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These Glittering Treasures
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A pirate captain returns to plunder her favorite port, where she and a ravishing young lady play a familiar game.
 
While my crew works to moor The Santiago, an impressive galleon we “borrowed” from the Armada three months ago, I hop onto the creaking dock with a pistol in hand.
Swaying with the waves, I inhale deeply, a grin on my lips. The tropical air is thick and warm, teasing me with the smell of spices, sugar, and other luxuries.
It’s good to be back. Of all the towns in the Spanish Main, there’s something seductive about this one’s treasures, charm, buildings… and yes, the people.
While my first mate, Diego, pays off the harbormaster with silver, I stride past a few fishing vessels and pause to steady my feet on the firm ground.
“Take what you can until I give the word, boys!” I shout, waving my pistol. “Gold, liquor, food—and don’t forget soap this time, for God’s sake.”
My crew rushes onto the land with cheers and roars, ready to pilfer as much as this town has to offer. “Aye, Captain!”
As they rush into the streets, civilians notice their guests and run for cover in the brick and wood buildings. Screams, barking dogs, and braying mules rise in a chorus.
I’m keen to be rid of the boys for a while. I love them like brothers, and like any good siblings, they annoy the hell out of me. In the long days at sea, I often wish for the company of other women—but unfortunately, few who are sane choose a life of piracy.
While panic erupts, I dash through the streets to my familiar target: the extravagant brick towers that make up the House of Méndez. My heart pounds with the anticipation of what’s inside.
I shoot the lock on the door with a clang of metal on metal, then kick the door open with a flourish. “Lovely day for a pillage!” I sing. “Miss me?”
The House’s three servants clamber back, their expressions taut with surprise. One of them drops a pile of washing.
Before they get any ideas about a show of courage, I walk inside and fire a shot into the ceiling. “Everybody out! Come on.”
Wood fragments shower down, and the servants flee into the street, screaming.
Beneath the residual gun powder, the home smells mouth-watering, like freshly baked cake. I’ll have to remember to grab something to eat on the way out.
Nobody else comes to meet me.
My lips curl into a grin. If the man of the house isn’t here, that gives me time.
I race up the stairs, checking in every room, before arriving at a closed door.
I draw a breath, ready my pistol, and enter.
The bedroom is the same as I remember it, from the gold cushions on the bed to the ornate dressing screen. A young lady stands beside the writing desk at the back of the room, her delicate hand gripping the back of a wooden chair.
My stomach swoops, a sensation like cresting a wave at sea.
She’s in a black dress with gold embroidery, which flatters her tan skin and dark hair… but I will never understand fashion. Yes, the bodice gives her waist a tantalizing shape, and the ornamentation is lovely, but the dress has so many layers of skirts that it hides her shape from the waist down.
Women’s legs should not be hidden. If I were responsible for fashion, we would all be in trousers.
“Señorita Antonia!” I lower my pistol and shut the door behind me. “What a lovely surprise.”
Antonia laughs, a glint in her emerald eyes. “Captain Lucia. How convenient that you’ve arrived when my parents are out.”
I step closer. “Lucky timing.”
She lifts an eyebrow, stepping back until she’s leaning against the desk. “Or planned.”
I grin, then remember my courtesies and bow. “You look ravishing today.”
“And you look… like you’ve been at sea for a while.”
I lift my chin and run a hand down my sand-colored braid. “That may be true, but I’ll have you know that I bathed this morning for the occasion and am wearing my finest attire.”
“So it would seem. Isn’t that my dear cousin Carlos’s jacket?”
I look down at it, feigning surprise. “Well, I suppose it is.”
Antonia sighs, peeking between her fluttering curtains to the chaos in the streets. “There’s no point in protesting, is there?”
I stride closer. I would tell her that I regret having to steal from her, but that would be a lie. “No. What’ve you got for me today?”
She doesn’t move, so I keep advancing until we’re nose-to-nose. Her breath hitches, and her gaze flicks down my body and back to my face.
She smells as sweet as the town she lives in, like cocoa and cinnamon. Her soft, smooth skin is easier on the eyes than any of the haggard men I’m forced to look at every day.
“Did your father bring you gifts since we last met?” I ask quietly.
“Chocolates,” she whispers. “A crystal pendant. Silk stockings.”
“Silk… stockings?” I say, mouth dry.
