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CHAPTER ONE

MAXINE

NOVEMBER

THE WALL OF BODIES PRESSED INTO HER AS SOON AS SHE MADE HER way inside. Maxine hadn’t been to a party like this in ages. Actually, in ever. What was she doing at this strictly invite-only gathering for the queer community on the island? She didn’t even know the host, Laney something or other—her surname eluded her—but her friend, Victoria, had insisted it was fine. It would be fine. This was just what they both needed.

Maxine wasn’t so sure of that. She felt like someone would point an accusing finger at her at any moment and demand to know why she was here. Did questioning everything she thought she knew about herself mean she belonged here?

You made out with Remi in that Bootleggers bathroom, and in the bathroom at the wedding, remember? I’d say it counts.

She brushed off the voice of reason and scanned the crowd for Victoria. Now wasn’t the time to have a full-on crisis about her sexuality. She’d already been doing that since she came back to Trinidad and ran into Remi Daniels.

No thinking about Remi. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.

An impossible feat considering her brother was now dating Remi’s best friend. Now, they were back in each other’s circles. It was different when they were teenagers. Then, they’d been fierce competitors about everything. Until the moment that changed it all.

Great, now I’m taking a trip down memory lane. That isn’t what tonight is about.

Jesus, this house was packed. There’d been people scattered about the pool, mingling, drinking, laughing, even some with their feet in the water, but the difference between outside the house and inside was stark.

Inside was where the fun was happening. Music pumped through the sound system as the DJ did her thing. Colourful strobe lights pulsed on and off, bringing a club vibe to the house party. It should have clashed with the Christmas décor the host had going on, but somehow it worked. The twinkle lights, tinsel, and giant Christmas tree didn’t take away from the vibe at all.

The end of November had crept up on her. As far as Maxine was concerned, it was a bit early to pull out this décor, but malls were already decorated and maybe the host was one of those people who liked putting their stuff up early. She was used to her mother waiting until December to dig out the Christmas stuff. Either way, the partiers didn’t seem to care. She caught a glimpse of a couple actually grinding against the tree, which shook with their exuberant dancing. Hopefully, the thing was sturdy enough not to topple over.

Maxine stood on the edges of the crowded space swaying along with the music. When music played, her body took on a life of its own. Even as the nervousness did a little dance in her stomach, she kept on grooving, hoping to spot Victoria making her way back to her.

Victoria had gone to the bathroom a while ago and Maxine had grown tired of waiting. She’d killed some of the time gaping at familiar public faces—discreet gaping, or so she hoped. The last thing she wanted was to make someone feel uncomfortable. She’d thought she’d spied a popular local athlete but couldn’t be sure. From where she’d been standing, only his profile had been visible as he’d draped his arm across his companion’s shoulder. The two men’s faces so close, one move forward and the athlete would have brushed the man’s cheek.

The mandatory rule of handing over all electronic devices before anyone could enter the party made sense now. Maxine hadn’t protested when she and Victoria had been told to hand them in to be tagged and stored away until they were ready to present their numbered chit and leave. It was a smart move. This private party was queer friendly, but some of the people she’d seen were high profile and definitely weren’t out. It would only take one compromising shot for scandal to rear its head across the island.

She considered squeezing through the crowd in search of Victoria, figuring at some point she’d stumble upon the bathroom. But she’d have to shimmy through the sweaty bodies and she wasn’t sure she was up for that. Instead, she stayed on the fringes and continued to people watch.

Two women dancing a short distance away swung heated looks her way, a clear invitation to join in. Maxine swallowed, the swirls in her belly intensifying as she tried to look anywhere but at the two women.

“Hey, there you are!”

A bottle was pressed into her hand and Maxine relished the feel of the cool glass against her palm.

“You were supposed to stay outside.” Victoria wagged a finger at her.

Maxine shrugged. “Got tired waiting.”

Her gaze fixed on the two women again. They were still staring, their lips quirked up in similar smirks. Victoria nudged Maxine’s shoulder with her own.

“Well, well, somebody’s picking up.” Victoria sipped her drink, lifting her silky black hair off her neck with her other hand. The accumulated body heat was a bit much. It had been far cooler out by the pool.

“Doubtful,” Maxine said, not willing to let on that her brain and dreams were filled with another woman. “Maybe they can smell the imposter on me.”

Victoria frowned. “C’mon, you know that’s not true. You have every right to be here.”

