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      “Thanks for a lovely evening, Cher!”

      No, not like the singer, though I wouldn’t mind the seemingly immortal hot-bod thing she has going on, even if I would like to keep my sultry curves. I wave a hand as yet another pair of guests heads out the door, their heels clacking on the white marble. It’s finally clearing out, and thank goodness for that. This party was starting to feel like it would never end.

      Social gatherings always seem like such a good idea until you’re actually in the middle of them. But it’s better than a regular Thanksgiving dinner. Who wants to sit at a table and listen to your uncle yell at your cousin about some political situation neither of them fully understands? Not me. But turkey? Pie? Whipped cream? Absolutely.

      I like to think I’ve nailed everything you want in a feast, all the food professionally crafted by people far better in the kitchen than I am. The finger-food delicacies are even now being paraded through the bright marble foyer and dining room on silver platters, concoctions that put the staunchly traditional to shame.

      Two of my neighbors—the only ones who still talk to me after the divorce—sit at the long walnut dining table enjoying desserts, some assortment of tarts that I can’t make out from here. My business colleague and his wife stand at the far side of the dining room behind the elaborate Thanksgiving ice sculpture, a swan, though I have no idea why the bird means “Thanksgiving.” They’re all dressed to the nines, all in black. Marty on his phone, Kelly examining her long fingernails. Mine are polished red but cut short enough to work the keyboard.

      I smooth my hands over the front of my green silk dress that clings to my breasts but goes roomy at the tops of my ribs and flows like a waterfall to my ankles. I might be in heels, might have my makeup on point, but I’ll be damned if I put on a skin-tight dress that makes me feel like I can’t breathe. People say that website designers are suckers for T-shirts and jeans, and this is true, but we sure do clean up nicely when we want to. And I did want to, but not for the reasons most people probably think.

      I lift my champagne flute to my lips and sip, but it’s a rouse so I can cut my eyes at Adam—standing in the entrance to the kitchen with his arms crossed. Tall with broad shoulders, I swear I can see the outline of his muscular biceps from here, though the starched white chef’s coat and blue apron are covering every inch of his flesh below the neck.

      I hire the same three chefs every year—Adam, Claude, and Gabriel. It might seem like overkill for a small gathering, but one specializes in meats, one in desserts, and one is responsible for the side dishes. Yes, they are all incredible in the culinary arena, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t buy heels just a little higher than I might have otherwise, a dress just a bit lower-cut. My business associates don’t care about my shade of lipstick, but the brilliant red on my mouth isn’t for my colleagues. I don’t mix work with pleasure.

      I wonder if the chefs do.

      I have no idea, and that’s the truth of it. Maybe I’m being too subtle—a glance from beneath my mascaraed eyelashes, letting my fingers linger just a moment when I brushed past Claude to “check on the progress of the cherry tarts.” That’s how I know that Claude smells clean and fresh as pine trees on a winter morning, but with undertones of smoke on his sleeve—from the smoked meats, perhaps. His time near the oven. I wonder if Gabriel smells of vanilla, the citrus zest he used in the custard. The vegetable dishes that Adam has been preparing might not sound super sexy—salad rarely is—but who doesn’t love a fried potato?

      I blink. Adam’s glittering eyes are locked on mine, a deep, rustic mahogany; one corner of his mouth turns up.

      Shit—I’m staring. I quickly turn my attention to my empty glass, but the warmth rushes into my cheeks anyway.

      Ridiculous. I’m being ridiculous. I’m sure it’s normal though—this is the first year I’m throwing this party solo. My divorce was final three months ago, and the thought that I now have the means, motive, and opportunity to make out with any one of them is making the blood pulse at the apex of my thighs, a tight and insistent pressure that hasn’t let up since they walked through my front door.

      “Is the food to your satisfaction?”

      I jump and whirl around. Gabriel stands behind me, his chef’s coat smudged with cherry—the pastry chef. True to his name, he looks like an angel, tall and fit with a square jaw, white-blond hair in a braid down his back, and ice-blue eyes that always appear one step from laughing. He holds up a tray—dessert. “You didn’t even try the lemon tarts.”

      There’s something in his eyes that screams sex, but I’m sure that’s in my head—he’s never come on to me, not once in three years. Then again…maybe he’s shy. What might happen if I asked him out?

      He raises his hand to the tray and plunks a pastry from the top, pulling it right out of the paper. He extends it toward me.

      I blink. I’ve never seen him touch a pastry with his bare hands, have I? I’ve never seen him serve either—I hire out additional waitstaff to bring the food to the guests. Maybe he’s not so shy after all. My mouth waters. I should take it with my lips, caress his fingers with my tongue. At the thought, the throbbing beat between my legs intensifies.

      I glance around—Marty is still looking at his phone. No one is looking our way. But my heart is stuck in my throat, and licking someone’s fingers is probably more of a second date activity or at least something you do after you tell someone that you have the hots for them.

      I force a smile, take the pastry from him with my fingers, and pop it into my mouth. Sweet with just the right amount of tart. He’s probably tastier, my brain screams at me, but I push the thought aside. Divorce really does a number on the libido. “Delicious,” I say. “Thank you.”
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