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      With an almost comical amount of luggage trailing behind her, Hannah Christy stepped out of the blustery cold and into her apartment complex lobby. It should have been glorious going from the bitter wind and snow into the heated warmth. Unfortunately, the scene in front of her was migraine-inducing. The Christmas music was blaring at a volume that could rival a rock concert and the holiday decorations looked as if a team of toddlers were in charge of them. It was a complete assault on her senses.

      “Welcome back, Hannah!” Shawna Powell–the complex manager–called out loudly. Of course, how else would she be heard over the ridiculous volume of “Jingle Bells”? She was decked out in an equally loud holiday sweater, large silver bell earrings, and a Santa hat. “How was your trip?”

      Resigning herself to making conversation when she really wanted to get her mail and go up to her apartment, she forced herself to smile. “It was good, Shawna. Thanks for asking. And yours?” Behind them, the maintenance crew was setting up the ginormous tree that rivaled Rockefeller’s.

      “Fabulous as always! Did your mom make all your favorites?” she asked excitedly. “I know when I go home for Thanksgiving, my mom spoils me rotten! There is something so comforting about holiday traditions, don’t you think?”

      Before Hannah could reply, Shawna was speaking again.

      “I don’t know what I’d do if Mama changed the menu even one bit! One year she mentioned how she might not to make her famous oyster dressing and people threatened not to come for dinner! Can you imagine?” she said with a laugh.

      Smiling, she nodded. “Yes, well…Thanksgiving dinner is always delicious and even though I don’t get to bring home any leftovers, my mother did bake a ton of cookies and sent them with me instead. So…”

      “You mean you flew home?” Shawna asked incredulously. “But…why? The drive to Maryland wouldn’t take that long and then you could bring even more goodies home with you!”

      It was the same argument her mother had given on every single trip Hannah took home. And although she’d never admit it out loud, her reasoning was so she couldn’t be guilted into staying longer. She loved her independence and living in Raleigh put three hundred miles and five hours of driving between them. It may have sounded harsh, but…this made it possible for her to love her family more than if they lived close by.

      “I’m not a fan of driving long distances,” she said, her smile feeling a little stiffer. “If you’ll excuse me, I really need to get my mail and go unpack. My flight was delayed and we sat on the tarmac for almost two hours so…it’s already been a long day.”

      The sympathetic smile and pat on the arm were expected. “Bless your heart, I’m sure it has.” Pausing, she walked over to the tree and picked up a gift bag before coming back over to Hannah. “Maybe this will help.”

      Glancing in the bag, she saw it was two bottles of wine and smiled. “Oh, Shawna, you didn’t have to…”

      “My best friend works for a wine distributor and dropped off about a dozen of these for me to give to some of the residents. You look like you could really use it.”

      “Um…thanks,” she murmured before turning away and tucking the bottles of wine into her giant purse.

      “Oh, wait! What do you think of the decorations? You can’t say this won’t get people in the holiday spirit!” Shawna exclaimed proudly.

      Good Lord…

      Nodding, all Hannah could say was, “Very festive,” before making her escape.

      Once she was in the property’s mail room, she let out a sigh of relief. The music was just as loud, but at least there was no one else in there with her. The song changed and Hannah found herself singing along with her own altered version.

      “On the first day of Christmas, the universe gave to me…one giant killer migraine.” Grinning at her own clever words, she continued to sort through the pile of mail and frowned at the large decorative envelope in her hand. “On the second day of Christmas, the universe gave to me…an invitation for two to my cheating ex-boyfriend’s wedding…” Okay, that one certainly lacked any of the traditional good feelings, but she felt like she was on a roll and the sound of her voice butchering a beloved classic wasn’t enough to deter her one bit.

      But the sound of someone else clearing their voice behind her did.

      Glancing over her shoulder, she inwardly groaned. She felt herself blushing from head to toe and wished the floor would open up and swallow her. It was bad enough that she was barely one step above pajamas because she wanted to be comfortable on the plane, but to look like a hot mess while singing poorly was just…

      Ugh. Too much.

      And, of course, it had to be the hot guy who lived on the floor above her. He was fairly new to the building and she’d only ever seen him in passing–or in the elevator–but they never did more than give one another a cursory smile. Normally Hannah was friendly and chatty, but something about this guy left her tongue-tied. Probably because he never had a hair out of place or looked anything but perfect.

      Like now.

