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The Pleasure Planner 

ChaPTer one 

Brianna Hendricks, professional lesbian matchmaker, 
wheeled her Lotus Elise into the drive leading up 

to the colonnaded entrance of the Golden Mirage, arguably 
the best hotel in all of San Francisco. The valet was there a 
heartbeat before she cut the engine and she took his hand as 
he assisted her out of the car. 
“Thank you.” She smiled politely. 
“You are most welcome, miss.” He accepted the generous 

tip and gave her a brief salute. 
She paused and looked out over the bay while she 

adjusted her Bluetooth to receive an incoming call. “Bree 
Hendricks.” 
“Bree, this is Monica. I’ve got a problem. I think…I’m 

sure…I screwed up my date with Carla Summers, again. 
She stormed out of the restaurant, calling me every name but 
Buttercup. I swear I was only fifteen minutes late, and even 
phoned ahead to arrange for a bottle of Cristal to be chilling 
on our reserved table.” 
Bree mentally counted backward from ten, her spiked 

heels punctuating the countdown as she tip-tapped across the 
Italian marble floor of the portico toward the entrance. She’d 
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been practicing this calming technique for months, and though 
it worked with some of her clients, she was beginning to lose 
her patience with this particular client. Monica was one of 
her more stubborn clients, resisting Bree’s advice every step 
of the way. Through their meetings and meet-n-greets with 
possible clientele, she’d actually begun to consider Monica 
a friend, thank goodness, because right now she was on the 
verge of going postal on her. 
She slipped her BlackBerry into the pocket of her white 

pinstriped Armani suit jacket. “Are you fucking kidding 
me? What in hell’s name was Carla doing at the restaurant 
before you? Didn’t you listen to anything I said during our 
consultation meeting? Never, ever, let your date arrive before 
you. Ever!” 
“I know…I’m sorry, Bree. Something came up at the 

last second.” 
She took a calming breath and slipped her arm through 

the strap of her purse as she continued at a steady pace through 
the lobby. “Listen, Monica, you can’t expect a woman of her 
stature to sit patiently, drumming her freshly manicured nails 
on the table, while you take your sweet friggin’ time. Women 
like Carla want to make a grand entrance. They want to see 
the way your brow arches as your gaze sweeps down their 
body, the sparkle of desire in your eyes when you see their 
brand new designer dress, how well it snugs their curves. 
They want you to see their newly purchased spiked stilettos 
as they saunter your way as if they have nothing better to do. 
Do you understand me? They want all the attention focused 
on them, and they want that attention from you…you!” 
“Yes, but—”
	
“No buts! You’ve placed your confidence in me, and 


paid me handsomely, I might add, so we’re no longer playing 
by your rules. We’re playing by mine. And if I’d been Carla, 
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waiting all alone for you to get your lazy ass to my date, 
I’d have poured the ice bucket over your crew cut head and 
carried that damn bottle home with me.” 
Increasing her pace, Bree left the lobby. Her heels sank 

into the dark burgundy carpet as she moved swiftly down 
the corridor toward the luxuriously appointed ballroom. 
However, there was no need to rush. She was never late. 
Tardiness was her biggest pet peeve. The auction wasn’t due 
to start for another thirty minutes. Besides, Bree didn’t know 
how to be late to anything and no excuse would overcome 
punctuality. “Now, this is what I’m going to do for you. I’m 
going to call Carla and let her know you were a jackass, that 
you want to apologize for your unforgivably rude behavior 
in person over a candlelight dinner in the darkest corner of 
Kuleto’s Italian restaurant, and see if I can drum you up yet 
another date. And if you screw this one up, I’m going to 
release you from your contract and wish you a good life. Am 
I making myself clear?” 

“Bree, that’s not fair.” 
“Fair? Sure it is. Your signature on the contract in my 

filing cabinet proves that point. Do you want the date or not? 
Or should I find Carla another woman who will make sure 
she’s not left sitting alone, and who will stare at her with 
star-struck eyes when she sashays across the room? In short, 
somebody who will be seated and waiting with bated breath 
for her entrance.” 

Monica’s exasperated sigh drifted down the line. “Yes. 
Yes, dammit, I want another date with her. She looked so 
edible in that slinky dress, not to mention those spiked heels 
with sexy ribbons climbing her legs…and when she stormed 
across the room I—” 
“Uh-huh. You didn’t forget about the little clause in your 

contract about no sex, did you?” 
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“Hell no. How could I forget about that? It’s sadistic— 
like cutting off a man’s dick.” 

Bree chuckled. As much as Monica raked her nerves 
sometimes, she was a great person and meant well. “Good. 
I’ll set it up, but so help me God, if you fuck this one up, I’ll 
castrate your brassy female balls with a rusty butter knife. 
Got it?” 
Monica laughed. “Aye, aye, sir. I’ll be on my best 

behavior and I’ll arrive an hour before the date. Promise.” 
“You better. And make sure you have a single pink 

ranunculus. It’s her favorite. And you better go on and on 
about how beautiful she is, and what a sorry sack of shit you 
were for being late.” 

“Anyone told you what a hard ass you are?”
 