“Yes.” Her rosy lips curve upward. “You might not be familiar, given your choice of trousers and other men’s fashion, but—”
“I know what stockings are,” I snap.
“Do you want to see?” She wiggles her shoulders in a way that makes heat rush to my cheeks.
She grows bolder every time I see her.
“I—well—are you wearing them?” I ask. Any control I had over this situation is slipping through my fingers.
She nods.
More heat. I back up a step. “I’ll take the pendant and chocolates.”
“Very well.” She brushes past, and a ripple travels up my arm as we touch.
As she rummages through her wardrobe, I steady myself with a deep breath. Beyond the closed door, the house is dead quiet, and Antonia’s every movement is sharp in my ears. For now, it’s just us. Everything going on in the streets is a world away.
She returns with the treasures I asked for, and our fingers graze as she passes them to me.
Smiling, I bow. “With respect, you are probably the easiest person to steal from, señorita.”
Antonia chews her bottom lip. “You’re right. My father will be disappointed that I handed over his gifts so readily.”
She backs up toward the writing desk, something teasing in her expression. It sends a flutter through me, and I step closer without meaning to.
She puts her wrists together and offers them to me. “Aren’t you going to restrain me, Captain?”
I swallow hard. Seven times, we’ve met, and seven times, she’s played this game with me—wanting to be endangered so she can be rescued. I can’t help but go along with it. She’s too beautiful to refuse, even if toying with her is a waste of time.
“If you insist, love.” I put my loot on the bed, then push her into the wooden chair and grab a pale pink ribbon from the desk. It’s cool and smooth between my fingers. “Silk?”
“Yes.”
“Valuable. I might have to take this, as well.”
The silk stockings beneath her dress take form in my imagination, and I scowl, turning my attention to my hands.
Antonia grins, watching my face as I loop the ribbon over her wrists. My fingers graze her soft forearms. Standing over her, I avoid meeting her eye, but my gaze draws to the swell of her breasts under her bodice.
She hisses as I cinch the ribbon tight and knot it. I let her bound hands fall into her lap.
“There you are. Restrained by a pirate, and you could do nothing to stop her from taking your prized possessions.” I lean down, putting my hands on the arm rests. “One day, love, you’ll get tired of playing the damsel. What’s going to happen when this town runs out of handsome men to rescue you? Or is there one who keeps returning?”
She tilts her head and opens her mouth, but no sound comes out. Is she suddenly shy?
How unlike her.
She bites her lip. I catch myself doing the same. Does she know what she does to me?
There’s a crash behind us as the bedroom door flies open.
Antonia gasps.
I spin around, my pistol raised.
Diego is there, a wicked grin on his lips.
“We takin’ hostages this time? Good.” He strides over and grabs Antonia’s bound wrists, pulling her to her feet. “What else you got? Is that crystal?”
“Let go of me!” Antonia shouts, all playfulness gone from her tone.
“We are not taking hostages,” I say, jabbing Diego in the chest with my pistol. A sick feeling twists inside me. If he knew what I was thinking… if he knew the hold this lady has over me…
“Come off it,” he growls, pushing away the barrel without flinching. “We’ve got enough trinkets to fill eight ships. We need leverage if we want gold, Captain.”
He raises Antonia’s wrists and shakes them like she’s a sack of coins he found.
Antonia’s eyes are wide with fear. She works her wrists, trying to come free of the ribbon, and I regret tying it so tight.
“Diego, let go of her. No hostages.”
He rolls his eyes and steps toward the door, pulling Antonia so she stumbles after him.
I point my pistol at him. “I’m going to count to three, and if you survive the gunshot to your head, I’ll drag you back to the ship and keelhaul you until the last thing you see is your own blood clouding the harbor.”
I’d do it, too. Yes, they are my brothers, but a firm hand is the only way a captain stays a captain.
Diego faces me, and whatever he sees in my eyes makes that wicked grin slide off his face.
He lets go of Antonia and puts his hands up. “All right, all right. You’re the boss.”
“And you shouldn’t need reminding of it, you filthy bilge rat. Get outside and find some of those trinkets you think you’re too good for. I’ll be out soon.”
Diego stomps away, and I slam the door behind him and lock it. The moment his footsteps retreat down the stairs, I holster my weapon and rush to Antonia’s side.
“I’m so sorry,” I say, fumbling with the ribbon. “Are you okay, love?”