      Today he had on a suit and a long, camel-colored wool coat and scarf. He looked like something off the cover of a Brooks Brothers catalog. Gorgeous deep brown eyes fringed with the kind of lashes women would kill for and his rich brown hair done in a classic Ivy League style cut. But…he had resting rich face. Just the way he carried himself told her he was out of her league.

      Self-consciously, Hannah ran a hand over her long ponytail and mentally cursed the fact that she didn’t have on makeup either. With a small smile, she gathered up her mail and luggage and turned to walk to the elevators.

      And silently prayed she got in one without him.

      It looked like the maintenance crew was starting to clean up and she heard more than one murmur of how it was after five. She couldn’t blame them. She was equally excited about getting away from the lobby.

      Pushing the button more times than was necessary, she let out a huff of annoyance as the music now changed to “All I Want for Christmas is You.”

      “Damn,” she murmured, because she really liked this one and wished she could sing along, but…that wasn’t going to happen again.

      When the elevator doors opened, she awkwardly made her way in while maneuvering her luggage with her. Two suitcases, a weekender bag, and a large purse. It was a bit excessive for a five-day trip, but she’d brought her work with her and needed each and every piece. Pushing the number four button, she let out a long breath when it looked like she was going to be alone.

      “Hold the elevator!” someone called out, causing Hannah to mutter a curse. In the blink of an eye, Mr. Brooks Brothers joined her. “Thanks.”

      She offered a small smile without making eye contact and leaned against the back wall. Closing her eyes, she thought about everything she was going to do once she was in her own apartment–unpack, do laundry, order dinner. Eating was a top priority because she was starving. The cookies her mother sent were definitely going to get opened while she waited for dinner to arrive. That was a given. After having something proper to eat, she was going to soak in a hot bath, maybe read for a bit, and go to bed. There was an 8 a.m. Zoom call she needed to be on tomorrow, so going to bed early was the right thing to do.

      Moving her hand over her mouth, she was about to stifle a yawn when the lights flickered and the elevator made a loud grinding noise and then…stopped.

      Hard.

      Bracing herself to keep her balance, she tried not to panic. The lighting was now dim but at least it was something. Looking over at her elevator companion, Hannah noticed he didn’t look overly concerned. And that made her reconsider asking something ridiculous like…

      “Do you think we’re stuck?” Okay, it was out before she knew it.

      “It would appear so,” he murmured, staring down at his phone.

      Seriously? She thought. Now what?

      Looking around, she decided to be the one to actually do something and pushed the call button.

      No one responded.

      “Great. Just great.”

      Beside her, she noticed he was making a call and hoped it was to someone useful and not just a social chat. Almost immediately, Hannah realized he’d called 9-1-1 and was giving them information about where they were. She didn’t want to hover, so she stepped back toward her luggage and waited.

      And waited.

      She was only getting his side of the conversation, but he wasn’t saying much. It took all of three minutes for him to hang up and turn to her. “A semi hit some power lines and the whole area is blacked out.” He said it all so matter-of-factly–like this was no big deal.

      “So…they’re sending someone to get us out of here, right?”

      He shrugged. “Eventually.”

      “Eventually?!” she cried, panic starting to wash over her. Suddenly it felt too warm and airless in the elevator. She wanted to pace or, at the very least, bang against the door and scream for someone to come and help them. But… “Wait a minute…” Pulling her own phone out, she quickly pulled up Shawna’s number and called her. She was sure Shawna could get the maintenance crew to help them sooner than a rescue squad.

      “Hannah?” Shawna said when she answered. “Oh my goodness! Are you okay? Did you make it to your floor before the power went out?”

      “Unfortunately, no. Can you send one of the guys to help us get out of here?” she practically begged.

      “Oh sweetie, this all just happened, but as soon as everything went dark, I told the crew to check on the elevators. Neither of them has experience with this sort of thing, so they’re making some calls. I hate to say it but…it may take a while.”

      Yeah, there really wasn’t enough air for her and it felt like it was getting hotter by the second. “A while?” she repeated weakly. “Like…how long is that?”

      “I’m not sure. Just sit tight. I swear we’ll have you out as soon as we can.”

      “Oh…okay…”

      “At least you’re not alone in there. I mean…” She let out a little hum of appreciation. “Being stuck in an elevator with Gage Lawson is something just about every woman in this building would love to have happen to them!”

      Hannah glanced over at…Gage and had to admit there were worse people to get stuck with.

      But it would have been better if she were dressed nicer, had on some makeup, and maybe hadn’t embarrassed herself in front of him just minutes ago.