Bree smiled as she spotted her personal assistant and 


only true friend, Sienne, tapping her red pump impatiently 
just inside the ballroom doors, arms crossed in that “I’m 
already pissed at you” posture. “Yep. I’ve been told that a 
time or two. But don’t forget, I’m a hard ass for your best 
interest. I’m the one searching for your soul mate.” 
“For that, I thank you. Sorry I was late. I know you 

worked hard to pick out the best date for me.” 
“Damn right, I did. And don’t tell me you’re sorry, tell 

Carla. Gotta go. Kisses.” 
Bree disconnected the call and gave Sienne a toothy 

grin and a low whistle. She was used to seeing her in casual 
clothing, mainly jeans and T-shirts around the office. Tonight’s 
outfit, however, oozed sophistication. Her long legs were 
encased in silvery gray slacks topped off with a red silk top 
that scooped low to reveal a deep cleavage. Her short brown 
hair was moussed into an array of waves, making her look 
way younger than her thirty-six years. “Wow. You resemble 
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someone looking for a lay. I take it someone special will be 
here tonight?” 
Sienne gave her a cocky grin. She was dressed up for a 

reason, and that reason was somewhere here in this building, 
probably handing out her own flyers for her travel agency. 
Sienne had been crushing on her for months. “Don’t try to 
make nice with me. Why were you making business calls on 
your night off?” She reached for Bree’s Bluetooth and gently 
pulled it from her ear. “You promised tonight was going to 
be a laid back night. I only gave you permission to hand out 
cards and possibly make an appointment or four.” She pulled 
Bree’s purse off her shoulder. 
Bree arched her brow. “Since when does an assistant tell 

the boss what to do?” 
“Since the boss works too damn hard and her assistant 

is the only damn friend she has to make sure she doesn’t 
overwork herself. And don’t change the subject. Who were 
you talking to?” 

“It was Monica…our pain in the ass client for way too 
many months now. I swear she’s trying to make my hair 
turn gray. She was late for her date with Carla, again.” Bree 
reached for the earpiece but Sienne jerked backward then 
held out her hand. 
“That’s because she thinks it’s all about her. Now give 

me the phone.” 
“I promise I won’t make any more calls.” Bree held her 

hand protectively over her pocket. 
“I know you won’t, as soon as you give it to me.” 

Sienne nudged her hand forward, stern expression on her 
face. “Hand it over.” 

Bree rolled her eyes, withdrew the BlackBerry from her 
pocket, and handed it over. “You’re a pushy little thing.” 
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“Yeah, well, working alongside a hard ass all day tends 
to rub off on people. Now lose the jacket. And unbutton that 
blouse. You look like a schoolmarm.” 
Bree glanced down her body, taking in her silk rose pink 

blouse sealed against her curves. “You don’t think this is 
sexy?” 
Sienne closed the gap between them and plucked open 

two buttons, pulling the material apart. “Now it is. And 
when you take off the jacket everyone will see that fine ass 
of yours.” 

“Why, exactly, do I want everyone seeing my cleavage 
and ass?” 
“Because you have a sexy body and tonight you need 

to unwind.” 
“And my body has what to do with having a drink and 

drumming up more business?” 
Sienne let out a breath. “Jesus, just give me the fucking 

jacket.” 
Bree shrugged out of the jacket and handed it to Sienne. 

“Dammit, woman, you’re getting bossier by the second.” 
“Thank you. I take that as a compliment coming from 

the queen bitch herself.” Sienne winked then headed for the 
coat closet. 
Bree moved further into the ballroom, a glittering 

symphony of green silk-covered walls and Bavarian crystal 
chandeliers that shot rainbows of color in all directions. 
Matching crystal wall sconces added sparkle to the 
luxuriously set tables. She looked toward the stage where 
the auction would take place. On the block were ten women 
who’d volunteered their services to help raise money for a 
local homeless shelter. 

Women were everywhere in small and large groups, 
some already seated at the round tables draped with linen 
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cloths, but most were standing idly by, waiting for the 
auction to begin. Dykes, femmes, butches, all dressed to 
the nines, anxious to see and be seen at one of the glitziest 
charity events on the social calendar. 
Bree scanned the throng and easily identified outfits 

from at least twenty of the most influential designers. She 
gave a satisfied smile at the array of gorgeous choices for 
every available woman in the room. These occasions were 
also the perfect opportunity to hand out her business cards. 
And, with the overdose of hormones pumping strong through 
the crowd, she had an excellent chance to add real substance 
to her clientele list. 
“Ms. Hendricks!” Someone called from behind her. 
Bree turned to find a petite auburn haired woman with 

striking blue eyes framed by over-long fake lashes shoving 
her way through a small group of women. Costume diamonds 
sparkled against her earlobes and throat. Bree knew instantly 
this woman was a gold digger. She didn’t question her 
natural instincts to read people. She just trusted them, and it 
helped tremendously when it came time to find matches for 
her clients. 

