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Part One: The Wedding

Chapter One
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It was the lamest party ever. And I was forced to be there. Don’t get me wrong, I was super happy for my brother and his new wife— Wife! That’s crazy, they’re actually married— It’s just that it kind of sucks being twenty years old at an event that would be way cooler if I could have a drink.

Lexie probably would have snuck me a drink but she was busy being the bride and all. My older sister, Jezebel, was not an option. She was way too good at being good in the best of times, and it was not the best of times for her. She’d just dumped her fiance for cheating at our brother’s bachelor party. Dick!

So instead of actually having fun, Jenn and I were sitting at the edge of the dance floor watching Lexie’s middle-aged aunties and uncles have a great time, getting wasted, and not giving a fuck. We determined four drinks was the average not-give-a-fuck threshold. 

I scanned the crowd and found my dad, sitting alone, off in a corner, nursing a beer. I’ll go hang with him later, but I had a feeling the chicken dance was coming up soon and I was not going to miss that. One of Lexie’s aunts looked on the verge of absolute hilarity.

My gaze continued past Dad and landed smack dab on my brother Malcolm’s odd college roommate, Darius. He had too-long, curly, brown hair that fell over his eyes and made his already pretty face look even prettier. The only thing that gave him any structure was his glasses.

He didn't even flinch when I caught him blatantly staring at me and Jenn. Weirdo. His intense perusal had me all squirmy inside.

Maintaining eye contact across the dance floor, I reached my hand inside the neckline of my bustier dress, pasting a sultry expression onto my face. As I intended, his eyes followed my hand, watching the self-molestation intently as I fondled my tit. I slowly removed my hand, his rapt attention never wavering, and pulled out my middle finger. My eyes and mouth wide open in mock surprise, I showed him the bird.

Zero reaction.

Well, that was a waste of a great bit and a waste of boob displacement. Now I had to fix the other boob to match what I’d done with the first. And...he was still watching. My belly felt all swirly again. 

I’d met him once before, two years ago or so when Malcolm brought him home from school. Luckily, I was staying at Jenn’s that weekend and had very little interaction with him. What I remember was a quiet, intellectual type that I absolutely could not relate to. I’ve never been the intellectual type. And I didn’t even know how to be quiet.

But I knew from Malcolm that Darius had been through a lot of hard shit while they were in school together, so I had at least a sprinkling of empathy for him, regardless of how odd he was.

“Maybe we could dance,” Jenn suggested beside me. She’d been my best friend since kindergarten or something. I wasn’t sure because I literally could not remember a time that she was not my friend.

Jenn was the sweet to my sour, the guacamole to my cayenne pepper, the Glinda to my badass bitch. Of course, that was if you saw us as one-dimensional beings. Which—spoiler alert—we weren’t. We sure looked the part though. I was all dark hair and sharp features—which I totally accentuated—while she was blonde with soft, babydoll features—which she wouldn’t even have considered accentuating or countering. She simply didn’t think about her features much at all.

“You really want to Twist and Shout?” I asked in response to her suggestion.

She half-laughed, half-whined, “No, not really. But come on, what can we do?” 

I knew that what she really needed was a distraction from the fact that her life-long crush was getting married...to one of her closest friends.

She’d always had a thing for Malcolm and he barely knew she existed. Lexie was only two years above us and we’d had the same group of friends through middle school and high school. In a small town like ours, it wasn’t so uncommon to hang out with kids that were a couple of years older or younger than you. Lexie actually met Malcolm through Jenn and me, a fact Jenn often lamented.

It all came back to drinks. Jenn and I both needed shots...or wine...or a kegger. I would take whatever I could get.

Maybe that’s it.

I have to take what I can get.

I looked at my friend and she was biting her manicure to shreds as she watched Malcolm and Lexie on the dance floor, twisting and shouting with the best of the middle-agers—who were actually quite good. Comes with practice, I guess. Mal suddenly scooped Lexie into his arms causing her to squeal with delight. He planted a quick kiss on her lips and she giggled shyly in response. Such a good little bride and groom. 

Jenn’s face turned white and she tore the tip of her fingernail off with her teeth.

“Buckle your seatbelt, Jenn. It’s time for the greatest ballroom heist ever not seen in the history of our small town.”

She turned to me, eyes wide, hands falling demurely into her lap.

“Okay, that sounds amazing. I’m in.”