She stares at me, calm and steady. “Captain Lucia, I never understand you. You’re a pirate. You’re supposed to pillage, not rescue the damsel.”
I meet her emerald eyes and silently curse my heart for skipping a beat.
I cast her a teasing grin. “So, you admit it. You love being a damsel.”
“I—well, yes. When I act a certain way, men dote on me and buy me everything I ask for. It’s wonderful.”
“And in return, you let them bed you?”
“Excuse you!” she cries, affronted. “I am an unmarried woman of nineteen and have never been with a man in that way.”
I bite my lip. For reasons I don’t care to admit, the idea of her never having been with a man excites me.
“Anyway, don’t change the topic,” she says. “Why did you rescue me? Why are you so good to me whenever you come here?”
She must know why. But I refuse to say it.
Avoiding her eye, I finish untying her and let the pink ribbon flutter to the floor. 
She stares at me, waiting.
I open my mouth, searching for words. “There’s no sense in taking you hostage. You have a lot of pretty things I need to steal before I actually endanger your life, señorita.”
I turn away. Of course I wouldn’t let anyone take her from her home. She’s safe and comfortable here, and it needs to stay that way. She’s too sweet and gentle for the sea.
“What’s that necklace you’re wearing?” she asks.
“What?”
Her boots tap closer. “Turn around. Show me.”
Damn her. She’s tipped me off-balance and knows it.
My face is surely the color of a lobster, but I turn. When I don’t produce the necklace from beneath my tunic, she reaches forward and grabs it herself.
“My emerald pendant,” she says. “I knew it. You kept it.”
I tug it back and put it beneath my tunic. “It’s lovely. I didn’t want to sell it.”
“Uh-huh. And what other items of mine have you kept instead of selling?”
I make a choking sound, unable to articulate anything.
“Don’t be embarrassed,” Antonia says. “I think it’s sweet that you kept them.”
“Sweet? I’ve done nothing but steal from you! You should be repulsed by me!”
“And yet, you just rescued me.”
“Because I—”
“What?” She steps closer, her face so close to mine that her breath tickles my lips. “Admit it.”
My insides flip, as unsteady as if I’m sailing through a storm.
I scowl, keeping my lips shut tight. I refuse to be ridiculed for falling in love with a beautiful lady like Antonia. She’s an upper-class woman with a promising future as the wife of a wealthy man. I’m the lowest class of society and doomed to stay that way.
I’m wrong to keep coming here and playing like this. If I care about her, I’ll let her live a normal life and stop pillaging her home like a scoundrel.
I take the chocolates and crystal pendant, and back up toward the door, knowing what I have to do. “My crew is waiting.”
Antonia softens, her shoulders dropping. “Captain Lucia, wait.”
“No. You’ve delayed me for long enough.”
“But—”
I raise a hand, continuing toward the door. “You’re right. I’m a pirate, and I’ve forgotten my place in the world. This is the last time you’ll see me.”
“Lucia, you stop right now,” Antonia says firmly.
I stop. It’s the first time she’s addressed me without my title.
She gathers her skirts, marches forward, and catches my chin in her soft fingers. She guides my face toward hers, and kisses me hard on the lips.
My body reacts without my permission, grabbing her waist and kissing her back.
Then my brain catches up, and I push her away. “What are you doing?”
“The thing you’ve been too shy to do for two years! You keep coming back here, even though I’m certain you can get much better treasures elsewhere, and I have gotten to know you as well as a suitor over this time. I am delighted to see you every time you break my door down, and I want you to see my silk stockings, and I don’t know why we don’t just admit that we love each other!”
There’s a ringing silence. We stand a stride apart, unmoving. Antonia catches her breath like she’s just run a long distance.
Her last words loop in my mind. We love each other.
“You do?” I ask, relaxing my grip on my loot.
“Yes!” She bends her knees, like this topic is pushing her to her limits. “You are the most exciting thing to happen in my life, and you make me feel like I have worth, in some strange way. The way you look at me and really see me is like…” She huffs, color rising in her cheeks.
It’s like I’ve been standing on a cliff, postponing the moment I have to jump into the water, but now the last rock has crumbled beneath my boots, and I have no choice but to leap.
I grab her and kiss her, pulling her against me. The chocolates and pendant crash to the floor.
