used to being the boss, and Jen hadn’t taken well to me when I started. She didn’t have that experience, and I tried my best to ease the transition along.

      It wasn’t uncommon for Jen to disappear or to shirk her duties. She had a close friendship with Captain Carl, and the longer we worked together, the more the relationship between the three of us grated.

      “You okay?”

      I startled. Seb stood next to me, and I blinked at him. I had forgotten he was here, which was unlike me. Usually he took up far too much of my attention.

      “Oh yeah, I’m fine, thanks.”

      He sighed, pausing the scrubbing of the handrail. “She’s around us a lot.”

      I bristled. “I know. I’m trying to get her back to work.”

      “We know.” He held up his hands, placating, and grimaced. “We’ve talked about it. The deckhands. . . we support you, is what I’m saying.”

      It would be nice if Carl did was on the tip of my tongue, but I held it back. “Thanks. I appreciate it.” It shouldn’t be a problem, though, and I felt inadequate and impotent, irritated that Jen and my management skills were causing crew dynamic problems.

      Seb resumed his polishing, and I turned back toward the galley. When I stepped through the door, Jen had the water blasting on high, music playing louder than normal, and she studiously ignored me.

      I said nothing, but opened the dishwasher and unloaded. With a ninety-second cycle, it took no time for me to catch up on the pile of dishes, and I hand-dried pots and pans between cycles.

      Jen handed me the last pot. “Can I leave now?” she snarled at me.

      “Yes.”

      She spun and whipped off her apron.

      “We’ll leave at one for the store!” I called out to her retreating back.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, Jen and I had two shopping carts fully loaded and were standing in the checkout line of the local grocery store. While we ordered a vast majority of the crew food from a wholesaler, there were still a lot of small-quantity items to order, so we had a weekly shopping trip in effect. Jen was pouting and quiet, and I just didn’t have the energy to care after all this shopping. And we still had dinner to prepare when we got back to Odyssey.

      Two guys dressed in shorts, shirts, and flip-flops came down the aisle and stopped when they saw us. We were next in line, and there was no one behind us, but with our two carts laden with food, it was going to be a while. They looked to the other side of the store, at the only other open lane. The shopping carts were all only half-full, but the line extended around the shelves out of view.

      They looked at each other, shrugged, and got in line behind me.

      I smiled apologetically. “Sorry. If I let everyone with less stuff go in front of me, I’d never leave.”

      The shorter of the two men grinned at me. “Yeah, I could see that. It is okay, we have time.” His accent was thick and Nordic. His eyes dropped, and he read the embroidery on my shirt aloud. “Odyssey. Is that the superyacht out in the bay?”

      “Yes, it is.”

      “Oh, that’s a pretty nice boat. Who is the owner?”

      I grinned. “No one you know, sorry.”

      “Darn. I am guessing that you are one of the crew?”

      I nodded. “Head chef, and this is my crew chef.” I jerked a thumb over my shoulder at Jen, who was focused on her phone. She glanced up and caught sight of them, and a smile crept up her face, her eyes alighting with interest.

      “Hey.” She put the phone down and gave the guys a crooked smile.

      The taller of the two leaned against their cart handles. Same accent, same light hair, same blue eyes. “I can guess about the head chef, but what does crew chef mean? Crew, like c-r-e-w?”

      Jen leaned on the front of my cart. “It means I cook the food for the staff. It’s not as fancy, but I’m learning.”

      He tilted his head at me. “You make the fancy food?”

      “Yup. Any time we have a charter or the owner comes in.”

      The shorter one’s eyes lit up. “You have a bunch of toys on the boat? Like jet skis and stuff?”

      “Yeah. Sometimes we get to have a day off when we have no guests and play with the toys. We even have some foils,” Jen said, proud of one aspect of her job. The thought made me glum—I wished that fun toys and the glamour of Odyssey were enough to keep me happy.

      He looked confused. “What is a foil?”

      “It’s like a skateboard, but on the water. It’s got an electric propeller and when it gets going, the board comes out of the air.”

      “Oh, I saw that!” He snapped his fingers. “I did not know what it was. We joked about walking on water.” He chuckled.

      “What about you? Are you sailors?” I asked.

      “Yeah, we are anchored close to where you are. Our sailboat is Eik.” This was the taller one. He stuck out a hand towards us. “Jonas.”

      Jen and I introduced ourselves to Jonas and Eivind.

      “Are you brothers?” Jen asked.

      Eivind grinned at Jonas. “Yeah.”

      “Cool. Good genes.” She bobbed her head. Thankfully the guys brushed her flirting off, keeping it friendly with us.

      The person in front of us finished checking out, and Jen loaded our goods onto the belt while I handed them to her.

      “Are you sailing the islands?” I asked Jonas.