Fifteen minutes later, I nonchalantly meandered along the edge of the room, making my way, ever so casually, toward the bar. I managed to position myself in the corner, slightly behind one side of the bar.

Cue: Jenn. Take it away, Jennifer.

I waited. 

And waited.

Finally, she came frolicking by—she was an expert frolicker, truly, like a maid in a meadow. Then she suddenly went down with a dramatic cry. 

“My ankle...oh, my ankle.”

Very few people were nearby and she turned her pouty mouth on the twenty-something male bartender.

“Ice, please. I need some ice.” She seemed so desperate that the bartender nearly tripped over himself filling a towel with ice and rushing to her side.

As if Dionysis himself had a hand in our scheme, a reveler approached the other bartender to order a drink. Perfectly timed. I took two steps sideways, wrapped my fingers around the first bottleneck I touched, and spun away, exiting into the hallway that led to the bathrooms and ultimately the coatroom, our predetermined rendezvous point.

Holding the bottle to my belly like a pregnant woman protecting her womb, I hurried along the hallway, the entrance to the coatroom gradually nearing, nearing, nearing. Almost there.

Someone stepped in my path. 

Damn it. Malcolm’s introverted roommate.

“Beat it, Bruce Wayne, I’m on a mission.” I tried to sidestep him, but he anticipated my move and blocked my path. 

I tried again. 

Blocked again. 

I narrowed my eyes at him and he only stared back, blank expression, full lips, deep fathomless eyes, incongruous curls.

“You’ve stolen that.” His voice was deep, way deeper than I would’ve expected with that ridiculously pretty face.

“Duh, and I'll get caught if you don’t get out of my way.”

I tried to move around him again and instead of blocking my path, he hooked my arm and swung me through the nearest doorway, which happened to be the family bathroom. He closed the door behind us and locked it.

Holding the bottleneck in one hand, I planted my fists on my hips and squared off with him as he blocked my path through the door.

“What the fuck, dude?” My body was heating up—the adrenaline from the heist, his strange and oddly affecting presence, my irritation that I hadn’t fully succeeded in my goal.

“You’re Malcolm’s little sister, aren't you?” He crossed his arms over his chest, drawing my eyes. His position pulled his sweater tight through his shoulders and arms. I could discern toned and slightly bulging arm muscles and the lifted planes of his chest. 

A socially awkward, gentle-faced, gym rat?

I ignored his question, returning my defiant gaze to his, chastising myself for my temporary distraction.

“Are you always so poorly behaved?” Had his voice gotten even deeper? 

“Yes,” I cocked my hip in defiance.

Who did he think he was? 

“You know what happens to bad girls, don’t you?” He stepped forward and I was suddenly aware of his size. He was taller than me by several inches, even while I wore heels, and also broader, and certainly stronger. Though his facial features were soft and almost effeminate, his energy was far from it. He emanated calm strength and control.

My stomach flipped and then tightened sending a surge of awareness to my sex.

Wait...what? No...no. I was not getting turned on. 

“Like you’re going to do something about it,” I scoffed, far more confidently than I felt.

His nearness had me turning mushy inside, wondering what he would do next.

Several subtle, unreadable expressions crossed his eyes and had me off balance. Eventually, the intensity with which he looked at me softened and his energy retreated.

“Someone should give you a spanking,” he said, stepping back. Turning, he reached for the door lock.

He was giving up? Just like that? I was strangely disappointed.

“No one will because they’re not man enough,” I sassed.

He spun around so fast I was startled and dropped the hard-won bottle. In one swift movement, he caught it as it fell from my fingers and placed it on the bathroom vanity. At the same time, he caught my other wrist and spun me to face the mirror while he brought my arm behind my back. He had me pushed down until my chest pressed against the vanity surface next to the bottle.

Forget Bruce Wayne, he’d totally Bruce Lee’d my ass.
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Chapter Two
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“Not man enough?” he asked quietly, against my ear, and my inner muscles clenched.

“Karate Kid could’ve done the same.” I turned my head toward him and found his face much closer than I’d expected.

We shared breaths for a few expanding moments. I stared into his dark eyes as his free hand smoothed over my ass. Luckily—or rather unluckily since I kind of desperately wanted to feel his hand a little more directly—my floor-length, taffeta bridesmaid’s dress did not afford much access.