Antonia kisses me back hungrily, her hands moving beneath my jacket and around to the small of my back.
I break our kiss to meet her gaze. “Never speak of this,” I whisper.
“If you insist,” she murmurs.
I walk her back toward the bed, where I push her down and climb on top of her.
She’s an irresistible sight, with her dark hair spread across the pillows, flushed cheeks, and parted lips. Her breast rises and falls, and her eyes… God, those beautiful green eyes.
Her hands link around my neck and I lean down to kiss her. I can hardly bear the feel of her body beneath mine, with her soft curves and her legs parted beneath her skirts.
I reach down and pull her skirts up, tentatively.
“Lucia,” she whispers, breathing faster. She reaches beneath my tunic and caresses my waist, so gentle.
I lift her skirts enough to expose her undergarments—those achingly beautiful silk stockings. They’re the color of pearls. I run my hands over them, memorizing the feel of her legs beneath my palms, before sliding down the stockings and tossing them aside.
Her legs are perfect—even more than I imagined.
“Lucia, I’ve wanted this for so long,” she says, tugging my tunic.
I shed my jacket and remove my tunic, a flutter in my chest. “Me, as well.”
I lay on top of her, kissing her tenderly while sliding a hand between her legs. The sound she makes is so sweet that I close my eyes to savor it.
Her hands trace over my breasts, and she pinches my nipples.
I gasp. “Oh, that feels good.”
She grins. We kiss deeper, moving against each other. The feel of her against my breasts is tantalizing.
“Can I try something?” I whisper.
Antonia nods, a spark in her eyes.
I crawl lower on the bed and lift her skirts over my head, settling into the darkness between her legs.
“Captain Lucia,” she says playfully, “what are you—”
She gasps as I run my hands up her thighs to the apex between her legs. There, I kiss her gently.
She cries out, and satisfaction surges through me. I close my eyes and kiss her again. I lick her up and down, side to side, until she trembles and goosebumps ripple up her legs.
“Lucia… I didn’t know anything could feel so amazing,” she says, gasping.
I lick her faster, lost in the taste of her and the feel of her legs around me. Heat coils inside me.
I push her thighs apart, moving my tongue faster. Her moans grow louder, and soon—
“Oh… oh… Lucia… I…”
She shivers, and calls out loudly enough that I’m sure people must hear us in the streets.
I surface from her skirts and lay beside her, grinning. Her hair is a mess, like she’s been pulling it, and her cheeks are flushed.
“Where did you learn that?” she asks, panting.
“I’ve sailed to every corner of the earth, love. The things I’ve heard about on my travels would make you blush. But I admit… I’ve imagined trying a few of those things on you.”
She props up on her elbows. “Oh? What else have you wanted to try?”
I grin and roll onto my back, pulling her on top of me. “If you’re fine with my crew ransacking the town for another hour or two, I can show you.”
 

The Tasting Room
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When a woman applies for a job at a winery, the tension between her and the owner turns the interview into something more.
 
I’ve decided how today will end: either I get the job and move five hours away from home, or I don’t get the job and find another way to move five hours away from home.
God, I hope it’s the first one.
I park my Prius in the winery’s gravel lot, my heart thumping so hard it’s like it’s trying to escape my chest.
My parents are upset but they can’t be surprised. I’m twenty-three, and it’s time to move out. A new life and some distance will give me a chance to figure out some things—like how to get over the woman I thought I would propose to.
Beyond my windshield, the main building could be a refurbished old barn or a brand new structure designed to look rustic. It’s charming and reminds me of visiting my grandpa’s ranch growing up. Wine barrels flank the entrance, and the wooden sign overhead says Dubois Estate in cursive. Behind it, the vineyard dips and curves with the landscape, a blip of paradise on the dry Washington hillside.
As I get out of the car, the searing August heat beats down on me, and I rush to the entrance. I’ve already got a nervous sweat threatening to show on my white blouse; I don’t need the sun to speed up the process.
When I walk in, the aromas of wood and wine mingle in my nose. The room is spacious under a vaulted ceiling, with wine and merchandise arranged neatly along the walls. The air conditioning makes my skin tingle.
A middle-aged man greets me from behind the bar on the other side of the vast room.
“I’m here for an interview?” I say, the words coming out like a question. Like I’m half expecting him to respond “no.”
“You must be Kiera. Just a minute.”