      “Hannah, I need to go. People are panicking,” she said apologetically. “I promise to keep you posted on when they hope to get the doors open, okay?”

      “Thanks, Shawna,” she said quietly before hanging up. With nothing else to do, she took her coat off, rolled up her sleeves and sat down on the floor. Looking up at Gage, she told him, “Might as well get comfortable. We’re probably going to be here for a while.”

      He didn’t comment, but he did move to the opposite side of the elevator and simply placed his satchel on the floor before leaning against the wall. His phone came out again and it was as if she wasn’t there at all.

      Clearly not the friendly sort…

      Not that it mattered. They were strangers who were stuck in a crappy situation. It wasn’t like they had ever been social with each other before. Why start now, right?

      Although…it wouldn’t kill him to ask if I’m okay? I mean, it’s obvious I’m mildly freaking out.

      As much as she tried to mind her own business, it was hard not to notice that he still had his coat and scarf on. It was on the tip of her tongue to comment on it, but he was seriously giving off some strong back off vibes–scowl and all. So rather than say anything, Hannah shifted to get more comfortable and reached for her weekender bag. Her laptop was in there along with a tin of cookies and a few other essentials that should keep her distracted. She figured she’d set up camp and wait to be rescued.

      And then proceeded to pull off her hoodie, ball it up and use it for more cushioning.

      Within minutes, she had the presentation she was working on for tomorrow’s meeting–a design job for a medical complex being built just outside the city limits. The lead position was practically hers already, but she knew this presentation in the morning would seal the deal. Maybe thinking about work wasn’t the best use of her time. She’d already obsessed about it so much over the holiday weekend that her mother had smacked her hand and threatened to take her laptop away more than once.

      Pfft…I’m an adult.

      Still, she had willingly caved when dessert was offered as a reward.

      Okay, maybe not so much an adult at all times…

      Smiling, she opted to forgo work and do something mindless like reading the latest celebrity gossip while nibbling on a chocolate chip and sea salt cookie. And within minutes, she was almost able to forget that she was stuck in an elevator with an unfriendly, sexy stranger.
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        * * *

      

      Gage Lawson swore the universe was trying to break him.

      Getting stuck in an elevator was just the latest in a line of rotten luck to hit him this week and it just might be the thing to make him snap.

      Glancing over at the woman sitting on the floor, he frowned. A minute ago he was certain she’d get hysterical and start to cry, but she pulled herself together and…

      He paused mid-thought. The lights were dim but she was fully illuminated by her laptop screen. Most of the times he’d seen her, she wore her long, caramel-colored hair down. Today it was up in a sleek ponytail that made her look much younger than usual. He took a moment to appreciate her sporty attire because it literally fit her like a second skin and showcased her curves. She was staring down at her computer so he couldn’t see her eyes, but he knew them to be a shade of blue that reminded him of clear, crystal waters. He’d seen her around enough that he’d noticed just about everything about her. And now…

      For a moment, he could only stare in disbelief.

      She’s got a mini battery-operated fan blowing on her and most of her outer layers of clothing bunched around her like she’s planning on being here for a while. Does she know something I don’t? And…is she eating cookies? And not even being friendly enough to offer some to share while we’re trapped? How rude was that?

      Clearing his throat–loudly–Gage waited until she looked up at him. He was fairly certain he was scowling and she sure as hell wasn’t smiling either. When she continued to look at him expectantly, he figured it was up to him to be the one with manners.

      “I don’t believe we’ve ever been introduced,” he said politely. “I’m Gage Lawson. I live in 5C.” He held out his hand to her and she simply looked at it before wiping her own on her yoga pants. It was tempting to pull his hand back, but instead, he leaned in and shook her hand.

      “Hannah Christy. 4B,” she said. “Nice to meet you.”

      Although the way she said it, that wasn’t quite the truth.

      It didn’t matter that he was incredibly close to completely losing his patience, Gage forced himself to smile as he took off his coat and sat down beside her. “So…looks like you’re getting back from a long trip.” As much as he loathed small talk, it was an excellent distraction–which he desperately needed right now.

      “Not long,” she replied pleasantly. “Just went home for a few days for Thanksgiving.”

      He counted four pieces of luggage, including her purse, and frowned. He’d seen her around the building enough to know that she looked like the least high-maintenance woman he’d ever met. Most of the time she was dressed casually–although not as casually as she was right now–and didn’t seem like the kind of person who would require this much luggage for a short trip.

      “Where’s home?” he asked.