      He nodded. “Yes, to Guadeloupe next, a few more islands, then down to Grenada.”

      I sighed wistfully. “That sounds great.”

      “What about your boat?”

      I wrinkled my nose. “We’re stuck here for a little while. It’s unfortunate.” Jen snorted behind me.

      While I unloaded groceries and Jen started bagging, I asked the brothers more questions. Where had they been? How long were they sailing?

      As nice as it was to chat with them, it made my heart sink. I longed for that kind of adventure, and even though I knew little about sailing, I imagined the freedom of traveling from place to place and seeing the world.

      That was my dream.
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        * * *

      

      We got back to Odyssey later than usual. Several of the deckhands joined us to help unload all the groceries, and Jen and I flew around the galley, putting the food away.

      Captain Carl came in just as Russ brought in the last cluster of bags. The island counter was filled, but Carl ignored it—and us—and opened the door to the reach-in fridge to rummage around.

      “Looking for a snack?” I asked. If I knew why he was digging around, or what kind of snack he was in the mood for, maybe I could get him out of our way faster.

      “No, I’m looking for the intercom button. Of course, I’m looking for a snack.”

      I held back an eye roll and threw out some suggestions. “Yogurt, cereal, fruit, trail mix…”

      He cut me off. “I’ll make a sandwich.”

      Pulling out the things he needed, Carl made a sandwich directly on the counter in front of me. I wrinkled my nose, but didn’t say anything. Jen chatted with him, slowing down in her progress of putting things away until she was at a complete standstill, leaning against the wall and laughing.

      “And we met these guys at the supermarket. Sailor types, you know? Scruffy, but young.” She giggled.

      “Is that what took you so long? You were flirting with some guys?”

      I paused in putting eggs into the cooler drawers, taken aback by Carl’s tone. Even Jen was surprised, glancing at me and flushing red.

      “No, we just had a lot to buy…”

      Carl grunted, never taking his eyes off his sandwich preparations. Jen resumed putting things away, subdued and with a concerned crease on her forehead.

      Carl made his sandwich and trudged off, leaving his dirty utensils on the counter. Jen looked at me sideways, huffed, and swept them into the sink.

      Later, after dinner service, Jasmine pulled me aside. “Please, girl, I need a drink tonight. Can we hang out in your room, just us two?”

      “Sure. Jen has to clean up tonight, so I’m pretty much done here.”

      “See you in five.”

      I closed down my laptop, stacked my notes up, and shed my chef’s jacket. Jasmine waited outside my door with two glasses and a bottle of wine. We didn’t get together often, but she was the closest thing I had to a friend on board. It was hard to click with the stews since they took direction from me as well as Jasmine.

      She slumped into the one chair in my cabin, allowing me to sit up and stretch out on the bed.

      “What is up with you tonight?”

      “Carl is what’s up with me tonight. Have you noticed he’s been a super asshole lately?”

      “I mean, I’ve always thought he was an asshole.”

      Jasmine snorted. “Today he was upset that no one polished the glassware. The glassware that we polished last week! No one’s touched it, so why do we need to polish it again?” She took a big swig of her wine. “And you know he yelled at Seb yesterday?”

      “What?” My eyes widened, and my heart filled with sympathy for Seb. “What did he yell at him for?”

      “He was upset at the diesel usage. He says we’re using the toys and the tender too much. Like that’s Seb’s fault.”

      I hummed into my wine and took a sip. “I wonder why he’s so upset.”

      She was quiet for a moment. “I think it has something to do with Donna leaving.”

      Donna was the only female deckhand we’d had since I started, and she’d quit a few weeks ago.

      “Do you think Carl and Donna slept together?” I asked.

      “No.” She paused. “Do you think Jen and Carl slept together?”

      “No.”

      Jasmine harumphed. “Something is going on, but I really don’t know what it is. No charters, and we’ve lost a few crew members but haven’t replaced them. Worrying about diesel?” She shook her head. “Something doesn’t add up.”

      We were quiet for a moment, sipping our wine.

      I turned to Jasmine. “Want to talk about something fun instead?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “What’s the latest news from your nieces?”

      Jasmine grinned and pulled out her phone, ready to show me pictures of her five nieces back in the Philippines; always a favorite topic for happier thoughts. It was easier to enjoy their antics than worry about our jobs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THREE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Four days later, breakfast service for the crew was over, and I scrubbed the dishes and checked the time. Jen was running late, but perhaps she’d overslept. I would give her five more minutes and then I’d have to go hunt her down. I’d probably find her flirting with Russ or one of the other deckhands.

