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The hotel bar was quiet. Most of the event crowd had gone up to their rooms, leaving behind a handful of business types still nursing top-shelf whiskey and making half-hearted conversation. I wasn’t planning to stay long. Just a drink. Something to wash down the heat still lingering in my chest from last night with Gray.

I left Gray’s room as soon as he fell asleep. The Gala continued, nevertheless and I stayed for most of the event. After the Gala I ended up at the bar. I was halfway through my whiskey when I felt someone sit beside me, uninvited, but confident. I didn’t even look up.

“Is that what you’re drinking to forget?” a voice asked, low, smooth, cocky.

I turned, and there he was. Tan, lean, sharp jaw, with messy dark hair like he hadn’t bothered to comb it after rolling out of bed. His shirt was slightly wrinkled, sleeves pushed up just enough to show off his forearms. A smirk played on his lips like he’d already won something.

“Excuse me?” I said, hand still wrapped around the glass.

“The whiskey,” he nodded at it, lazy smile tugging at one side of his mouth. “You’re either trying to forget something, or you’re avoiding someone.”

I blinked, taken off guard. “And you’re... what? Bartender-turned-therapist?”

“No,” he said, tilting his head slightly, amused. “But I am an excellent distraction.”

His confidence wasn’t the aggressive kind. It was casual, well-worn, like a leather jacket that had moulded perfectly to his shape. And unfortunately for me, it suited him.

I scoffed. “You always this forward with strangers?”

“Only the hot ones.” That earned a quiet laugh from me, small, unintentional, traitorous. He stuck out his hand like this was all very civilized. “Damien.”

I hesitated. His palm was open, patient. Calloused. I shook it, despite myself. “Asher.”

“Nice to meet you, Asher who drinks like he’s trying to unsee a crime.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You psychoanalyze everyone you flirt with?”
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