He leaves me standing in the hollow silence, listening to my shallow breaths. I smooth my hair, frame the dark locks around my face, and adjust the white blouse and gray suit that I bought for the occasion.
Why do interviews have to be so stressful? Is it because we’ve connected them to survival? Get the job, earn money, acquire food and shelter. Fail the interview, be unemployed, starve and die.
Great, this is helping.
“Stop it,” I whisper. “There are plenty of job opportunities.”
And that’s the moment the man returns with someone.
Please tell me they didn’t hear me talking to myself.
My gaze locks onto my interviewer, and my heart skips a beat. I’ve met her before.
What was her name?
She’s a few years older than me, tall, slim, an image of elegance. Her sleek brunette hair is combed back, leaving me to linger on her hazel eyes and the sharp angles of her face. Her black suit, red heels, and ruby lipstick pop against her pale skin.
“Marie Dubois,” she says with a hint of a French accent in the way she purrs her name.
We shake hands.
Marie.
Her voice sparks something inside me. When we met at the music festival five years ago, that low purr tipped my attraction over the edge, making me take her hand and dance my heart out to an indie band that was mediocre at best. Her captivating eyes, her confidence, and her carefree laugh made me dream of her for months afterwards. She’d been bold, forward, seductive. I was figuring out my sexuality at the time, and oh, did she ever help me learn what I wanted.
Wait, did she say her last name is Dubois? The Dubois?
“Y-you’re the owner?” I stammer.
This is doing nothing for my nerves. I expected to interview with an employee, not the winery owner.
Her gaze traces over me in a way that makes my stomach flutter. Her ruby lips curve in the slightest smile, and she motions for me to follow her into the back room.
I don’t think she remembers me. Maybe that’s for the best. The fact that we grinded on each other in bikinis five years ago isn’t exactly professional.
She leads me to an office and shuts the door. The furniture is simple, the desk and chairs made of reclaimed wood, an abstract painting that might be a mountain range on the opposite wall.
I sit in a chair, and she perches on the desk in front of me. I don’t know if it’s a power move or if she’s trying to seem casual, but the closeness makes my pulse accelerate. She’s towering over me, our knees almost touching, and I can smell her sweet perfume.
“My grandparents started this business before I was born,” she purrs. “I inherited it and have taken it to the status we’re at today. More awards, more revenue, more influential visitors than ever. My staff has to be dedicated to my vision. Are you up to the challenge?”
“Yes ma’am.” God, this woman has the confidence of someone who’s been doing this for decades, but she’s only in her twenties.
She smiles, and the look is so beautiful on her that it takes the breath from my lungs. “Don’t call me ma’am.” Her gaze sweeps over me again. “You’re very pretty, Kiera. I think you’d be a nice face behind the bar. Why do you want this job?”
“I have a passion for wine,” I say, my answer coming automatically after so much time rehearsing this question. “My customer service background—”
“No. Why do you really want it? Your resume says you’re from Seattle. Why would a city girl want to move all the way out here?”
I open and close my mouth, caught off-guard. How am I supposed to answer this without spilling my personal life about getting cheated on? Do I tell her I want to get away from everyone I’ve ever known and start a new life?
No. That is not a job interview conversation.
“I’ve… found myself in a position where I can build my life anywhere I want. I want to move away from the city and start an interesting career. Something that speaks to me. Something I’d be good at.”
She bites her lip while her gaze traces over me. “I don’t know why anyone would want to move away from the city.”
This seems like a strange thing to say. “Why not?”
“This vineyard is beautiful, yes. I have dogs and horses, yes. But where do I go to make friends, try fancy restaurants, meet a new lover?”
Heat rises in my face. I shift on the hard wooden seat. “There must be bars and clubs—”
“There’s one bar,” she says, raising a manicured finger. Her hands are smooth and delicate. “Tell me, do you want to move to a town where there’s one bar and it’s full of old men who want to cheat on their wives with you?”
Maybe it’s the mention of cheating, but her words ignite something spiteful in my chest. “I don’t want to be with any men, never mind cheating ones,” I say sharply.
She leans back, raising her eyebrows a fraction. “We met before. Remind me where.”
My mouth goes dry. So she does recognize me. “Music festival. Seattle. Five years ago.”