Maxine didn’t feel like that at all.

When Victoria had mentioned the party, Maxine had been torn. They’d slowly been reconnecting since Maxine had moved back to Trinidad. Friends in secondary school, they’d drifted apart when Maxine had moved abroad to pursue her degree in Music Management. Sure, they’d sort of kept in touch through social media, but there hadn’t been constant communication. Maxine had been thrilled that they were slowly getting back to the friendship they’d had. Even though they’d been sort of catty mean girls during their time at school, it was interesting to see how they’d both grown. They’d cringed over some of the shit they’d done back then.

Maxine had been excited to go out, but hesitant to attend this party. She’d only given in because Victoria had convinced Maxine that she needed her – to drown Victoria’s recent breakup woes with hot women and ice-cold drinks. But Maxine had only recently got divorced from her husband and still felt unsure about relationships. She’d blabbed to Victoria about her spontaneous make-out session with a girl in the Bootleggers bathroom a few months ago, how everything had been building in her since. Maxine had needed to talk to someone other than Keiran. Her brother was a good listener, but …

She hadn’t mentioned any names. Victoria knew Remi from back in their school days, but she hadn’t known about their fooling around during that last holiday period before they got their exam results. After all, she and Remi had been hardcore rivals, fighting about everything. Who got top spot in their class? Who would be captain of the netball team? Who would replace the captain of the women’s cricket team when the former captain went off to school? That last one had led to the night of fooling around, at the cricket retreat that changed the entire dynamic of their relationship and launched the few months of secret hooking up.

She’d wanted to keep Remi’s identity to herself, unsure of Victoria’s reaction. She wanted too much, that was the problem.

Maxine sipped her Smirnoff Black slowly. She didn’t drink often, so was all about pacing herself tonight. If she went past drink number two, she’d be a giggling, oversharing mess. She wasn’t about to be careless in someone else’s house, surrounded by strangers. No matter if she had Victoria to look out for her. Maxine preferred not to leave her wellbeing in anyone’s hands.

“I just don’t know what I’m doing with all this.” This being feelings she’d locked away and not looked at for years. This being Remi. Dammit. There she went again.

“You’re figuring yourself out. Nothing wrong with that. You belong here.” Victoria patted Maxine’s arm. “No one’s going to demand to see your queer card. It’s all good. And if they do, I’ll kick their asses.” Victoria still didn’t reach Maxine’s height of five-nine, even though she was rocking these sky-high heels. Without them, she was barely five-one.

“Now.” Her gaze swept the crowd. “Find me a hottie to grind on. You’re slacking off on your wing-woman skills. Get with it, girl!”

Maxine snorted. Her, a wing woman? Victoria could do so much better, but she’d try. She pointed at the same two women from earlier. “What about them? They’re stunning.”

That was an understatement. The taller of the two was stacked. Hips and breasts for days. More than a handful. Long braids brushed her ass. Victoria had made it quite clear that she loved her women thick. The woman’s dance partner was curvy as hell too, her mini skirt rode up on her thighs as she ground her ass back onto Ms. Thickie Number One. Maxine caught a flash of underwear, realised she was staring and averted her eyes.

Victoria took another swig of her drink. “Sexy as hell for sure, but one woman is enough of a handful. I can’t handle those two. Not even ashamed to admit that. Besides, they weren’t looking at me like they wanted to eat me out oh so good.” She winked and heat crept up Maxine’s neck.

Subtle, her friend was not. Maxine couldn’t handle anything these two women were eager to dish out. She’d get eaten alive for sure. She’d only ever fooled around with one woman and … God. She pressed her thighs together. Do. Not. Go. There.

“You did say you wanted to drown in hot women tonight. Your exact words,” Maxine pointed out, pressing the cold bottle against her neck. Why did all her thoughts always flow back to Remi?

“Hmm, I did, didn’t I?” Victoria drummed her fingers against her mouth. “They do say the best way to get over someone is to get under someone else, right? Maybe two someones will help me get over Zia faster.”

“Sounds logical to me.” But Maxine continued to scan the crowd.

Victoria needed some options. Thus far, she’d put up a good front, but her friend had been devastated over the breakup. When you’d been with someone so long, you figured the happily ever after was a given. Since her divorce, Maxine could relate to that all too well.