This woman required lavish attention, so high-
maintenance was a given while Bree took in her freshly 
French manicured nails with more bling on her fingers than 
should be allowed. 
The woman came to a breathless halt in front of Bree, so 

close she invaded the invisible line of her personal territory. 
“I wanted to talk to you about your services.” 
Bree mentally flipped her Rolodex of clients looking for 

a suitable match for someone who needed extra special care. 
She thought of one name instantly—a millionaire looking 
for someone to coddle with her money and not ashamed to 
admit those desires. “Sure. Let me give you a card.” Bree 
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produced a business card. “Call the office tomorrow and my 
assistant can set you up an appointment for an interview.” 
The woman extended her hand and wiggled her fingers 

seductively as she slowly withdrew the paper from Bree’s 
grasp. Bree bit back a smile as she watched the femme bat 
her lashes. “How long does it take you to find someone’s 
true love? I hear your success rate is sky high.” 
Bree grinned. This woman wasn’t looking for love. She 

was looking for a fat bank account from a sugar mama. “That 
depends on what you’re looking for, and if we have available 
clients with those complementary requirements. If we don’t, 
it’s my job to go out and find what you’re looking for.” 

The woman read the card. “‘Love Match…strike a 
flame that burns forever.’ How charming.” 

Bored with this simpering, Bree switched her attention 
to the rest of the room, taking in the few women already 
gathered on the stage. The announcer stood nearby watching 
the event staff adjusting the wires for the sound system and 
microphone. 
Her gaze halted abruptly on two other women talking 

intently to each other at the side of the stage. Bree’s heart 
stuttered as she studied one in particular, dressed in loose 
blue jeans, a gray tank top, and a sheer overshirt; she looked 
stunning in a casual kind of way. Her hair was feathered 
back on the sides, the top a mass of thick brown curls. She 
looked totally out of place against the prestigious crowd of 
sophisticated women, like she’d just wandered in from a long 
stroll on a windy beach without bothering with appearance 
afterward. 
Bree assumed her to be with the set-up crew. And she 

couldn’t stop staring, wondering what kind of woman would 
dress down for such an occasion, yet still stand out like a 
diamond. 
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The woman beside her cleared her throat and Bree 
suddenly remembered she’d been carrying on a conversation 
with a possible client. She turned back, an apologetic smile 
on her lips. “I’m sorry. I was looking for my assistant.” 
“No problem.” The woman held out a card and Bree 

took it, casually glancing down at the name printed in hot 
pink cursive letters. “I’d really like to set up a meeting at 
your earliest convenience.” 

“Great. I’ll have my assistant get in contact with you as 
soon as possible.” 

The woman nodded then sashayed away on pink stilettos. 
Bree immediately switched back to the women still chatting 
near the stage, letting her gaze travel down the length of 
the shorter one. She wanted to know her name…and, more 
importantly, what she’d sound like when an orgasm tore 
from her body. 
Sienne came to stand beside Bree and nudged her with 

her shoulder. “Please, God, tell me you gave her a card. 
Helen would cream her panties over that one.” 
“Sure did. Here’s her card.” Bree held out the paper and 

Sienne plucked it from her grasp. “This one’s a definite gold 
digger. Make sure you get her in early next week so I can 
make Helen a happy woman.” 
“No problem.” Sienne grinned and they both turned 

back to the waiting crowd. “Now tomorrow, nine a.m. sharp, 
you have a meeting with Taylor—at Starbucks—about her 
date night before last. She said things went great. At ten, 
you have to meet Ms. Beechum around the corner at the 
sandwich shop. She’s ready to choose from the new models. 
I’ve already set up your home visit with her as well, for next 
Tuesday.” 
Bree only half-listened to Sienne, her attention fixed on 

the woman across the room. She was smiling at the very 
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tall woman beside her, but from the looks of their posture, 
they weren’t together. What was it about her? She sure didn’t 
resemble anything Bree normally found sexy. Hell, far 
from it. But there was something about her, something that 
screamed independent, strong-willed, and I don’t give a shit 
what people think about me. Bree liked that in a woman. 

As if sensing her interest, the woman turned and their 
eyes met. Something in that hypnotic stare held Bree rooted 
to her spot. She felt like the woman had somehow seen deep 
into her soul. The woman broke eye contact first, and her 
gaze lazily swept down Bree’s body before she turned back 
to her friend. 
“Excuse me. I’m trying to have my brief meeting with 

you so you don’t get your clients mixed up tomorrow.” 
Sienne waved her PDA in front of Bree’s face. 

“Like I’ve ever gotten my appointments mixed up.” 
Bree struggled to get her breathing under control. 

“Who the hell are you looking at?” 
“No one. Just waiting for the auction to begin so I can 

build up my clientele.” Bree turned away, trying to compose 
herself. She felt like a teenager lusting after her first piece 
of ass. 
“Uh huh, right.” Sienne turned to scan the crowd. “So 

who is it that’s stolen your undivided attention?” She gasped. 
“Oh my God, there’s Tawny. I have to go say hi.” Flustered, 
Sienne pressed down her shirt. “Do I look okay?” 

Bree gave her a reassuring smile. “You look fantastic. 
Go talk to her.” 
A hint of crimson swept across Sienne’s cheeks. “I’ll 

meet back up in a minute to continue our conversation.” 
As soon as the crowd swallowed Sienne, Bree darted 

to the coat closet, feeling awkwardly naked without her 
BlackBerry, and her pussy in need of much attention. 
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v

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this shit.” Logan 
watched a group of four chic bitches giggle and nudge each 
other, no doubt part of the idiot clique who’d volunteered 
their time to be auctioned off for a date. Hell, she was one of 
those idiots this year. 