      We’d had another fight, again, the day before. I had been tolerating Jen’s slacking more than I should have, in part because she had good, basic skills and the crew liked her food. But lunch the previous day had been burnt as her attitude had gotten more careless. And when I had to ask her to redo her brunoise, the onion pieces irregular and a whole section not even cleanly cut through, she had blown up at me.

      Movement caught my eye, and Jasmine walked into the galley, her lips pressed tight and eyebrows pulled together.

      “Hey, is everything okay?”

      Jasmine held out an envelope, her eyes softening in sympathy. “Jen asked me to give this to you.”

      I dried my hands on my apron and ripped open the envelope. I scanned the contents quickly and glanced up at Jasmine. “Where is she?”

      Jasmine shook her head. “Gone already.”

      I tossed the letter down on the counter and shoved open the door to the deck. Off in the distance, toward the inner harbor, I could see Odyssey’s small tender puttering along.  My mouth tightened, and I crossed my arms over my chest. Jen had quit her job to find something else. I shook my head. Maybe she’d find a restaurant job or another crew chef position. But she didn’t have the guts to tell me herself, and that stung. And now I had to answer to Carl and explain why the one crew member I was responsible for was gone.
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      As any chef does, when the need arises, I switched into gear to cover both jobs. My days were fuller, but still manageable.

      At the next management meeting, I came prepared with a new job description and some suggestions for potential candidates, but before I could bring it up, Captain Carl made his big announcement.

      “Blake, Ana, and the kids are flying in on Thursday for the long weekend.” We all perked up at the news. Having our owners come on board was exactly the excitement I needed to get re-energized after Jen’s departure. I flipped to a new page in my notebook and eagerly started my notes.

      “On Saturday night,” Carl continued, “we’ll be receiving guests for dinner and a one-night stay. Four additional adults and two staff. Ana will send you the dining requests today, Marcella. Since you’re down a Crew Chef,” Carl glared at me like it was my fault his friend was gone, “Jasmine will lend you Vik for the service and a deckhand will assist as needed.”

      Jasmine and Adi both nodded. Then Captain Carl said the words that were music to my ears.

      “Ana wants a twelve-course degustation Saturday night. Whoever is coming, they want to impress the hell out of them.”

      I returned to the galley, excited. This was exactly what I’d trained for, what I was best at. Yes, it was fun to cook for people, in general, but fine dining was my passion.

      Losing my crew chef wasn’t ideal, but crew morale all over the boat was in overdrive. I worked hard every day, waking up early to start on breakfast, then spending every spare second working on Saturday’s menu. Jasmine and her team of stews volunteered to clean up every night so I could be in bed early and ready for the next day.

      I’d already cooked for Blake and Ana’s family before; they’d spent a long weekend on Odyssey early in my employment and then had come back a month later for a full-week circumnavigation of Antigua.

      My files contained preference sheets for each family member with their likes and dislikes. The kids were healthy eaters, though the youngest, Devon, had a shellfish allergy. Ana liked St-Germain; Blake drank Scotch. Ana had sent me some initial thoughts for the menu, and we had been going back and forth with ideas.

      Unlike the crew meals, I only needed small portions of food for Saturday’s dinner for five people. I needed to run a big trip to the local supermarket and then arrange any specialty items with a service.

      Adi was sending a deckhand down to make the run to the supermarket with me. It should have been no surprise when Seb showed up in my galley.
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      Seb and I briskly walked up and down the aisles together, he with one cart and I with another. He was . . . not the best help I’d ever had.

      I placed a package in the cart, stacking it in my organized piles. Seb immediately picked it up. “These are for the kids?”

      “Blake’s favorite cookies.” I plucked the package out of his hands and put it back, just right.

      “You are pretty organized,” Seb noted.

      He picked up the pace to follow me as I walked briskly down the aisle. “It’s part of my job. When you work in a kitchen, there’s a lot that could go wrong, and staying organized eliminates most of it.”

      “Like what?”

      “It can prevent accidents and spoilage. But also, when more than one person is working in the kitchen, it can save time. Everyone knows where everything should be.”

      “Kind of like our safety gear. If you don’t know where the life preserver is, you lose valuable time in rescuing someone.”

      “Right.”

      “Except,” he said with a grin, “you’re serving food.”

      “Yes, but if I’m not organized, what if I forget that someone is allergic to shellfish, or forget to tell my sous-chef about the allergy?” I tossed a box of crackers at Seb and pointed at the pile in his cart. “Life-saving.”

      “Fair enough.” He stacked the box.

      We turned down the next aisle.

      “How long have you been a chef?”

      “Officially? For six years.”

      “Unofficially?”

      “Well, my family had a café attached to their orchard, so I have always been in the kitchen. I started cooking there when I was twelve.”

      Seb whistled. “That’s pretty young. Your work ethic would impress my parents.” Something in the way he said it made me think that his own work wouldn’t impress his parents.