      “Up near Baltimore. That’s where my parents and siblings still are. I’m the only one to move away.” She shrugged. “I flew up on Tuesday and got back in this afternoon. Fortunately, I can work from almost anywhere so I was able to bring my laptop and stuff with me. I was looking forward to getting home and unwinding, but now who knows when I’ll get there.” She munched on another cookie without offering him one, and he wasn’t sure if she was being rude or was just clueless.

      All he did know was that he was hungry and stressed and wouldn’t mind a cookie or two.

      “And your mother sent you home with cookies?” he said with a grin. “That’s very generous of her!”

      Finally taking the hint, Hannah picked up the cookie tin and offered it to him. “Would you like one? They’re very decadent.”

      “Thanks.” He took one bite and almost moaned with pleasure. “Damn. These are fantastic!”

      She nodded with a smile. “Yeah. My mother is an amazing baker. Dad cooks, Mom bakes. They make a great team.”

      “You’re lucky. My mother likes to think she can cook, but trust me, she can’t. And her baking is even worse. She likes to joke it’s why my father left, but…” he shrugged with a small laugh. “We never starved, so there’s that.”

      “Does she live close by?”

      Shaking his head, he took another bite of the cookie. “Not really. I grew up just outside of Chimney Rock in a little town called Evergreen Valley. She’s still there. All of my sisters moved away after college–primarily to Charlotte and Greensboro. I lived in Greensboro for a few years, but then my job recently brought me to Raleigh. It’s an easy drive to go and visit her–and my sisters–but I get a lot of grief for moving so far away. Although…I try to go and see her at least one weekend a month.”

      “She must enjoy that. I know if I still lived in the area, I’d be expected for dinner at least once a week. I love my family and I do miss them, but I enjoy having my own space and privacy.” With a soft sigh, she leaned back against the wall. “Normally I go home for both Thanksgiving and Christmas, but I had to break it to them that I won’t be able to do Christmas this year.”

      “How come?”

      There was a small hesitation before she closed her laptop and looked at him. “Well, I’m about to be named the lead on a big project at work. It’s going to be very time-consuming and I just can’t spare the time to be away. I’ve been building up to this for months and once everything is secured, I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize it. I need to be hyper-focused.”

      “And what is it that you do?”

      “I’m an interior designer with LLH Interiors here in Raleigh. We work with a lot of architects and commercial construction companies,” she explained before taking another bite of her cookie. “This project I’m going to be starting is a massive medical complex going up just a little west of the city. I’ve busted my butt on this thing and the final presentation is in the morning.” She smiled before adding, “But it’s just a formality. My boss told me I’m a shoo-in for it so…” Another smile. “What about you? What do you do?”

      “I’m a communications analyst specializing in cyber security.” When she just blinked at him, he couldn’t help but chuckle. “Yeah, it’s as boring as it sounds.”

      “So you’re kind of like a tech geek?”

      Gage had been called a lot of things in his life, but certainly not a geek–not in any capacity. “You know, that is really insulting. I mean…who says that to someone?”

      Hannah laughed and reached out, resting her hand on his arm. “Oh my goodness, no! I was just…I don’t know. I didn’t mean it in a bad way! I swear! I guess I figured you to be a lawyer or something.”

      “A lawyer? Why?”

      She shrugged. “You dress like a lawyer.”

      Gage looked down at himself and frowned, unsure if that was a compliment or an insult. Clearing his throat, he murmured, “I don’t know about that, but…this is just how I normally dress.”

      “Oh, I know. I’ve never seen you in anything but this whole getup. It’s very nice, but kind of…lawyer-ish.”

      He couldn’t help but look down at himself again and wondered what was so lawyer-ish about a good suit? “Well, we all can’t wear jeans and sweatshirts to work…”

      Now it was Hannah’s turn to frown. “I spend a lot of time on construction sites so it’s pointless to dress up. My job is very hands-on so I pick clothes for functionality rather than fashion.”

      “I didn’t mean to…” But his words were cut off by the sound of an incoming text. Glancing at the screen, he groaned when he saw his mother’s picture.

      
        
        Mom: Hey! Did you talk to your bosses about Christmas? Your sisters all already said yes and Sarah’s planning on bringing Irene with her! Won’t that be nice? You know how she’s always had a crush on you!

      

      

      Raking a hand through his hair, Gage let out a long breath.

      “Everything okay?” Hannah asked.

      Another groan was out before he could stop it, and he let his head loll back against the wall before answering. “Just…family stuff.”