How she’d let Paula talk her into this nonsense she’d 
never know. She could be in her loft finishing up the body 
art for Elise Simon instead of feeling completely out of 
place among these rich, designer clad women. Truly, she felt 
like a black panther in the middle of a room of jaguars and 
leopards. 
Except for the woman across the room who’d just parted 

the crowd like the Red Sea, there wasn’t anyone here who 
quirked her brow. Where had she gone? Was the woman 
talking to her only minutes ago her date? Logan wanted to 
know. Had to know. 

“I think you should go talk to her. You could damn well 
use her services.” Paula stepped back as two more women 
barged toward the stage. 

“Who?”
 
“Brianna Hendricks, the professional matchmaker 


you’ve been drooling over for the past fifteen minutes.” 
Logan turned to look up at Paula, all six foot one inches 

of her. Her dark eyes looked almost black against the dim 
lighting. “I was not drooling over her.” 
“Don’t know why. She’s fucking hot as hell.” 
Logan grinned. That was an understatement. The woman 

oozed dominance, her straight posture exuded arrogance. 
Logan normally avoided women like her, with their noses to 
the air. But that expression didn’t translate to “I’m better than 
everyone around me” for this woman. It said “I’m confident 
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with myself.” Logan could live with that…and she wanted 
to fuck her so bad it made her head swim. 
Someone stopped beside Paula and introduced herself. 

Logan barely heard the exchange of names, her feet were 
already in motion leading her across the room. She had to 
get close to that woman, if only for a minute, if only for one 
solid second. She needed to smell her. 

Following the same route she was sure this Brianna had 
taken, Logan found herself outside the coatroom. She took a 
brief glance inside but didn’t see anyone. When she turned 
to walk away, she heard mumbled female cursing and knew 
her mystery goddess was making the racket. 

With a moan of animalistic instinct, she stepped inside 
the closet and found the object of her infatuation digging in 
the pockets of a coat. 
“Dammit, where’d she put it?” Brianna jerked the coat 

around and dug in the opposite pockets. 
“Are you picking pockets? Don’t you know it’s against 

the law?” 
Brianna whipped around, her hands outstretched against 

the hanging coats. “Jesus! Don’t sneak up on people like 
that.” She held her hand to her heart. 
Logan noticed immediately her fingers were well 

manicured, but lacked the stylish length she detested. A dark 
shade of maroon nail polish covered each nail, and there was 
no ring of possession on her left hand. 
She took a step toward Brianna, watched in awe as 

those deep green eyes narrowed. “You didn’t answer the 
question.” 
Brianna blinked and straightened. “My assistant is 

determined I’m not working tonight, and took my cell phone. 
I’m trying to find it.” 

“Mmm-hmm.” 
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Brianna’s lips parted and her tongue snaked out to caress 
the corner of her mouth. 

Logan wasn’t sure what possessed her, or what the hell 
overcame her in one second flat, but she found herself closing 
the gap, unable to stop herself. 
Brianna didn’t even flinch, and her expression invited 

Logan’s kiss. 
Logan hovered over her, her own breath heaving in her 

chest, though her nerves were abnormally calm to be acting 
so foolishly. “I’m going to kiss you, Brianna Hendricks, 
professional matchmaker.” 

“You think?” Brianna stared intently at Logan’s lips and 
her hands fisted on both sides of her hips, gripping material 
of several coats. 
“I know.” Logan leaned down and barely pressed her 

lips against Brianna’s. Her head swam for a brief second, her 
heart hammering in her chest. A sweet, intoxicating aroma 
met her nose and she inhaled, and then parted Brianna’s lips 
with her tongue. 

Brianna moaned, the sound like a gentle caress of wings 
against her cheek. Logan wanted to slam her body up against 
a wall, wanted to grab her legs and wrap them around her 
hips then grind against her until she expelled an orgasm. 

Instead, she tasted her, melding their tongues in a duel 
of exploration while she reached down and pulled Brianna’s 
tight grip away from the coats. She wove their fingers 
together and pressed her deeper against the coats. 
“Bree, dammit, I knew I’d find…oh, shit, um…” 
Logan pulled away from Brianna but didn’t turn around. 

She watched her eyes lazily flutter open, her lips moist from 
their kiss. 
With a groan, Brianna blinked and stepped to the side, 

staring at Logan like she’d never set eyes on her. 
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“Natalie called, she just landed, and, shit…said you’re 
still on for tonight,” the woman behind them said. 
Logan wondered who Natalie was, then remembered the 

woman she was kissing was a matchmaker, and it seemed 
she was always in work mode. No wonder her assistant had 
stolen her cell phone. 
Brianna took a deep breath, her eyes wide with 

trepidation. She swiped the back of her hand across her 
mouth. “Shit, I, uh…fuck. Okay, thanks, Sienne.” 

“I need all contestants to the stage at this time,” the PA 
system announced. 
Logan took a step back, still staring into those hypnotic 

eyes. “I have to go.” 
Brianna nodded, her chest rising and falling with 

staggered breaths. “Okay.” 
Logan leaned toward her, watched Brianna’s eyes widen 

and her lips part as if she expected another kiss. “You taste 
delicious. I knew you would.” She turned away, nodded to 
the assistant, and then darted from the closet. 
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ChaPTer Two 

Bree came back to herself in a whirlwind of emotions. 
Feeling like an amnesia victim who’d suddenly 

awakened from a deep sleep, she remembered her name, 
her occupation, that she was thirty-four, and that she had 
a fucking girlfriend…Natalie Gerald, a prestigious lawyer 
working for one of the hottest law firms in San Francisco. 