      Turning the corner from the last aisle, we arrived at the produce section. The bins of potatoes and onions were right in front of me, so I pulled two plastic bags off the wheel and started picking through onions. I held the other bag out to Seb. “Here, bag twelve onions.” He took it from me and tossed some onions in. “What do your parents think about your job?”

      He shrugged; eyes focused on the task. “You know those memes ‘What I think I do, what my friends think I do, what my clients think I do, what I actually do?’”

      I nodded and tied off my bag.

      “My parents picture me like you’d picture our guests. To them, my job isn’t difficult. It’s a vacation.” Seb moved over so we could bag potatoes.

      “What do they do?”

      “Mami works in a restaurant; Papi as a mechanic. They’ve worked shitty, minimum-wage jobs ever since they moved to Miami. But they think that hard work is the only way to survive.” His bitterness tinged his words.

      We moved to bananas next. “My parents are the opposite. Embittered from a lifetime of running their own floundering business.” I tied up one bunch of bananas and skipped the rest. Seb made a small noise of protest. When I looked back at him, he was gazing longingly at the plantains, his dark eyebrows pinched together.

      The corner of my smile quirked up. “What?”

      Seb picked up one of the bunches. “I do get annoyed at my parents, but plantains still make me miss home.”

      I scrunched my brow up, confused. “They make you miss Miami?”

      “Well, Little Havana, really, and mi mami’s cooking.”

      I tilted my head. “Did your family move from Cuba?”

      “Ay, they emigrated. I’m a first-generation American.”

      My fingers skated over the pile of plantains and picked up a bunch. “I don’t know much about Caribbean cuisine. What does your mami make with them?”

      “With these,” he said, lifting the bunch of long, green plantains, “my mami would make tostones. She would slice them up half an inch thick.”

      I grinned and lifted an eyebrow. “Hm, what’s that in metric?” I teased.

      “Uh…” Seb laughed, and I watched his eyes flicker at the ceiling while he did some mental math. “Like… a centimeter and a half? No, a centimeter and a quarter. Ugh, Adi always gets on me about that, and I still haven’t learned.”

      “Close enough.” I nodded. “Then what?”

      “Fry them in oil and squish them with a…” Seb was at a loss for words. “A tostonera. It’s, like, two paddles, but with a little pocket. You squash them and fry them again.”

      “Twice fried, hm?” I gave him the side-eye. “That’s not very healthy.”

      He shrugged. “In the Caribbean, or even in Miami, it’s hot, you’re sweaty, and always working it off.” Seb winked at me. “But the best thing to do with plantains is maduros. You let them ripen till the peel is black, then slice them in big chunks and fry them. They are like candy.” He let his eyes roll back in his head.

      I eyed Seb. “What else do you know about Caribbean food?”

      He grinned. “A lot. After the weekend, I could take you to lunch at one of these places. You should try roti and fungee and ducana.”

      I blushed but answered with a non-committal, “Maybe.” Lunch, just the two of us? My heartbeat picked up a little bit. Seb’s passion for food made him all the more appealing. But a lunch with just us, oohing and ahhing over food, might be far too distracting.
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      It was late afternoon, three days before Blake and Ana were flying in. In the galley, I assembled my dessert concept for the degustation, making sure I had everything I needed to make the dish a work of art and that the flavors worked well together. I hunched over, eyes darting around and contemplating the placement of the edible flowers, when someone touched my elbow, and I startled.

      “Careful, flaquita.” Seb, in his deck uniform of tan shorts and a white T-shirt with a sketch of Odyssey on it, stood next to me and looked down at the dish, then wrinkled his brow and leaned in closer. “What is this?”

      I used tweezers to place the final, tiny flower in the panna cotta and straightened up, rubbing my stiff back.

      “It’s a vanilla panna cotta with lavender macarons and pine nut and rice pudding ganaches.”

      Seb gave me a hesitant smile, like he thought he should be impressed but wasn’t sure exactly what to be impressed about. He looked back at the dessert and creased his brow.

      “What?”

      “I just . . . I don’t know what a lot of that is.”

      “Not everyone is a classic chef,” I teased and elbowed his ribs. “Panna cotta is an egg-and-cream custard. But firm. Like . . . flan? I think flan is the closest thing.”

      Seb’s eyes lit up. “I love flan.”

      “Would you like to try some? I have extras.”

      “Will it have the little flowers and pine nut stuff on it?”

      I laughed. “No, you can have a plain one.”

      I handed Seb a mold full of panna cotta. He gleefully dug a spoon in and popped it in his mouth. Watching people eat my food is usually a lovely experience; there’s the curiousness, the surprise, the delight.

      Not so with Seb.