The music switched from the sexy-slow-grinding-required dancehall song to a fast-paced trance beat and the crowd’s mood changed along with it. People started jumping around and pretending to whirl imaginary glow sticks in their hands. One group of ladies were especially raucous, their drinks pumping in the air as they sang along with Sonique’s “Sky”. One of the women twirled on the spot, her long black curly hair swishing around her, and Maxine’s heart stuttered in her chest.

No. No way. Lots of women had curly hair almost down to their ass like this. It didn’t mean …

She caught sight of the woman’s face. Those lips curved into a wide smile as she tossed her head back. All that luscious hair spilling down her back. Ah shit.

“Wait a minute. Is that Remi?” Victoria shouted in her ear, arm outstretched as she pointed at the group of women.

“I don’t know.” Like hell she didn’t. Her brain was trained to recognise Remi from a distance now. The woman she was still pretending wasn’t Remi tucked a bunch of hair behind her ear and Maxine zeroed in on the slightly pointy tip of that ear.

“I think it might be,” Victoria insisted.

Maxine seriously considered excusing herself, running outside, anything but standing here waiting to be seen. She wasn’t prepared to face Remi in general. Coming face to face with a Remi dressed in tiny black leather shorts that drew the eyes to her long brown legs and a lacy black top that … God … revealed enough to send Maxine right to the bathroom to sort out this tangle of emotions, was too much.

“I don’t think it’s her,” Maxine tried weakly.

Victoria gestured to the woman again. “I wouldn’t mistake that hair anywhere. When you used to dream about how that hair’d feel on your skin, you sure as shit don’t forget it.”

Maxine blinked at Victoria. “W-what?”

Victoria grinned. “Oh, yeah, right, you didn’t know about my crush on Remi.” She shrugged. “I wasn’t exactly out to our crew back then, so I kept the lusting to myself.”

Well, this was awkward. Maxine couldn’t mention now that Remi was the woman she’d been randomly, kinda, sort of, hooking up with.

Victoria peered at her. “Does that weird you out? I know you two were always fighting, but I figure we’re all adults now and we’ve outgrown that, so saying hi shouldn’t be odd. Right?”

“Are you tryna make Remi your rebound woman or something?” Maxine cringed at her caustic tone. Could she sound any more like a jealous lover?

Victoria laughed. “I mean, stranger things have happened, but no. I was just going to say hello, but you seem weirded out about it.”

“I’m not. I just …” Maxine shook her head. She should just come clean, at least partially. “Remi and I have actually been talking. Sort of. We were both in that wedding party. For Ava? Cherisse’s sister?”

“Oh right. True. So what’s the problem?” Victoria pointed at Maxine with her almost-empty beer bottle. “You’re being sketchy about this.”

She was, and she didn’t want Victoria to probe further. She had to get it together. Prove to herself she could act casual around Remi. Unaffected. She mustered a smile. “It’s all good. Let’s go say hi.”

Victoria hooked their arms together as she danced them over to where Remi and crew were still having a good time. They got to the women just as Remi spun around to grind her ass back against another woman’s front, giving Maxine an eyeful of her breasts as her top dipped low.

“Remi Daniels! Small world, eh?” Victoria shouted.

Remi’s eyes rose to meet Victoria’s, hips pausing mid dance, but her gaze quickly shifted to collide with Maxine’s. She barely moved as Remi’s eyes roved over her. She’d worn a simple, little black dress with thin straps and a strip of see-through fabric across her stomach for a peekaboo effect. It clung. Everywhere. She’d gone braless—tonight was the night to be daring apparently—and in spite of the heat building with all the bodies in the room, she felt her nipples pebble under that heated stare.

“You’re here,” Remi said to her, ignoring Victoria’s greeting completely.

Maxine licked her dry lips, tried not to stare at Remi’s neck, which was encased with several chokers. What would she do if Maxine just slipped a finger beneath the silky fabric around her neck and tugged her closer? As if she’d ever go through with it. Maxine wasn’t brave enough for that move, so she managed a weak, “Hi.”

Next to her, she noticed Victoria’s head swivelling back and forth between them. Behind Remi, the woman she’d been dancing with also watched them, curiosity gleaming in her dark eyes. Maxine wondered if she was Remi’s date, then chided herself for even thinking that. It wasn’t her business. This crashing together, fooling around, didn’t mean they were exclusive by any means. They didn’t talk about that.

But the tiny voice in her head pestered, chanting: “What if she is her date?”