When his hand reached over my hip to my thigh, he gathered the material of my dress with agonizing leisure, keeping his eyes locked to mine the whole time. His expression was unreadable while I was sure mine betrayed the riotous feelings awakening in me. 

Turned on was an incredibly insufficient way to describe what I was feeling. I was breathless with anticipation. My insides had flipped around so much they were stirring themselves into lava. My nipples, where they pressed against the bathroom counter, had hardened into painful peaks. 

Cool air passed my knees, then my thighs, the thin thigh-high stockings doing nothing to make me feel covered. I worried my bottom lip between my teeth as the bare skin of my upper thighs, then the undercurve of my ass was exposed. The bronze taffeta was bunched tightly in his fist at my hip. His gaze finally flickered away from mine and scanned the view he’d revealed.

His grip on my wrist loosened briefly as if caught off guard. But I didn’t fight to be released. I didn’t want to be released. 

I think he realized that, and when he looked back at me, I finally saw something I recognized in his eyes—heat and raw desire. He was unsettled. I affected him. I chanced a glance to the front of his pants and was rewarded with his body’s reaction to what he’d seen. Can’t control that, huh? I smirked to myself.

“I’ll give you what you need, and you’ll remember this lesson.” His voice was gravelly and felt like a caress on my insides.

“And what lesson is that?” I squirmed beneath his hold...wanting, craving...something.

Past the point of no return for both of us—I would beg if he’d tried to stop now— he pulled my dress up to my waist. I was wearing only a black lacy thong and my ass was kissed by the cool air and his unshielded view. 

“That you can be tamed...by the right hand.” His fingertips brushed over the roundness of my ass-cheek, raising goosebumps, sending tingles along my spine.

Then the first impact stole my breath and my whole body tensed, jolting into the vanity.

My eyes rolled back at the sinfully lovely sensation. I’d never been spanked but I’d always been curious. It was so much better than I could’ve imagined. The sharp bite of impact drew every sense like a bullseye. Nerves—sharp. Mind—alert. Then the seductive warming that spread outward, toward that neediest part that happened to be located so damn close.

I could hear his heavy breaths behind me and I wondered what he was feeling.

Another slap and I actually moaned, arching my back.

As if reading my body’s response, his next slap landed lower, where my ass met my thighs, catching the swollen flesh peeking through between my legs.

“Spread your legs,” he growled and I obeyed immediately. What was happening to me?

The third slap landed exactly where I wanted and a little whimper burst from my mouth. He groaned and rubbed my ass in vigorous circles.

“Good girl.” His words tumbled through me with the most delighted thrill.

Who the fuck was this guy and could he come home with me?

A knock sounded on the door and we both started.

“Is anyone in there?” It was an older man’s voice.

My bathroom companion shoved my skirts back down my legs and released my wrist. Holding his finger to his lips he cracked the door and poked his head through. 

“I’m sorry, my nanna is quite sick. It’s going to be a while.”

I made subtle retching sounds from behind the door. His arm all ninja-like thrust toward me and his hand covered my mouth. It wasn’t rough, not even a little, but it was enough to quiet me and leave me a little breathless.

“Easy, nana, I’ll be right there,” he said to me, eyes speaking a tantalizing promise before turning to face the man in the hall, still covering my mouth. “I’m sorry, sir, you might want to find another option.”

I guess his innocent, boyish looks were an advantage.

Closing the door, he pushed me back against it and his hand dropped from my mouth to my throat, his fingers curled into the muscle at the back of my neck. I could breathe just fine but felt completely at his mercy. 

It was intoxicating. I smiled up at him and licked my lips. Would he kiss me? Damn, I wanted him to kiss me. His brows were drawn and he looked as if a war was being fought in his mind.

I couldn’t imagine what there was to possibly be conflicted about. 

His weight shifted away from me slightly and just when I thought with disappointment he was going to let me go, his mouth took mine in a brutal kiss. My lips were smashed against my teeth and his body leaned into me so fully my breath was squeezed from my lungs.

I took handfuls of his sweater in my hands and pulled, angling my head to receive more of him. His hips rocked into me and I cursed the excessive material of my dress. I wanted to feel more of him. His tongue sensually yet forcefully twined with mine, searching for and drawing to the surface an intensity of desire I hadn’t known was within me.

Sure, I’d always been pretty lusty, comfortable with my sexuality, experimental even...but this guy’s kiss had me wanting to be tied down, turned over, flipped around, and so thoroughly used that I felt it for days after. I tried to spread my legs around his thigh where it pressed against me, but my skirts inhibited the movement. I growled with frustration.