      As soon as the vanilla panna cotta hit his tongue, his face changed. I saw a flash of disappointment, which he quickly covered up.

      My face dropped. “What?”

      Seb swallowed his bite. “It’s just . . . uh, well . . . I think . . . ah . . .”

      I grabbed the mold and a clean spoon and took a bite. The panna cotta slid around on my tongue, the flavors and texture blooming for me. It seemed fine to me. Better than fine.

      Seb was watching me. I put the dish down on the counter hard. “What’s wrong with it?” I insisted.

      He blushed all over. “Did you . . . I don’t know . . . forget the sugar or something?”

      “What?” I frowned.

      “You said it was like flan, but that tastes nothing like my abuela’s flan,” Seb defended. He was frowning, too, and crossed his arms in front of his chest.

      “This is a good panna cotta,” I proclaimed. My temper rose. I’d already planned this with Ana, and I didn’t want to start over with a new dessert. And it hurt me that Seb didn’t like it. “Sorry it’s not fried plantains or . . . or . . . fried . . . something!”

      Seb threw his hands up in the air. “Don’t yell at me, and don’t insult my Cuban food. I’ve never even had a panna cotta before! Why are you even listening to me? My parents raised me on rice and beans, not fancy shit like this.” He stalked off in a huff, and I glared at my dessert. It was creamy and light and mildly floral—Ana would love it. But Seb had me doubting myself.

      When I couldn’t sleep that night, too busy worrying about my panna cotta, I started looking into flan recipes. One thing led to another, and I was suddenly down the rabbit hole of Cuban cuisine.

      Around three a.m., I peeled myself out of bed and got dressed. I had to try this.
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        * * *

      

      The crew filtered in through the morning, some staff choosing to have a leisurely breakfast with coffee or tea and some popping in to scarf down a muffin and then start their day.

      I waited anxiously for Seb, excited to show him what I’d made.

      When he came in, bleary-eyed and yawning, I let him mix his coffee before I pulled my creation out of the fridge and hid it behind my back while I approached him.

      “Hey.”

      Seb raised his eyebrow in surprise since I didn’t normally linger around during mealtime and, I suppose, because we’d yelled at each other the day before.

      “Buenos días,” he said.

      I bit my lip. “I did some research last night on flan.”

      The side of his lips quirked up into a grin. “Yeah?”

      “Apparently, Cuban flan is quite different from the flan I know. So . . .” I pulled the plate out from behind me. “Would you like to try this?”

      Seb’s eyes widened, and he gave a deep-throated chuckle. “Dessert for breakfast? Hell yeah.” He took the plate from me. “Have you tried it?”

      I shook my head. “You’ll have to tell me if it’s like your abuela’s.” I held up a hand and teased him. “Not better than hers, but similar.”

      Seb scooped out a spoonful of the golden flan and put it in his mouth. I watched his lips close around the spoon, his tongue licking a bit of the creaminess off his upper lip.

      His eyes closed, and I waited in anticipation for his verdict. To my surprise, his eyes squeezed tighter, his throat bobbed as he swallowed, and he leaned against the counter, a pained expression on his face.

      “Seb?”

      He opened his eyes, and it shocked me to see them misty. Seb pressed a hand to his heart. “What is different?” he croaked.

      “Ah. Cuban flan is traditionally made with sweetened condensed milk and evaporated milk. It has a lot more sugar in it than this one.”

      Seb took another bite, closing his eyes in bliss.

      “I take it you like it?”

      He cracked an eye and looked at me. “Not quite like mi abuela’s, but really fantastic job, Marce. Thank you.”

      Seb set the flan down and stepped forward, wrapping me in a deep hug. I slid my arms under his and pressed his back, lifting my chin onto his shoulder. It was so tempting to tuck my nose into the skin of his neck, the soft scruff that smelled like Caribbean sunshine.

      He gave me a tight squeeze and then pulled back.

      “I know my food can be a bit pretentious,” I said.

      Seb shook his head. “Your food, that panna cotta, is good. And that flan. It made me a little homesick.”

      I nodded at him and then swatted his shoulder. “Now go eat something real for breakfast. You need some vitamins and fiber to counteract all that sugar.”

      “Yes, chef.”
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      I worked all day prepping the staff meals for the next few days. The fridge was full of mezze platters and crudites that the crew could eat quickly between chores or enjoy as a late-night snack. When we had visitors onboard, whether they were paying guests or the owners, we worked tirelessly behind the scenes, staying up later and getting up earlier.

      The last batch of muffins was fragrant and golden when I pulled them out of the oven and crossed the line item off my checklist. Despite being down a crew chef, the galley was in excellent shape, and I was ahead of schedule preparing for Blake and Ana’s arrival. Over the past few days, I’d been thanking my lucky stars they weren’t flying in to host a large party. I could handle a degustation for six, but hors d’oeuvres and displays for fifty people all by myself would be taxing.