      Beside him, she nodded. “Like I said, I moved away and enjoy my privacy but I still have to deal with my share of guilt and drama, so…I get it.”

      Maybe talking to her–basically a stranger–would help him figure out how to handle this particular situation. Twisting slightly, he studied her face for a moment. Even in the dim lighting he could see her gently biting her lower lip and the uncertainty in her face. It was enough to make him contemplate changing the subject, but…

      “Can I ask you something?”

      She nodded. “Sure.”

      “What did your parents say when you told them you wouldn’t be home for Christmas?”

      Turning toward him, she shrugged. “The usual guilt: how could I do this? Why do I want to ruin Christmas? It won’t be the same without you here…blah, blah, blah…”

      The laugh was out before he could stop it because that was pretty much the argument his mother gave him on Saturday. “Sounds vaguely familiar.”

      “Oh, I’m sure!” Laughing with him, she asked, “So that’s what the text was? More guilt about the holidays?”

      “Yeah, but…it’s complicated.” He resumed his position with his back and head against the wall.

      “Look, we’ve got nothing but time to kill here, so if you want to talk about it…”

      It was starting to feel a little warm in there so he took off his tie, unbuttoned the top button of his shirt, and rolled up his sleeves a bit. “Is it me or is it a little too quiet out there? Shouldn’t we hear them banging around or something by now?”

      “Nice diversion,” she muttered, reaching for another cookie. “I was trying not to think about that.”

      “Sorry.” And because he felt like he could, he helped himself to another cookie as well. “Okay, so my mother lives in and is the manager of a fifty-five and over community. It’s sort of like this building except everyone there is…well…fifty-five and older.”

      “O-kay…”

      “So she’s gotten a little…shall we say…competitive with some of the other residents.”

      “Competitive how?”

      He inwardly groaned and cursed the fact that he’d even brought this up, but when he looked at Hannah, she seemed genuinely interested. “It seems like there’s a bit of a competition over who has the most grandchildren and whose children visit the most,” he explained carefully. “They’re having this massive Christmas party for all the residents and their families this year and my mother has been after all of us to attend.”

      Hannah blinked. “That’s it? You’re all twitchy over a Christmas party? What’s the big deal?”

      Rather than answer right away, Gage reached for another cookie and took a bite.

      “Do you not like the holidays?” she asked while he chewed. “Hate parties?”

      He swallowed hard and wished he had something to drink. “I love the holidays and am usually on board for a good party. It’s just…this particular party is putting a lot of…awkward pressure on me.” Glancing over at Hannah, he sighed. “I think I left out some important information.”

      “I’m all ears,” she eagerly replied.

      “I have four older sisters. They’re all married and have kids. Lots and lots of kids,” he added wearily.

      “Oh…I get it. Now everyone’s looking to you to add to the list of grandkids so your mom can show off a bit to the other residents.”

      Nodding, he took another bite. “Basically.”

      “How many grandkids does she already have?”

      “Twelve,” he murmured. “My oldest sister Christina has five. Stephanie has three–she’s the next oldest. My other two sisters are twins–Sarah and Amy–and they each have two kids. Actually, Sarah gave birth to twins eight months ago. You’d think it would be enough to keep everyone happy, right?”

      “I would think so…”

      “Now they’re all banding together with my mother and making me their holiday project. Finding me a wife so I can have kids and help my mother’s cause is now some sort of family sport. Every time I’m with any of them, they’re throwing single women at me. It’s exhausting.” Leaning his head back against the wall, he let out a long breath as he closed his eyes–fairly certain Hannah was looking at him as if he were crazy.

      And maybe he was. After all, it wasn’t the worst thing a guy could go through, right?

      He continued, “Here’s a perfect example for you. We had Thanksgiving dinner at Steph’s this year. Everything was going great. I was totally relaxed, and then suddenly two of her single friends showed up unexpectedly to join us for dinner.” He snorted with disgust. “Like I didn’t see right through that.”

      Shaking his head, Gage wondered why his family thought he was a complete idiot who didn’t know what was going on.

      “Let me guess,” Hannah said, interrupting his thoughts. “You have zero interest in getting married and having kids.”

      Gage shook his head. “That’s not it at all. I can’t wait to get married and have a couple of kids. Hell, I’d love to have all those things but…I haven’t met the woman to do that with yet and I don’t think having random women thrown at me is going to make it happen either.”

      “Well…you can’t really know that. Do you get out and socialize a lot?”