Maxine tried to think of something witty to say. A “fancy meeting you here” quip. Anything. Instead, she stared. Her body was too aware of Remi, and even though they had an audience, Remi’s stare down was also too intense for her. Maxine couldn’t conjure anything else to add to her pathetic “Hi.”

“So.” The woman who’d been behind Remi stepped around to stand at Remi’s side. “This the one you’ve been pining over this whole time?”

Maxine’s mouth hung open. Next to her, Victoria snorted and turned to face her, brow raised. “You got some explaining to do, missy.”




CHAPTER TWO

REMI

REMI HAD HAD A PLAN FOR TONIGHT’S PARTY. GRIND ON HER FRIENDS’ asses. Check. They’d all been dancing together since they’d arrived. Get all up on some unknown behinds. In progress. She’d spied some prospects earlier, but their group had gotten into the music so much they hadn’t really paid anyone outside of it any mind.

Laney’s parties were the best kept secret on the island—except if you moved in certain circles in the island’s queer community; then it was well known. Remi had been attending these for years, never one to pass up a chance to dance, drink free booze and just be herself. She hadn’t been prepared to see Maxine. Why would she ever consider running into her? Here of all places?

Remi realised this was a pattern—not being prepared to see Maxine. Their teenage hook-up had been fuelled by too-strong homemade liquor some brave classmate had smuggled into the retreat, and probably curiosity on Maxine’s part. They had never spoken about it. The fact they’d kept hooking up for the entire holiday period was still mind boggling. It had been the best vacation of her life, truly – until reality had set in when Maxine had to leave for school and Remi had gone into asshole mode, said some hurtful shit. God, she’d been a hot mess at that age.

Maxine’s return to the island recently had been unexpected. Remi hadn’t expected divorce would be the reason. Their reconnecting hadn’t been a consideration. She figured they would run into each other randomly, on the rare occasion their friend group collided. But then the wedding happened, which brought them quite literally into each other’s space.

She sure as fuck hadn’t been ready to see Maxine in her groom person’s gear at the wedding. She still had fantasies of the way the suspenders had curved over Maxine’s generous breasts. Then they’d ended up fooling around. It kept happening, and she wasn’t sure how much longer her luck would hold out where Maxine was concerned, but she was embracing it all the way until it all fizzled or blew up in their faces.

They hadn’t been face to face since their last bathroom encounter, all communication happening via texts, and those had stayed clear of any mentions of hooking up. They’d been bland conversation about innocuous things – akin to talking about the weather.

Remi ignored her friend Sanaa’s joke about pining—she wasn’t. Her eyes were firmly fixed on the way Maxine’s dress moulded to her body. Fuck! Maxine had curves for days and Remi was all about them.

Her eyes shifted from Maxine to the tiny Chinese woman next to her. Victoria Chow. Another person she hadn’t expected to see here. Victoria looked basically the same. Long black hair worn stick straight with the ever-present side part. She hadn’t gotten a single inkling that Victoria was queer, but then again, when you attended an all-girls Catholic school, you kept that under lock. Didn’t advertise. Discreet became your middle name.

Back in school, Victoria and Maxine had been tight. Now, it seemed they were still on friendly terms, and Remi wondered if they were more than that. Was Maxine here as Victoria’s date? The idea seemed ludicrous. Maxine was one twitch away from bolting anytime they got too close to each other. The two occasions she and Maxine had made out, Maxine had been the one to pump the brakes on it going any further. She was figuring things out, so Remi didn’t think she would have gone from nervousness to full-on out on a date with another woman, but what the hell did she know?

She’d gone from questioning her attractions in university to screwing Sanaa in someone’s dorm room. It had been freeing just to give in, not worry about anyone but herself, and the desire of finally being with someone who wasn’t ashamed of what they’d done. She and Sanaa hadn’t lasted as a couple for various reasons, but they remained friends.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, eyes back to Maxine.

Sanaa draped an arm around Remi’s waist. “Same as us I expect.” Remi didn’t have to look at Sanaa to know she was flashing her trademark panty-dropping grin. The way Victoria was suddenly biting her lip signalled that it was working. Sanaa strikes again.

“I uh … V invited me.” Maxine’s gaze dipped to Sanaa’s arm around Remi’s waist, lingered for a bit before snapping back up to her face. Interesting.

“She’s my wing woman for the night,” Victoria supplied cheerfully. “I’m single and ready to mingle.”