      Seb and Russ walked into the galley, excitedly chatting. When Seb saw me, he grinned, but Russ eyed the hot muffins on the counter and then aimed his puppy-dog eyes at me.

      “Yes, yes.” I waved at him. “Careful, they are hot.”

      Russ set to work carefully popping a muffin out of the tin. Seb leaned on the galley island. “Carl’s giving us the rest of the afternoon off,” he said.

      I glanced at the clock. It was almost four, and there were still a few hours of daylight. “What is the plan?”

      He grinned at me, and Russ mumbled around a mouthful of muffins. “Jeth-sthis.”

      Seb translated. “Jet skis. Come join us.”

      I hesitated. I needed to make the crew dinner for the night, but the menu was an easy one and I’d already done most of my prep work.

      Seb tugged the sleeve of my jacket, his fingers brushing against my skin, and I suppressed a shiver. “It’s a big weekend coming up. Blow off some steam with me,” he whispered. “You deserve it.”

      “I’ll be down in half an hour.”

      Seb pumped a fist. “Yes!”

      Russ reached for a second muffin, and I swatted him away. “I have to clean, and you’ll ruin your dinner.” I shooed them out so I could get to work and not feel too guilty about having a little fun.

      When I finished my work, I quickly changed and went to the stern of Odyssey. The bay door was open, and most of the crew was already out relaxing. Jasmine and Vik lounged on a giant inflatable pillow floating at the stern, while a few other crew bobbed and swam.

      One of the jet skis was missing, but the other one was bobbing off the back, tied up close to the swim platform. Seb lay on the seat, legs kicked up on the handles and using a life jacket for a pillow. His eyes were closed, blocking out the sun and giving me another opportunity to watch him undetected.

      Tanned skin peeked out from between his vest and his long board shorts, dark, curly hairs, a sloping V-cut. His hands rested on his chest, fingers tangled together. I watched him swallow.

      Instead of thinking about that first day, my thoughts centered on the Seb I’d gotten to know better this week: homesick, proud of his heritage, conflicted about his family.

      “Flaquita,” he said, eyes still closed. His hand reached towards me, fingers beckoning.

      My thoughts broken, I slipped off my cover and dove into the water.

      When I surfaced, Seb was watching me. We grinned at each other, and I swam towards the back of the jet ski. He counteracted my weight and offered me a hand as I climbed on behind him. Straddling the seat, I snapped my life jacket on, and Seb fired up the engine.

      “Anywhere you want to go?” Seb shouted over his shoulder.

      I sat down behind him and gripped his life jacket, pressing my knees to his outer thighs. “Fast!”

      He laughed and released the line. We peeled out from Odyssey’s shadow and took off towards the horizon.
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      After zooming around the nearby bays, dodging islands and startling flying fish, we came back to Jolly Harbour. Seb whipped us past Odyssey and into the anchorage. Dozens of sailboats of various sizes lay at anchor in the beautiful water.

      Seb slowed us down and looked back at me. “Want to look at the boats?”

      “Yes!” I shouted back.

      We idled through the bay, gliding between sailboats. Some of them were tiny—ten meters—and some were a bit bigger, but they all looked so small when you were used to looking up at the behemoth that was Odyssey.

      Most boats had a small tender tied off at the back or raised up on a frame. Canvas tents provided shade, and every boat had someone on deck or hatches open, letting the breeze come in. These boats were not for show; these were people’s homes.

      Off in the distance, I noticed a larger one with a familiar man walking across the decks. I pointed to the sailboat, and Seb steered us towards it.

      “Jonas!” I called out.

      He looked up and waved when he recognized me. Soon, Eivind was on deck, too, with a petite woman. Seb maneuvered us alongside Eik and cut the engine.

      “How are you?” Eivind asked.

      “Good. We are having play time today, as you can see.” I gestured at the jet ski.

      “Happy hour for us too,” the woman said, raising a beer can at us.

      “Marcella, yes?” Jonas checked. I nodded. “This is Elayna. Elayna, Marcella.”

      We waved at each other.

      “This is Seb,” I said, pointing at him. Seb’s hand slipped down to my bare thigh and gripped it, making my stomach tighten. Eivind’s eyes followed the motion, and he covered his mouth as he coughed, a twinkle in his eye.

      “This is your boat, huh?” I looked down the deck of the sailboat. She was pretty and clean, her deck free of clutter and her hull shiny. Few of the boats in the anchorage were as beautiful as this one.

      “Yeah, this is Eik.” Jonas patted the canopy above the cockpit with a proud smile.

      Eivind crouched down to be closer to our eye level. “Would you join us for a tour or a beer? All are welcome at happy hour.”