Fuck. What the hell was wrong with her? 
She fell against the coats and let out a loud sigh. “Holy 

shit. What have I done? I have no idea what just came over 
me.” 
Sienne rushed to her side. “Sweet heavens, you’re 

forgiven. She was hot as sin. I’d do her myself, single or 
not.” 
Bree chuckled and shook her head. “I can’t believe I just 

kissed a total stranger in a fucking coat closet. For crying out 
loud, I have a girlfriend. What kind of cheating freak would 
do that?” 

“A horny one? Who the hell cares? Besides, this is the 
biggest friggin’ coat closet I’ve ever seen. You could set up a 
damn swimming pool in this bitch.” Sienne angled her head. 
“Go bid on her, then take her home and fuck her all night. I’ll 
make up some excuse to keep Natalie off your back.” 
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Startled, Bree straightened. “Oh my God, she’s one of 
the contestants!” She pushed past Sienne and made her way 
into the crowded ballroom. Everyone had shoved their way 
toward the stage, eagerly anticipating the beginning of the 
auction. 
The woman who no doubt had Bree’s pale pink lipstick 

still smudged against her lips was standing in the middle 
of the line of women at the rear of the stage. She looked 
directly at Bree as if pleading with her to bid the highest 
when it came her turn. 
“You’re flippin’out of your mind if you don’t bid on that 

tight piece of ass.” Sienne came to stand beside her, smiling 
like a demented fool. 

“I’ll do no such thing.” But Jesus, how she wanted to 
fuck that woman, to have her thrust an orgasm out of her 
body…to satisfy the one eagerly demanding attention right 
now. 
She squeezed her legs together to ease the ache while the 

announcer called out participant number one, giving her full 
name and a brief resume of her talents. Dressed in pumps, a 
slinky black dress that shouted Versace, her hair woven into 
a grotesque mass of curls resembling a beehive, the woman 
strutted across the stage to thunderous applause. 
Not her type at all. Bree shook her head against the alien 

thoughts. Her type was in her car, headed home, while Bree 
stood gawking at a lineup of sexy women. No, one sexy 
woman in particular, the rest were nobodies. Her type was 
intelligent, cool, and sophisticated, and would be fucking 
her brains out within the next two hours. Her type had a 
name—Natalie. 
They’d met at a private party just shy of a year ago, 

and though there were no flashing neon signs to advocate 
their connection, the sex had been incredible…and still was. 
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Things were normal, and routine, with Nat…just the way 
Bree liked life. They each had their own homes, their own 
lives, and when time allowed, they spent that free time with 
one another. Her mom called them boring. Bree considered 
them relaxed. 
She forced Natalie’s image out of her mind and focused 

on the stage. The bidding moved forward briskly until the 
first woman found a winning bidder and stepped off the 
stage, smiling sweetly at her waiting date. 

With a moan of self-loathing at the vulgar thoughts 
rushing through her mind of all the things she wanted to do to 
her mystery kisser, Bree watched as the next woman walked 
across the stage. She wore flat gold strappy sandals and a 
retro outfit of a long, flowing brown hippie style skirt with a 
matching gypsy blouse, flirtatiously batting her glitter-laden 
eyelashes. 

By the time the fourth participant stepped forward, the 
audience was packed tightly against the edge of the stage 
like groupies at a Grateful Dead concert. It was then that 
Bree realized they were anticipating the woman she’d kissed 
in the damn closet. Who could blame them? Even dressed 
down and completely out of place, she was sexy as sin, as 
Sienne had put it. She more than oozed sex appeal. Hell, she 
was a walking Venus flytrap. And Bree wanted to fuck her 
like she’d never wanted to fuck another woman. 

It was sick, actually. Bree prided herself on her self-
control. Right now, she had zilch. She wanted to let loose 
and just be…just be something she normally wasn’t. And 
she wanted to do it with the sexy butch about to step into the 
limelight. 

Bree moved closer, mentally cursing herself for 
even considering bidding. This was a night for building 
clientele, not searching for a quick fuck that she’d never 
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see again. She wasn’t into one-night stands, or cheating on 
her girlfriend. Rather, she never had been, but tonight her 
iron morals appeared to be a bit flexible. Not that she could 
truly call Natalie a girlfriend. They were more like sexual 
acquaintances who liked the routine of coming and going as 
they pleased. But right now, she was ready to toss her beliefs 
out the window to fuck this woman for one night…for one 
hour, for one fucking orgasm. 
Woman number four stepped off the opposite side of the 

stage where her winner was waiting, and then Bree held her 
breath while the sexy kissing bandit moved forward. 
“Here we have Logan Delaney. Thirty-five, single, and 

one of the finest artists San Francisco has ever seen. She 
specializes in nude body art, so, ladies, make sure you grab 
her business card before you head out those doors tonight.” 