“And what about you Sexy Black Dress?” Sanaa asked. “You ready to mingle?”

Okay, they weren’t doing this. Sanaa was a big flirt and Remi wasn’t about to let her set her sights on Maxine. No damn way.

“She’s not for you,” Remi blurted, regretting it immediately. Now, she just looked like some jealous weirdo. Awesome.

Maxine’s brow winged up, the “oh really?” heavily implied by the sharp curve.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. Just …”

How exactly could Remi explain what she meant? It wasn’t her place to spill Maxine’s business to her friends. She could picture Sanaa’s interest tripling the minute she found out Maxine was new to this whole queer scene. Her friend just didn’t know how to deploy tact. She’d make it her mission to help Maxine navigate the tricky waters that was this community sometimes, all while dropping her best seduction moves.

All of that was liable to scare Maxine off than bring her any sort of comfort.

Luckily, Victoria saved her by closing the distance between herself and Sanaa. “Let’s dance, gorgeous,” she purred, snapping Sanaa’s glittery suspenders. “These two seem to have some catching up to do.”

Sanaa pointed towards the crowd. “Lead the way.”

Remi rolled her eyes. Sanaa wasn’t even being coy about wanting to ogle Victoria’s ass encased in that short skirt. Victoria didn’t seem to mind; she threw a smile over her shoulder, adding a little more swing to her hips.

“Sorry,” Remi said again, once they were alone. Well, alone-ish.

“What’d you mean by that?” Maxine’s nose wrinkled and Remi found it the cutest thing. “Your friend’s not for me?”

“You’re not ready for Sanaa. She’s intense.”

Maxine looked over to where Sanaa towered over Victoria’s smaller frame. The DJ had switched to some old-school dancehall again, the kind that brought out the slow bumping and grinding. Perfect songs for getting up close and personal with someone on the dance floor. Jesus, the way those hips were moving, those two needed to get to a room soon.

“Yeah, maybe I’m not,” Maxine admitted when her focus came back to Remi. “I’m definitely not ready for that.”

Remi wasn’t certain which “that” she meant. Dancing with a woman in public, Sanaa specifically, or any of it? Being with a woman in general?

“Victoria might be able to handle her. I sure wasn’t.”

“Are you and her?” Maxine’s eyes grew wider. “I mean, it’s not my business. Sorry, forget I asked. I didn’t mean—”

“Hey.” Remi placed her hand on Maxine’s shoulder before she went further into over-apologising panic mode. “It’s cool. Really.” She might as well get this out of the way. She had brought them here with her slip about Sanaa.

“She was my first serious-ish relationship with a woman. We met at UWI where she was doing part-time classes for her degree. She’d always wanted to get it but said marriage and kids sort of derailed that, so after her divorce she went for it. And we uh, yeah, sort of fell into this intense thing where um, it was more physical at first.” Damn, this was awkward. Spilling her guts like this when she should be making like Victoria and Sanaa and asking Maxine to dance, instead of spewing this babbling mess that was her and Sanaa’s complicated relationship.

“So, lots of sex?” Maxine asked, flat out, teeth pressed into her bottom lip, eyes darting out to the crowd and back to Remi. In the semi darkness of the dance floor, Remi couldn’t tell if Maxine was blushing, but her actions indicated she hadn’t meant to outright ask that.

Remi coughed. “Uh, yeah. That. Long story short, Sanaa was ten years older and I was in awe that this gorgeous older woman wanted me, you know? But she was ready for settling down again and I just wasn’t. We remained good friends and Sanaa likes to trot out the claim I broke her heart ever so often, so now she’s a giant flirt who doesn’t do relationships.”

“It’s cool you remained friends,” Maxine said.

“Yeah. Sanaa’s fun.” Remi glanced over to where Sanaa had last been seen grinding on Victoria. They weren’t so much dancing now as making out.

“Oh.”

That one word, exhaled on a hitched breath, brought Remi’s gaze right back where she wanted it anyway. Maxine’s teeth were fiddling with her bottom lip again, and her eyes were locked on the two women in the heated embrace. “She looks good at that.” Maxine cleared her throat.

“She is, but I’d like to think I’m better.”