      “No, but…”

      “Do you date a lot?”

      “Not really, but…”

      “Have you tried online dating?”

      “That’s not my thing, but…”

      “Then how do you expect to find this perfect woman if you’re not willing to actively look for her?” Hannah demanded.

      “There really wasn’t a big push for it to happen until recently,” he argued. “And the more they push…”

      “The more you want to resist. Got it.” Then she turned her head and muttered, “Typical man.”

      “Excuse me?”

      The lights flickered briefly and they both glanced around before looking at each other again.

      “All I’m saying is…” she began and then let out a small scream as the elevator lurched slightly right before the sound of creaking metal split the air. The next thing he knew, she was pressed up against him, her hands fisting his shirt as she burrowed her face against his neck. “This is not the way I want to die!”

      Gage wrapped his arms around her, held his breath, and had to agree.
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      Abject terror was Hannah’s first response, but once the elevator stopped, she immediately honed in on how good Gage smelled.

      It wasn’t logical to be thinking of something like that when they were about to plummet to their deaths, but…there it was.

      They stayed locked together for a solid minute before slowly separating. Hannah looked up and saw the same wariness she knew he was seeing on her face. “Do you think…?” Before she could finish that thought, the lights flickered again, followed by the same grinding metal sound and Gage simply reached for her and held her tight.

      With her eyes squeezed shut, she mentally chanted, “Please don’t drop, please don’t drop, please don’t drop…” and she held her breath so long that there was no choice but to let it out and breathe.

      “It’s quiet again,” Gage whispered.

      “I really wish someone would call and tell us what’s going on,” she quietly responded. “Was that noise because they’re working on the elevator or is something going wrong?”

      “Honestly? I have no idea.” Again, they slowly separated, and it took several minutes to relax. “I wish I had something to drink. All those cookies…”

      Hannah was about to agree when she remembered the gift Shawna had given her. Twisting, she pulled the gift bag out of her purse. “It’s not water, but I think it may help in this situation.”

      “Wine?” he asked with a small laugh.

      “Shawna gave them to me down in the lobby. I’m not usually much of a wine drinker, but…” Pausing, she stared at the bottle in her hand and wanted to cry.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “No corkscrew,” she told him as she fought the urge to stomp her feet in frustration. “I can’t believe I got my hopes up for nothing!”

      “Hannah…”

      “Why can’t something go right here, huh? Isn’t it bad enough that we’re stuck? Is it too much to ask that maybe things could suck just a little less while we’re here?”

      “Um…”

      “And I get that it’s been all of fifteen minutes, but still!” She knew she was getting stupidly riled up and part of her wanted Gage to argue with her, but all he did was turn and reach for his satchel. It was crazy to think he had a corkscrew in there because…well, let’s face it, normal people didn’t carry corkscrews around for wine emergencies.

      Or did they?

      A minute later, he held up his keychain and smiled. “Crisis averted!”

      It wasn’t obvious what he meant so she waited for him to explain.

      “Believe it or not, this used to belong to my grandfather–it’s a Swiss Army knife.” He looked at her again before going on. “This particular one doesn’t have the corkscrew attachment, but we can definitely improvise.”

      Was it wrong that she wanted to kiss him with gratitude? Or that she blurted out, “You’re my hero”?

      All he did was smile at her as he stuck one of the attachments carefully into the cork before slowly twisting to pull it out. Hannah knew she’d never been so happy to hear that little popping sound in her entire life.

      “Wine and cookies. This is just like some of my favorite girls’ nights!” she told him with a chuckle as he handed her the bottle. “Only…no cups.”

      “Not to worry,” he murmured, reaching into his satchel again. “I’ve got my travel mug that I use for my coffee in the morning.” He grinned at her. “And it’s clean.” Pulling the lid off, he tossed it back into the bag. “We can either share the cup or one of us can just swig from the bottle. Your choice.”

      There was a part of her that knew it was a bit unladylike to swig from the bottle, but…

      “You use your cup. I don’t mind the bottle.”

      “Deal,” he said with amusement.

      Hannah poured him a generous portion before putting the bottle down. “If you’re interested, I have another tin of cookies that have a bit more of a variety in them.”

      “I really want to say that I don’t want to eat all the cookies your mother sent with you, but…I have a feeling dinner won’t be happening any time soon.”

      “Please, I don’t even want to think about it.” She reached into her weekender bag and pulled out the second tin she stashed in there earlier. Getting comfortable again, she took the top off and smiled. “Ooh…jackpot!”
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