He pulled away and looked down at me, power emanating from him. His thumb slipped from my throat over my jaw.

“What do you want?” he asked, rubbing roughly back and forth across my lower lip which was already tender from his kiss.

“Everything.” It was the only answer that came to mind.

He chuckled and it was a compelling sound. Then his gaze dipped to where my cleavage was nearly spilling from the bustier of my dress. 

“I can’t do that...but I will give you my mark and every time you see it, I want you to touch yourself, imagining how I would give you what you want.”

His hands circled my waist and his mouth closed over the flesh of my breast just above the tight taffeta. I cried out as he bit and sucked. The sharp pinch of his teeth combined with the seductive pull and tiny flicks of his tongue lit every nerve on fire and sent a torrent of hot wetness to my pussy. My inner muscles pulsed in time with his mouth. I continued to hold his sweater in my fists but now it was for dear life, to keep from falling as my legs turned to jelly.

My senses were overwhelmed and the world disappeared. There was only this man and the sensations he so easily aroused in me.

Just as intensely as it had begun, it was over. He stepped back and hefted the top of my dress up to more sufficiently cover my heaving breasts—oh yes, they were heaving—and his deep red mark. Then he grabbed my bottle of liquor from the counter and shoved it against my belly. 

Looking into the hallway once again, he determined the coast was clear. I somehow managed to sweep the passionate haze from my skull before he unceremoniously grabbed my upper arm and pushed me out of the bathroom. 

“Try to behave,” he said with a warning tone in his voice that had my toes curling as he swatted my ass.

“Not likely,” I sassed, sauntering away.
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Part Two: Eight and a Half Years Later

Chapter Three
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I’d never suspected construction sites could be such a turn-on. But as it turns out, watching my dreams come true was incredibly arousing. I popped into the restaurant site nearly every day and nearly every day I was seduced by the magic of it all.

I’d been warned repeatedly by multiple well-intended friends that construction takes so much longer than planned and it can be disheartening to watch it move so slowly but I found the opposite to be true. 

Every time I walked in, I discovered new things, pieces large and small that added to the overall picture. Every day I saw progress toward my vision. It was thrilling. I couldn’t stay away.

Just because I loved this stuff didn’t mean I still wasn't almost always late. Malcolm and Jezebel were already here huddled in a wide circle with Jezebel’s husband, my friend Cameron, and two of the contractors, staring at the floor. It was tile day. 

Multiple designs had been laid out and we were to make final decisions. Getting three very different siblings to agree on a design choice was far from easy, but it was fun. I walked up between Mal and Jezzie who were looking down at our options. Black, white, and grey tiles were spread all over the floor. The dining room and bar space were completed so we were choosing companion designs for accessory spaces.

“That one for the hall and bathrooms. That one for the entryway.” I pointed, making my choices immediately.

I left the group to check on progress elsewhere. Hemming and hawing was not my style. The others would eventually come to the same decisions anyway because they were the right ones. 

The general shell of Anise was complete, each room had been given its space, each space its purpose. Plumbing, electricity—finished. Now it was time to add dimension, add identity. Floors, walls, appliances, and the bar. The overall vision and concept began in my head years ago. This was my baby, a dream I’d had for so long that I couldn’t even remember when it had begun.

While fairly quiet at times, our small town was a popular vacation destination for couples and families eager to retreat from city life into a gentle pace and idyllic setting. During summers and around the holidays, the population of Birchwood Haven practically doubled in size. I’d always imagined a unique restaurant as the centerpiece of the downtown area. Something that people would talk about. A place people would travel to visit.

Then a year and a half ago at Christmas time, everything fell into place. My brother and sister unexpectedly decided to move back home after years away, and when they’d learned of my plan, they were eager to make it a family business. At the same time, an unexpected inheritance from my long-dead mother fell into our laps, facilitating the entire thing.

My older sister, Jezebel was the business-minded one of the three of us, but she was also very talented at design, helping me to solidify what was in my imagination. My brother, Malcolm, was the chef of the family and I left most kitchen decisions to him. Since he was going to be the one cooking there, he could create the kitchen. 

I lingered at the site for as long as I possibly could before needing to go to my bar. I’d bought the place after years and years of saving and it was like a second home to me. It was also where I’d honed my skills as a mixologist. It was a typical small-town bar, sort of a dive...but a nice dive. 