Maxine’s head snapped back to her, and Remi grinned. Maxine’s eyes dropped down to Remi’s lips, no subtly whatsoever. Did she realise she wore everything on her face? The kisses they’d shared all those years ago as teens had been great, but the ones they’d shared as adults were electric. Remi wanted to do it again, and again, and again. They hadn’t done more than make out and some light groping – well, not since cricket camp all those years ago. They’d done some serious heavy petting and touching then.

But she wasn’t pushing it. Not with Maxine being skittish right now. They could get their start with a dance at least.

“Wanna dance?” Nice, easy, calm.

Maxine looked down at Remi’s outstretched hand like she didn’t have a clue what to do with it. Remi braced to be hardcore rejected.

“Not trying to pressure you, but just know what happens at these parties usually stays here.” She tried to reassure. “Laney and Mira make sure of that.”

“Dancing,” Maxine muttered like it was a foreign concept. She inhaled deeply. “Yeah. I can do that. Dancing is easy.”

Oh, the poor soul. Easy? Not the way Remi danced, but Remi revelled in the feel of Maxine’s soft palm in hers as she led them away from her posse. Remi ignored the teasing whistles that followed them into the thicker part of the crowd. She shot a middle finger behind her, then reeled Maxine in, but not too close. Not yet. She was already so jumpy.

They’d been trying to be lowkey about this thing. Cherisse and Reba, Remi’s friends, were aware. But Remi didn’t know if Maxine had told her twin, Keiran. Tonight, though, they didn’t have to dial anything down if they didn’t want to. Remi chose the goofy path and twirled Maxine instead. Maxine laughed as they kept that up, but eventually Remi reeled her in until those lush curves were pressed along her front.

“You okay with this?” Remi asked. Maxine’s arms wound around Remi’s neck as if she couldn’t resist the contact.

Maxine nodded. “Yeah, of course. I’ve danced with my girlfriends before.”

“But not me. Are we friends, Maxi?”

They hadn’t danced at all at the wedding, at least not one on one. They’d done it in a group, and when they’d broken away for the bathroom, that had been a different sort of interaction all together.

Remi wet her lips. The fruity scent of Maxine’s perfume tickled her nose and the urge to nuzzle at the curve where Maxine’s neck and shoulder met was strong.

“I’d like us to be friends.”

Remi’s hands slipped down to Maxine’s waist. “Sure thing. I love showing my friends a good time.” She spun Maxine around, that plump ass pressed against her front, and she didn’t have to say a word. Maxine’s hips moved along to the music. The slow roll was almost Remi’s undoing.

“You’re absolutely killing me.” She didn’t know where this teasing Maxine was coming from, but she was going to revel in it for as long as she was allowed.

Maxine spun around, looping her arms around Remi’s neck again, hips never ceasing their slow roll. This time Remi’s hands slipped down to right above Maxine’s ass. Sweet, Jesus.

Maxine leaned in. “I want.” She paused, tongue poking out as Remi’s hand slipped a bit further to boldly caress an ass cheek. She hummed low, but they were close enough for Remi to hear that little sound of delight. “I want to kiss you,” she rushed out.

Remi wasn’t one to waste opportunity. “Yes, please.”

The kiss was tentative. Never mind it wasn’t the first occassion. The other times had been hot, ravenous, as if they had limited time and had to get in as much of each other as they could. Considering they always ended up in some bathroom, the possibility of being caught had been high, so yeah, limited time had been no joke.

This time, they went slow. Remi savoured Maxine’s lips. Mmm, whatever her gloss was it actually tasted good. Or maybe that was all Maxine. This very second she didn’t care enough to ask.

Their hips bumped up against each other and Maxine made a sound into Remi’s mouth, not quite a moan, but it spurred her on to deepen the kiss.

“Get a room!” someone shouted jokingly, and Maxine jerked back, eyes wide, panic beginning to fill in where there had been heat before. She looked around, dazed, clearly having forgotten she was among other people. Remi could relate. She’d zoned out everything but the feel of Maxine’s tongue against hers.

Maxine touched her mouth and stepped back. “I shouldn’t have done that. Shit, I’m sorry. I—”

“Hey, it’s okay. I promise. It really is.”

That didn’t seem to soothe. If anything, she looked more panicky, head whipping around, probably looking for Victoria so they could make a quick exit out of here. Remi knew Sanaa well enough that she figured she’d taken Victoria somewhere less crowded for some more fun activities.

“I need to go. To the bathroom. Sorry.” Maxine dashed off leaving Remi achy and staring after her retreating form.
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