      I opened my mouth to respond, but Seb spoke first. “We have to get back to the boat. Marcella has to prepare dinner.”

      “Maybe just a quick tour…” I wiggled my finger under the life jacket, finding Seb’s warm skin and poking him.

      Seb bent his arm, showing me his watch. I sighed. He was right; I needed to start dinner prep.

      “Next time?”

      “Anytime, Marcella.” Eivind winked at me. “Just come on over.”
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        * * *

      

      We pulled up to the stern of Odyssey to find a party on the main deck above the garage. The crew whooped and cheered as Seb drove the jet ski up. We dismounted and peeled off our life jackets. The other jet ski was back in place, the water toys mostly put away, and I looked up from the swim platform to see most of the crew leaning over the handrail.

      “Marcella, do you need help getting dinner ready?” Jasmine called down.

      “Depends,” I shouted back. “Are you into the good stuff or the really good stuff?”

      That got a few laughs, and some of them pulled away from view.

      “We’re into the mediocre stuff,” Vik admitted. “But Jasmine made cheese and crackers. We won’t get too sloppy.”

      Seb pulled out the freshwater hose for us to rinse off and sprayed it up, angling just far enough to give the crew at the rail a light misting. We heard a squeal and laughter, and Vik quickly disappeared, but not before giving Seb the finger.

      He adjusted the nozzle of the hose to a gentler stream and held it up, tilting his head back and letting the water slick back his loose curls.

      Despite getting to know Seb better over the past week, my head went straight back to Naked Seb. The warm water poured over him, his board shorts clung indecently, and my imagination didn’t need any help filling in the rest.

      “So,” Seb started, and I pulled my eyes away from his bulge just in time for his to snap open and find me. He used his hand to rub the fresh water over his chest and kept eye contact with me. I strained not to let my gaze follow his movements. “Who were those guys?”

      “Who?”

      I thought Seb would laugh or tease me like he usually did, but his face was serious. “The guys on the sailboat.”

      “Oh, Jonas and Eivind? I met them at the supermarket.”

      “So, you don’t know them that well?”

      “Well, no, but they seem nice.”

      Seb handed me the hose, and we swapped places. The warm water felt good, and I realized that the temperature had dropped with the sun going down. I closed my eyes to better ignore the sight of Seb toweling off.

      I tilted my head back and rinsed my hair out. When I wiped the water from my face and looked back up, Seb was holding a fresh towel out wide.

      Stepping in closer to him, he folded the towel around me and rubbed my arms through the cloth. “I don’t like the thought of you going over alone.” Seb refused to meet my eyes, but gave me one last rub and stepped back. “Besides, our happy hour is better.”

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “It’s not about whose got the better happy hour. It’s about meeting people and getting to hear their stories and making friends.”

      “Sure,” he muttered. “Making friends.”

      “What does that mean?”

      He shook his head. “Nothing. And you have to start dinner.” Seb walked to the back platform and looked up. “Russ,” he shouted, ending our conversation. “Come help me with the jet skis.”

      I turned away from Seb with a huff and made my way back to my cabin. Hours later, it hit me. Seb was jealous.
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      The boule’s crust was perfectly brown when I slipped it out of the oven.

      “Oh, something smells wonderful in here.” Ana’s voice preceded her around the corner of the galley.

      I grinned at her. “I’m making your favorite for lunch, of course.”

      Ana kissed my cheeks and leaned over the counter to take a deep inhale over the bread. “Yum. Panzanella?”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Ana liked to keep things light, and in the heat of the Caribbean, I agreed. A basic salad with high quality ingredients was a pleasure to serve.

      “How was your flight?”

      “Just fine. Blake’s already at the office, working, and the kids are swimming.” Ana’s husband was a workaholic, the office suite on Odyssey being where he spent most of his time here. Their kids were ten and eight, full of energy, but well-behaved. The crew loved “playtime” with them and drew straws to see who got to be the lifeguard on duty.

      Ana tilted her head. “How are you faring without your crew chef?”

      I brushed away her concern. “It would be different if we had some charters, but as it is, I can easily keep up. The rest of the crew has picked up the slack.”

      Her lips pressed together. “I can’t help but worry. The guests coming this weekend are very picky. And Blake’s concerned about impressing them. I assured him you were up to the task, though.” She narrowed her eyes. “Just don’t let me down, Marcella.”

      This was a side of Ana I’d never seen before. I smiled, projecting confidence. “The menu you’ve helped me develop is fantastic, and the crew is squared away for this weekend. My entire focus is on this degustation. They’ll leave impressed, I assure you.”

      “I hope so.” She cast her eye over the galley, and the corners of her mouth relaxed a smidge. Her words and a hint of desperation hung over me before she smiled and rapped on the counter. “I’ll see you at lunch service.”