The bar was where my dad’s old mechanic buddies still came in for a drink after their early dinner. It was where the college kids came to play pool and shoot darts while home for the holidays. It was where my friends came to hang out, catch up, and share stories. It was, essentially, where I’d grown up.

The inheritance provided the means to update some things and give the place a little polish, but for the most part, I didn’t want it changed. I didn’t even replace the old jukebox that still played tunes from the seventies and eighties.

An hour or so after I arrived, Jezebel and Cameron came through after leaving the restaurant site. Jezzie ordered a stout, claiming it would help with her milk supply, not that she seemed to need it. Her tits were prolific producers, but Jezzie had always been an overachiever and Cameron explained the more she pumped and stored, the more he could participate in feeding their son. And he clearly loved that.

Cameron ordered the same. 

“’Cause we’re a team.” He smiled.

Such a cornball.

We discussed next-stage plans for the space. Jezzie showed show graphics she’d been working on in the development of our branding. Cameron offered his suggestions on multiple issues. Since he was a kid, he’d worked all over town doing odd jobs and handyman work, so he had a varied and well-rounded perspective. 

Soon after they left to get back home to their kids, Jenn came in, looking dejected and irritated as was her usual lately. I made a quick Old Fashioned and slid it down the bar to her as I chatted up a couple of older ladies who simply couldn’t decide what to drink. Cosmo? Wine? White Russian? Round and round they went. 

Jenn swiped her cocktail from the bar and sidled over to two guys playing darts. A couple of blue-collar workers—maybe in their forties, maybe hard-livin’ thirties, hard to tell. What was obvious was that they were newbies, fresh meat...easy vics. Get’em, girl. Jenn was a dart shark. And she looked like she needed a win.

After my indecisive couple finally settled on champagne gin cocktails, I stuck around long enough to hear their oohs and aahs before turning my gaze to Jenn.

She perched on a bar stool, her legs crossed, foot bouncing as she twirled her long blonde hair around her index finger. Her eyes were saucer-wide as she listened to one of the men explain the rules of the game. The other strode over to me with an impressive swagger and a handsome smile. 

“Another round for me and my friend and whatever the lady’s drinking.”

I flashed a glance at Jenn and she gave me the hand signal for a light drink.

It was on. 

Was it hustling? 

Sure as hell was.

Did we feel bad about it?

Not one bit. Jenn never hustled for money, just for the pleasure of it. 

She knew people immediately saw her as an innocent—gullible and ignorant. The phrase Don’t mistake my kindness for weakness was written for Jennifer and every once in a while, she felt the need to prove it.

Unfortunately, I was pretty sure I knew what had her in the hustling mood tonight. Same thing that got her restless and irritated most days lately. My brother. 

She’d crushed on him ever since we were kids and to him, she’d always been his little sister’s shy friend.

I made the drinks and added them to the guy’s tab, charging him a lighter fee for the lighter cocktail. I can support the hustle and be an honest businesswoman at the same time.

Shortly after, the bar unexpectedly filled up with a family reunion that had just been rained out of the park. I didn’t know my head from my ass for the next three hours.

They’d come in like a tidal wave and rolled out the same way. Just as suddenly as the bar had filled, it was empty, and I had a shit-ton of clean-up and restocking to do. Thank god I had an overnight clean-up service that handled the floors and bathroom, but it still took almost two hours to get things to right. 

I’d just closed the till and counted my tips—good fucking night—and was doing one last wipe down of the bartop when the front door opened bringing in the sweltering heat of the summer night air, carrying that after-storm smell.

Damn. In my rush to get things cleaned up, I’d totally forgotten to lock the door.

Without raising my head, I called out, “Sorry, we’re closed.”

When I didn’t notice the door open and close again, I paused in my hurried circular movements to look toward the door. A single dark figure stood there unmoving, backlit by the neon exit sign.  

“Hey, buddy,” I could tell it was a man by the height and breadth of him. “I said we’re closed.” 

A tingle of alarm lit my spine when he still didn’t leave. I had a gun under the bar. Never ever had to use it before. For the most part, this town was pretty sleepy and my bar had never had problems besides the occasional excessive drinker and random fight. Was this guy going to be a problem? I inched my way toward where the gun was stashed.