Logan. Even the name sounded sexy, and Bree wanted 
nothing more than to feel the vibration of her name screaming 
from her lips. 
The women surrounding the stage surged closer, jostling 

for the best position, their shrill cries and applause echoing 
around the vast ballroom. They bounced on their heels and 
craned their necks, pushing deeper into the mixture of dykes 
and femmes. 
Sienne pushed Bree forward and added her voice to the 

hoots and catcalls of excitement. The bidding began at one 
thousand dollars. No doubt, the auctioneer knew starting 
beneath that number would be a waste of her time with the 
crowd already waving their hands in eager anticipation of 
winning a date. 
Sienne grabbed Bree’s hand and held it high above her 

head. The auctioneer acknowledged her bid then immediately 
did the same for another woman stabbing her hand in the 
air. 
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“Stop it!” Bree jerked her hand from Sienne’s grasp. 
“Oh, don’t give me that shit. You know you were about 

to do it, just needed a little boost.” A wicked grin broke 
across Sienne’s face and then she winked. “Do it, girl. What 
do you have to lose?” 

“Um, like a girlfriend?” 
Sienne waved her hand in dismissal. “Yeah, whatever. 

If that’s what you call a girlfriend then I need to start 
calling Rocky my boyfriend. He fetches my slippers and the 
newspaper every morning. That’s more than I can say for 
Natalie.” 
God, it was true. Bree sighed. They barely had any 

coherent conversations that didn’t consist of “your place 
or mine” and “how about dinner at so and so?” Had she 
somehow trapped herself into a relationship of content fucks 
where things always stayed the same, nothing ever out of the 
ordinary? Natalie never rang her for that last minute intimate 
chat between lovers when she was away on business. Hell, 
she couldn’t remember when they’d last spoken, let alone 
had a proper conversation. And their sex life followed the 
same pattern. A quick explosive fuck then Nat retreating 
back to her own little world of client files leaving Bree to 
fend for herself as though she didn’t exist for Natalie outside 
of the bedroom. 
Bree looked back at the stage. She licked her lips as 

Logan slowly unbuttoned her shirt, spurred on by the crowd’s 
cheers. Fuck, could the woman get any sexier? Bree chewed 
the inside of her cheek as Logan dropped the shirt off her 
shoulders. Of course she had to have cut muscles lining 
those tanned arms, and that dimple was making the women 
lose their fucking minds as she smiled down over them. 
The bidding grew to three thousand within minutes and 

Bree couldn’t help herself…she raised her hand. 
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Sienne cheered and whistled through her fingers. 
Logan winked at Bree. 
Bree’s insides turned to mush and her pussy throbbed 

intently for relief. 
At five thousand, Bree was out of her mind with a need 

she’d never encountered before. She had to have this woman, 
tonight, right now, back in that damn closet, or anywhere. 
Sienne nudged her. “You are so going to get fucked hard 

tonight.” 
Bree gasped and stepped back. What in the hell did she 

think she was doing? This was not the way professionals 
were supposed to act. She was a matchmaker, for crying 
out loud. Half the people in this room knew her, knew of 
her business. What in hell’s name could they possibly think 
of her right now? All in the name of charity? Yes. Dammit, 
that’s what it was. 
Fuck! No, it wasn’t. This had nothing to do with charity, 

or those poor homeless kids. She took one last glance at the 
woman she wanted to tear apart with her bare teeth, then 
turned and rushed back through an almost empty room 
behind her. Needing to distance herself from temptation, she 
practically dove against the drink bar and pointed to the first 
wine bottle she saw. 
As soon as the bartender handed her the glass, she 

downed it, needing her mind empty, her thoughts gone. 
Fire scorched her throat and she coughed while giving the 
bartender a glare wondering what in the world she’d just 
drank. 
The crowd cheered, drawing her sights back to the stage, 

to Logan working the crowd like a magician. Jesus, she’d just 
about won a date with a complete stranger and was yearning 
to do all the sinfully yummy images dancing through her 
mind…the same things she demanded her clients never do. 
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She would have fucked that woman until the break of 
dawn. And from the look of those eyes, devouring her from 
atop the stage, it would have been a damn good fuck. 

v

Logan twirled her date around the dance floor. Slender, 
standing maybe five foot two inches even on spiked heels, 
the woman wasn’t anywhere near her idea of sexy. Sure, 
she liked a goddess prowling toward her in sexy shoes, one 
eagerly willing to be her one-night stand, but she liked her 
women just a little taller, the ones who fit perfectly right 
beneath her chin. 
Not that it truly mattered. She wasn’t with a woman 

long enough to see where she fit, be it under her chin, in 
the crook of her arm, and especially not holding her hand. 
Sweet nothings didn’t figure into her personal dictionary 
when she was fucking her quickies—usually her married, 
straight clients who posed no threat to her secluded lifestyle. 
Although Brianna, she imagined, would feel perfect rocking 
beneath her weight. 
She shook her head to swipe away the thoughts. The 

woman had made it clear that kiss wouldn’t go any further 
by halting her bids. Why hadn’t she continued? Did she 
already have a lover, or a girlfriend? If that were the case, 
she’d proved herself unworthy of consideration. Logan held 
those who cheated on their partner in utter contempt. She 
sighed. Surely Brianna didn’t fall into that category, mainly 
because she didn’t want to give up on her yet. 

Logan smiled as her date wedged herself against her, 
batting those way too thick lashes and craning her head back 
to look up at her with shit brown eyes. 