      And with that, she was gone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The words on the menu in front of me blurred a bit. I’d been staring for too long, wondering if there was anything I should change.

      Meal service had been tense, and I couldn’t pinpoint why. Ana and Blake had brought in additional dinnerware for Saturday’s meal, and Jasmine and I had examined the pieces together, seeing what we could use and what menu items needed to be changed to accommodate new aesthetics. Mostly it was just in presentation, thankfully.

      The exterior door swung open, and Seb entered. His eyebrows raised when he spotted me. “Marce, what are you doing up?”

      I stood up, stretching my back out, stiff from being bent over. “Reviewing the menu. You on rounds tonight?” With guests onboard, the deckhands spent the night hours wiping children’s hand prints off the glass, straightening furniture, and polishing stainless steel, in addition to their regular duties.

      Seb rested an elbow on the counter and fingered the menu covered with my notes. “Yeah, just came in hoping for a snack.”

      “What are you in the mood for?”

      He didn’t answer, his eyes scanning the paper instead. “I don’t know what most of these words are. Are they English?”

      The counter dug into my hip as I leaned next to him. “Some of them are English. Food words are difficult because it’s such a multicultural experience.” As Seb leaned over, his hair, unusually dry, curled around his ear. The curls were long enough, and I could imagine running my fingers through them, tangling myself up, and maybe even gently tugging, like Seb did, himself, sometimes.

      My eyes skittered away when Seb straightened up. “Well, I don’t know what a lot of those menu items are, but I know Ana seems to love your food.”

      He mirrored me, matching my lean against the counter. We were close, almost uncomfortably so. Those curls I’d been staring at brushed his forehead, his eyebrows, and led my gaze to his eyes. They were soft and warm, a deep chocolate.

      Seb’s attention dropped, landing on my lips. I watched his eyes widen, felt my own lips part. Nerves in my belly, which had been focused on the pressures of the weekend, suddenly shifted. The low hum of sexual tension I’d always felt around Seb was taking over, and damned if I didn’t want to stop it.

      But Seb blinked, shifted his weight, and pulled back. His gaze darted away, and he cleared his throat. “I better, uh, get back to work. You should get to bed anyway.”

      “Yeah,” I agreed, letting my arms drop to my side. “Early morning tomorrow for me.”

      His lips twitched. “Late night for me.” Seb stepped back. “Night, Marce.”
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        * * *

      

      Saturday night around midnight, I plated the last dish for the final course of our degustation. The staff was all done up in their formal uniforms, and the stews, Vik, Abi, and Kyle, had been busy popping in and out of the galley, dropping off dirty plates and picking up the next course.

      The previous days had been a blur, but it had gone off without a hitch.

      I slipped off my apron and jacket, which were both spotted with various minor spills and wipes. I turned on the tap, running the warm water, and washed my face and hands. Pulling my cap off, I smoothed out my hair and twisted it into a tight bun before slipping on a new jacket.

      Vik returned with some dirty dishes, and we stacked them in the sink for me to take care of later. I leaned against the counter, taking a breather.

      “Great job tonight,” Vik said.

      I nodded. “You too. How did Blake like that Pouilly-Fuissé?”

      “Ah, perfect,” he crooned. “You gave me an opening with your smoked mackerel canapes.”

      We high-fived. “Who are the special guests, anyway?”

      “I don’t know. They’ve been talking business. The woman, Natasha, is someone Blake’s trying to make a deal with. One guy is her husband, the young man a son, I believe. The other guy, I have not caught the relationship.”

      “Hm.”

      “Oh my god, you missed it! They arrived in a seaplane! Come on, it’s tied off the back, I’ll show you.”

      Vik and I scurried down to the garage. The door was open and all the lights were on, including the floodlights off the stern and the underwater lights beneath us. I could see, attached to a tether off the back of the boat, a seaplane floating on its pontoons.

      “I can’t believe I didn’t hear it come in.”

      “It wasn’t that loud.”

      Just then, the radio at Vik’s belt crackled. “Vik, Jasmine, can you and Marce come up?”

      Vik slipped it out and pressed the talk button. “On our way.”

      I double-checked my jacket, smoothed my hair, and inspected my hands on the way to the bridge deck.

      Arriving at the top of the stairs, Ana greeted me. “Marcella, dinner was marvelous!” She kissed my cheeks. “The panna cotta was, of course, my favorite. It was so light with those delicious floral notes.”

      “Grazie.” I inclined my head.

      Ana turned towards the other guests and guided me by my elbow. “Natasha, Justin, Alex, Dom, this is my chef, Marcella.”

      I shook everyone’s hands. Carl and the rest of the management
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