My eyes narrowed on him as he took a slow step forward, easing toward the pool table and the light hanging above it. His legs, then hips, then torso were illuminated with each step. He wore an expensive-looking suit, though the jacket was tossed over one arm and his shirt sleeves had been rolled up. Nice forearms...for a burglar. 

With his next step, he was fully within the pool of light, and I gasped quietly before recovering quickly. My pounding heart continued to freak out but not from fear any longer. Dark-rimmed glasses framed deep, enigmatic eyes. Short dark hair with a hint of a curl lifted back from a square forehead. With a jaw covered in a shadow of scruff and a pronounced brow ridge, what I’d once thought of as an effeminate face had become quite masculine indeed. I cocked my head and gifted the visitor with my sultriest smile—I know because I’ve practiced.

Then I purred, “Of all the bars in all the towns in all the world, you walk into mine.”
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I’d had an absolute shit day. 

Staring at Malcolm’s little sister across an empty bar, I couldn’t decide if my horrible luck continued or if it had shifted drastically.

Her brazen expression and assertive stance—leaned forward over the bar, hands braced wide—brought memories to the fore I’d preserved for years. She was still shockingly gorgeous and the youthful self-assurance that had made her so reckless years ago had evolved into an edgy, empowered coolness.

She didn’t seem at all uncomfortable to be found alone in a bar in the middle of the night. In fact, she appeared to be quite in her element. My gaze swept over every inch of her I could see. Her head had tipped to the side when she'd recognized me and her jet-black` hair had fallen over her shoulder exposing the long line of her neck and the swirling tattoo that began on her chest and climbed up to disappear somewhere behind her ear. Wearing only a white tank top, the tattoo sleeve that covered her other arm from wrist to shoulder drew my curiosity. What imagery would she choose to display so boldly? A sheen of sweat covered her skin, making her appear to glow under the low bar lighting interspersed with streaks of color from randomly placed neon signs. 

If I’d thought she looked otherworldly before, my suspicions were now confirmed. Santana Taylor could not be human. 

I abruptly realized that I hadn't said anything in the long minutes since I’d arrived and she continued to look at me expectantly, a cat-like smile curling her pillowy lips.

“I’m late.” The awkward and seemingly irrelevant phrase just slipped out as I searched for an explanation.

“You sure are.” Her gaze swept over me, heating me. “And it looks like you’ve had quite a journey. Need a drink?”

She spun around and wrapped her graceful fingers around the neck of a high-quality scotch, holding it up in offering.

“It’s not stolen, I swear.” Her smile broadened.

My gut tightened in response. She remembered. Knowing we were likely both thinking of my hand on her ass sparked a level of self-awareness I hadn’t experienced in a very long time, and it was not altogether unpleasant. 

As I had absolutely nowhere else to go at the moment and a dram of scotch sounded like just the thing, I stepped up to the bar and took a seat, laying my jacket over the stool beside me. It was a hot and humid night, even for mid-summer. The storm I’d driven through had done nothing to cool the air or lessen the stifling humidity. I undid another button at my throat, aiming for some relief against the heat, though I realized it was probably the company more than the environment causing my increased discomfort.

She poured two glasses and pushed one toward me as she took the other in her hand. Leaning against the back bar, she propped herself on her elbow and rested her feline green eyes on me in a blatant examination.

With one combat-booted foot propped against the beer cooler below, her knee lifted and angled toward me, calling my gaze. She wore short jean cut-offs exposing more elaborate ink covering her thigh, reaching tantalizingly high beneath denim frays. My eyes ascended over where her white tank top clung to her belly then rose over the round swells of her breasts. The perfect size for my palms. My fingers twitched around the glass I held and I tightened my grip. 

She had the same effect on me now that she had back then. Focusing my attention, my senses wanted to consume her. I was alarmed to discover my loss of control with her perhaps hadn't been a symptom of youth. When instinct like that hadn’t overridden intention ever since I’d come to think it was merely immaturity that had shattered my control. Perhaps it was her.

I followed her tattoo as it danced over her collarbone and throat until my gaze finally met hers. She’d watched my visual exploration and I couldn’t come up with a reason to feel ashamed of it. She didn’t seem particularly shamed either, arching one brow. 

“Malcolm doesn’t know you're here, does he?”

Very perceptive of her.

“He doesn’t,” I admitted.

“Your flight was delayed?”

“Cancelled.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You drove.” 

Impressive.

The scotch was beginning to have the desired
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