God, how she wished she was twirling Brianna around 
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this floor, continuing what she desperately wanted to finish. 
And from the feel of her giving in to that kiss, the matchmaker 
wanted the same thing. There had to be a way to make it 
happen. 
“Would you be so kind as to get me a drink? It’s getting 

way hot in here.” The woman, who Logan now knew was 
Stacy since she’d told her a few dozen times—along with her 
phone number—slicked her tongue along her bottom lip. 
“You bet. I’ll be right back.” Logan practically ran from 

her, anything to get the hell away from the clingy woman. 
Only one more hour and she could get back to her paintings, 
back to her solitary life, just the way she liked it. Her studio 
loft was a godsend and when she couldn’t sleep, with so 
many images weaving through her mind, she’d make her 
way down to the first floor to tinker with the old presses. 
She was so close to figuring out how to make the dots 

and numbers into letters. Her agent, and especially Paula, 
swore it couldn’t be done. Logan was determined to prove 
them wrong. Though, for what, she didn’t know. What 
would the world make of a compilation of her grandfather’s 
legendary articles melded into the famous photographs her 
grandmother had taken? 
Probably nothing. But it was her dream and her striving 

need, and dammit, she was going to figure it out, and when 
she was done, maybe then she could breathe a sigh of relief 
that she’d honored their work. She almost hung her head in 
shame. Truth was, she’d already practically abandoned the 
idea, barely visiting the first floor anymore. Hell, she couldn’t 
remember the last time she’d tinkered with the machines. 
Her clients, and her own sexual cravings, had come first for a 
very long time. Was she selfish, or just being practical? 

Dismissing the questions, Logan cut through a group 
of giggling women at the bar and spotted Brianna with two 
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women. Brianna—her heart skipped several beats. She 
moved closer, wanting to see her face one more time, to see 
her smile, to see those penetrating eyes. 

When Brianna looked up and tagged her, Logan lost 
herself in those soft jade eyes. Long and lingering, Brianna 
continued her stare, telling her with those eyes alone how 
much she wanted Logan. 
The bartender cleared his throat. Logan turned to look at 

him and rattled off her order. “Two vodka martinis, please.” 
When he set the drinks down, Logan could barely pull 

away from Brianna’s smiling face long enough to retrieve 
the glasses. 
She turned back toward the adjacent room, but 

something pulled her away and she found herself walking 
directly toward Brianna. 
“The interviews are in three-part sessions…first in my 

office to get to know a little more about you, second being 
in your home, which seals my intuitions about the way you 
live, then finally a lunch date to go over available clients 
that I conclude fit for what you’re looking for. And I must 
warn you, I don’t leave any stone unturned. I take pride in 
my profession and I don’t think you’d want anything less 
of me.” Brianna briefly glanced at Logan then back to the 
woman. “I look forward to chatting again. My assistant 
will call you in the morning to go over fees and get your 
appointment set up.” 

“Thank you so much. I can’t wait.” The woman moved 
away, dragging her friend in her wake. 

Brianna slowly turned to Logan and eyed the drinks in 
her hand. “For me? Why, thank you, ma’am.” She winked 
and took one of the glasses. “Tell your date she’ll have to 
fetch her own.” 
Logan laughed, loving Brianna’s brashness…wanting 
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so bad to drag her back to that oversized closet and delve her 
fingers palm deep inside her. What was it about this woman 
that had her churning like a tropical storm from the inside 
out? “She can have mine.” 

“Aren’t you the gentleman?” Brianna took a slow sip of 
her drink. 

“I’m not gentle at all, if you’d like to discover, if you 
wanted.” Logan wanted nothing more than to drop to her 
knees and rip those slacks off with her teeth, tear at Bree 
until she screamed out her name. Her heart was thrumming 
against her ears, her mind whirling with those very images. 
Brianna’s brow arched. “Your date is about ten steps 

behind you, like a Tasmanian devil in pursuit of her prey.” 
Logan wanted to growl as the woman’s voice shrilled 

from behind her. “There you are. I thought you’d run off 
and left me all alone. Ah, my drink.” She plucked the glass 
from Logan’s grasp and gave Brianna a “back off because 
it’s mine” glare. 
Brianna barely acknowledged the woman with a quick 

look in her direction then back to Logan. “Don’t forget to 
have your friend call tomorrow. I’m more than sure we can 
find just what she’s looking for…in no time at all.” Brianna 
held out her card and Logan found the strength to reach out 
and take it. 
Lord help her, she was falling apart right before this 

gorgeous woman’s eyes. “I’ll have her call first thing in the 
morning. She’ll be thrilled to have you at her service.” 
“I’ll be more than happy to…assist her.” Brianna took 

another sip of her drink, her sultry gaze meeting Logan’s 
over the rim of her glass. 

Logan’s date pulled at her shirt. “Come on, sexy. You 
promised me another dance before our time ends.” She 
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tugged Logan harder, trying to pull her toward the dance 
floor. 

Before her date could drag her too far, Logan withdrew 
one of her own cards from her jean pocket, cupped it in her 
palm, and extended her hand toward Brianna. “It was great 
to meet you, Brianna.” 

Brianna reached for her hand and shivers trailed up 
Logan’s arm on contact. “Likewise, and please call me Bree.” 
She shook her hand and took the card, then gave Logan 
a devilish smile as she read the contents. She winked and 
Logan shattered, her body ferociously hungry and aching. 