Her eyes light up, and for a moment, she’s the girl who was wearing heart-shaped sunglasses and a pink bikini. We danced in the sun, our sweaty bodies grinding, our noses brushing, the air between us thick with something new and exciting. If I let my mind wander there, I can still smell her coconut sunscreen. We never kissed, but God, I wanted to feel her lips on mine.
The memory strikes me in a flash, and then her playful expression is gone, and her face returns to the cool confidence of a winery owner.
“So why would you want to move here, Kiera? Why would you move away from the coast, where you have music festivals and the beach?”
“Why don’t you move to the city, if you don’t like it here?” I challenge, cocking an eyebrow.
She grips the edge of the desk with her delicate fingers, rocking a little, like she’s contemplating my words. “I like it here. The job. The space. I just wish for more. I don’t want you to take this job if you’re not aware of what you will be giving up. I’ve lost people to this very thing. There’s no Space Needle in this part of Washington.”
“But there’s nature. Peace and quiet. Different opportunities that I can’t get in the city.”
She studies me, her gaze sending a tendril of heat through my midsection. Whatever she’s thinking makes a flush creep into her cheeks, and she clears her throat.
“And what attracts you to my winery, of all places?” she asks, not meeting my eye.
“Your reputation. I used to work at a steakhouse, and your wine was the best on the menu.”
She sits taller, and I silently congratulate myself for flattering her.
She could be a painting, the way she’s perched on the desk, all curves and poise. She knows she runs a good business, and it’s evident in the way she holds her head and unapologetically takes up space.
I’m staring. I drop my gaze to the wooden desk, where her fingers tap a rhythm on the edge.
Silence stretches between us.
“You disappeared that day,” I say quietly. “I never learned anything about you except your first name.”
She studies me before answering. “I was only visiting Seattle for the festival. I hitchhiked to get there. My parents didn’t know until it was too late.”
A breath of laughter escapes. “You must have been in big trouble.”
“I was grounded for a month when I got home.” She sighs, holding my gaze. “It was worth it. Just to get away from here and see the city for a weekend.”
Interesting. I imagine her growing up on this vineyard, stuck here, dreaming of city life.
“Did your parents keep close tabs on you?” I ask.
“I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere, never mind the big city.”
This explains her doubts about why anyone would leave urban life to come work here. She’s spent her life stuck on this plot of land. This career was probably part of her future from the day she was born.
But I’ve spent my life stuck in the city. This vineyard calls my name, and so does a peaceful life far from everything I’ve ever known. I need something new.
“If…” I clear my throat. “If you had lived in the city, would you have asked for my number that day?”
My lips tingle as the words come out. Maybe it’s inappropriate to ask. But I need to know. I’ve needed to know for years.
A flush rises in her cheeks.
“Yes. I think I would have.” She drops her gaze, her brow furrowed. “Do you ever wonder what would’ve happened between us if I didn’t need to leave that day?”
“All the time,” I say without hesitating.
She stops tapping her fingers on the desk. The room is silent. She leans closer, her face hovering inches from mine.
“My employees are involved in the winemaking process.” Her timbre lowers to a purr that makes me shiver. “Are you good with your hands?”
“Very good,” I say, my mouth dry.
The way she’s sitting on the edge of the desk, leaning close, I have to tilt my head to meet her gaze. The ghost of a smile pulls at her ruby lips, and it’s the same playful one I fell hard for five years ago.
“And you have a palate for wine?” she asks.
“I’m also good with my tongue if that’s what you’re asking.”
Oh my God, did I really just say that?
What am I doing, saying these things to my potential employer? This is not the same girl I wanted to kiss while we were in bikinis five years ago. This is an interview.
She stares at me, her expression unreadable.
This is a disaster. Time to thank her and get out of here. Maybe there’s another winery in the area that’s open to interviewing me today.
I clear my throat. “I’m sorry. That was—”
“Do you want to show me what you mean?” she murmurs.
Oh.
The room suddenly feels a lot smaller. Her knee grazes mine. Have we been sitting this close the whole time or did we both lean in?
Her perfume is intoxicating. I drop my gaze to her lips, something primal threatening to overtake me.
Beyond the door, a bell chimes, and conversation erupts. We both start, like we’ve forgotten where we were.
Marie’s gaze darts to the clock on the wall. It’s rustic and trendy like everything else about this building. “I have a party to entertain.”
My insides hollow out. “Right. Of course.”
But she definitely made
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