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      “To Moses Lindsey! Best interim sous pastry chef since… well, me.” With a grin, Tennille Sterling lifted their martini glass high. The frothy, orangey-pink liquid inside caught the light.

      The man of the hour lifted his own glass to join in the toast with his coworkers from Délicieux. His pint of Deuchars IPA tasted as bittersweet as this last outing. Over the past couple of months, he’d grown attached to all of them. From Tennille, with their wicked sense of humor, spiked blonde hair, and unparalleled skill with caramel, to Antonia Hawthorne, who ran the front of the patisserie with flawless style and service from the wheelchair they all knew perfectly well was her throne, to shy Marcella Creevy, the intern from Manchester, who’d started right before he had and was only just now coming out of her shell.

      And then there was her. Zuri Patil. Executive pastry chef and the genius behind Délicieux. Moses had been crushing on her professionally long before they ever met, being absolutely in awe of the confections that emerged from her Edinburgh kitchen. But working side-by-side with her, he’d gotten to know the woman herself. Warm and vivacious, she ran her patisserie like a family, and absolutely nothing could convince him that all that love wasn’t what made her pastries taste so damned good. She sparkled, and it showed in the depths of her espresso-colored eyes and the easy flash of her smile.

      Was it any wonder he was half in love with her?

      Not that he’d done anything about it. He’d known his time in Scotland was temporary. Just the latest stop in a once-in-a-lifetime, year-long trek around the world, studying with some of the best pastry chefs in the business. And even if it hadn’t been, she deserved better than the likes of him—an ex-con who’d learned the basis of his trade in a prison kitchen.

      He’d come a long damned way from that guy, but he understood there were limits to how high he could rise. Because of the second chance he’d been given by Chef Athena Reynolds at her Michelin-starred restaurant, Olympus, in Chicago, he’d already done more and come further than he’d ever dreamed he could, and he was grateful for that every day. She’d become so much more than a boss over the years. She was one of his closest friends. But she’d moved on from Olympus and helped him arrange this tour of kitchens. The tour was coming to an end, so it was time for him to move on, too. Tomorrow. For tonight, he didn’t want to think about his impending flight back to the U.S. He just wanted to enjoy the company and soak up as much of Zuri’s warmth as he could before he returned to his pre-furnished flat for the last time.

      Antonia set her empty glass on the table with a thunk and eyed the club. “I’m going back to the bar to convince that very fine lad in the leather vest he wants to buy me a drink. Does anybody need anything?”

      “I’m good on libations, but I need to move,” Tennille declared. “C’mon, Marcella. We’re going to dance.” Without waiting for her acquiescence, they pulled her out onto the dance floor, leaving Moses alone with his boss.

      Zuri wasn’t sparkling tonight. Those melted chocolate eyes seemed outright sad, which was a nice boost to his ego, even as he wanted to do what he could to make it better.

      “You okay?”

      She tapped a finger against the copper mug holding her Moscow Mule. “I am not. You’re going home, and I don’t know what we’re going to do without you.”

      “We” not “I.” It was a good reminder that theirs was a professional friendship.

      “Find another sous chef, I imagine. Délicieux was doing just fine before I stepped into your kitchen. It’ll do just fine without me.”

      Zuri scowled, which wrinkled her adorable button nose and made her look like nothing so much as an angry Indian sprite. Did they even have something like sprites in Indian culture? Moses wasn’t sure.

      “It won’t be the same. You’re different.” She lifted her gaze to his. “Special.”

      Because his heart began to trip, Moses took another sip of his beer. She didn’t mean it like it sounded.

      “You’re brilliant. I’m sure you won’t have any trouble finding someone else who wants to learn from you. I know this has been, by far, my most educational stop on this culinary tour.” And he’d take all those lessons home to his next posting. Whatever that might end up being.

      She didn’t seem pleased with the compliment. “That’s not the point. They won’t have your sense of humor or your sense of calm. You showed up, and everything just clicked into place in the kitchen. I didn’t even know anything was missing until you did. And now… I just wish we had more time.”

      But they were out of time. He wouldn’t be going back to the patisserie before his flight tomorrow. They only had tonight to say their goodbyes. And if a part of him wished that was somewhere other than a noisy pub in Cowgate, well, he wasn’t gonna go ruin two months of good behavior now.

      Moses lifted his glass for another toast. “To an unforgettable experience and an equally unforgettable baker.”

      After only a moment’s hesitation, Zuri clinked her drink to his. “Same.” She drained the last of the Moscow Mule and slapped the mug on the table. “Do you want to dance?”

      He should say no. Dancing with her was just going to fuel fantasies about something he couldn’t have. But he couldn’t bring himself to do anything other than rise and hold out his hand. The slim fingers that slid into his were cold. Moses fought the urge to warm them and instead led her out on the dance floor, using his bigger bulk to weave a path through the crowd. The song changed as they found an open spot, the up-tempo dance beats giving way to something slow and sensual.

      Zuri didn’t balk, just moved into him as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Moses swallowed hard. They’d worked shoulder-to-shoulder often. He’d learned from her, talked to her, and laughed with her. But he’d never held her before. She topped out at his shoulder, so she had to tip her head back to look up at him. Those eyes snared him, and his fingers itched to comb through all that thick, black, curly hair she so rarely wore down. Instead, he held on, struggling to be respectful, while still painfully aware that she was a woman, with softness and curves in all the right places.

      They swayed to the beat. Her mammoth sigh pressed her breasts against his chest, and Moses began to count backward from a thousand in increments of seven. If Zuri noticed she didn’t let on.

      “I’m going to miss the hell out of you. You’ve really become a part of the shop and part of our team over the past couple of months.”

      “I’m gonna miss y’all, too.” That truth was easy to admit. He’d loved every minute of his time at Délicieux.

      A dimple fluttered in one cheek. “Everybody?”

      “Sure. Everybody.” And in the false intimacy of the dance, he admitted, “Especially you.”

      Relief and pleasure lit her gaze for an instant before hardening into something that looked a hell of a lot like resolve. The hand on his shoulder slid around to cup his nape, and she rose to her toes, pressing her lips to his in a soft, questioning kiss. Ignoring every alarm bell clanging in his brain, Moses curved around her, pulling her body flush to his. This was all they could have, but God, it was worth it to satisfy his curiosity. Angling his head, he answered by tracing the seam of her lips with his tongue until she opened for him. She tasted of ginger and lime and an indefinable sweetness that had to just be her. Complex and lovely, as all her confections were.

      The moment and the kiss spun out until someone bumped into him, jostling him out of his stupor. Moses lifted his head, realizing the music had changed back to something fast and rowdy. They stood in the middle of the dance floor, breathing hard, staring at each other. Zuri’s lips were pink and a little swollen from his. Her fingers flexed at his nape before she slowly dropped back to her feet.

      “I know you’re leaving tomorrow, but I had to know.”

      “Know what?” His voice came out like gravel.

      “If it would be as good as I imagined between us.”

      Her answer didn’t matter, but he couldn’t resist asking the question. “And?”

      Regret tinged the smile he loved. “Better.”

      Moses indulged himself, skimming his fingers across her cheek and through that thick mass of silky hair, committing the textures to memory. “You’re amazing, and you deserve a lot better than me.”
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