Logan knew from the second she turned away, what 
they’d started was far from over. 
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ChaPTer Three 

Bree pulled into the visitor parking slot outside 
Natalie’s high-rise condo. She was a miserable 

horny mess desperate for relief. With a hurried flick of her 
wrist, she swiped her security card on the main door and 
stumbled across the lobby and into the elevator. In her 
eagerness to reach her goal, she practically clawed at the 
elevator door as it dragged open on the fourteenth floor. 
Natalie’s apartment stood at the far end of the 

interminably long hall. Bree staggered forward toward her 
door like a drunk on a mission, although she was perfectly 
sober, inserted the key she and Natalie had only swapped 
two months earlier, and unlocked the door. 
After tossing her purse on the telephone stand by the 

door, she went in search of Natalie and found her curled up in 
the oversized chair with case files spread out across her lap. 
She barely even glanced up when Bree burst into the room. 
Typical Natalie. Bree shook her head; she’d done little more 
than shed her suit jacket before immersing herself in work. 
And how the hell did she manage to always look so good? 
Her makeup intact and her dark hair perfectly feathered 
back even after a five hour flight, and those sporadic auburn 
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highlights she’d gotten last month showed up really well in 
the light from the desk lamp. 

“You have three point two seconds to get that shit out of 
your lap before I pounce on you.” Bree started working the 
buttons open on her blouse while Natalie arched a brow at 
her, surprise evident on her face. 
Nat looked so sexy when she gave Bree that “holy shit, 

woman” expression. Bree wondered why she hadn’t adopted 
a take-charge attitude more often, or anything that stripped 
away Nat’s prissy veneer and left her with this delicious 
breathless look. She knew why…because that look wasn’t 
one of sexual arousal; it was one of “you’re stepping out of 
line” or “I’m too busy for these sex games.” 

Dismissing the thoughts, Bree stalked seductively 
toward her, slipping out of her blouse and dropping it onto 
the plush tan carpet. With barely a break in her stride, she 
yanked down her slacks and kicked out of them. 
She closed in on Natalie, who sat immobile, like a 

frozen tableau with her glass of wine poised close to her pert 
lips. “These can go first.” Bree snatched at the papers, placed 
them back into the folder, and tossed it onto the matching 
couch. She removed the wineglass from Nat’s fingers and 
dropped into her lap, straddling her narrow thighs. 
Natalie came slowly out of her trance and gripped Bree’s 

hips, dragging her closer like a comforter. “I had a miserable 
flight, and an even more miserable meeting with those 
dickwads in New York. You have no idea what they—” 

Bree leaned forward and silenced her with a kiss. 
She wasn’t in the mood for conversation. Especially if, as 
usual, it focused upon Natalie’s career, her cases, her files, 
her clients…rarely ever did they discuss Bree’s life or her 
instinct for finding love for her own clients. Natalie didn’t 
believe one could arrange a love match. She dismissed 
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Bree’s arguments with scathing comments like “no amount 
of tinkering by anyone, other than the two parties involved, 
ever made a relationship bloom into love.” Bree knew better. 
In today’s world, people were too busy, too consumed by 
their occupations to open their eyes to the possibilities of 
love all around them. Her job was to help those people, and 
she did just that. 
But tonight, she didn’t want to talk about Natalie, or 

even herself. She just wanted to wipe Logan Delaney and that 
kiss clean from her mind with a good solid fuck, a powerful 
orgasm violently snatched from her body, until she quivered 
and shook with every harsh spasm. 
She grabbed Natalie’s hand and shoved it between her 

thighs, grinding it against her pussy in rough circles. “Feel 
how wet I am? I need you to fuck me, Natalie.” 
Natalie’s eyes widened, no doubt disturbed by Bree’s 

take charge behavior. In all their time together she’d played 
by Nat’s unspoken rules and never initiated the action. By 
Natalie’s choice, their sex was always robotic, always in 
bed, and always with Bree the pillow queen. Normally, she 
didn’t mind—hadn’t minded ’til now. Natalie was a great 
lover. She worked incredible magic with those experienced 
hands and always drew exquisite sounds of completion from 
Bree. Again, she wondered what kept her from taking the 
dominant role with Natalie. 
“Dayum, baby! If I didn’t know better, I’d think you 

actually had time to miss me.” Natalie grinned, her even 
teeth bright against the light. “But not here…” Bree felt a 
shudder run through Natalie’s body. “Let’s take this to the 
bedroom.” 
“No. We do it right here. Right now.” Bree scrabbled 

at Natalie’s V-neck blouse and pulled her forward. She 
worked the material over her head then dove for her breasts, 
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pulling the material of her bra down to expose a rosy nipple. 
Sucking, licking, and swirling her tongue over hardening 
nipples, all the while imagining how Logan’s nipples would 
feel puckered against her lips, what she’d taste like. 

In desperation to swipe Logan’s face from her mind, she 
focused on the task, working Nat’s nipple between her lips. 
Natalie placed her hands against Bree’s waist and tried to 
push out of the chair, but Bree wouldn’t budge. She grabbed 
Nat’s hands and shoved them against the cushion of the chair 
on either side of her face. With Natalie’s quizzical stare, Bree 
knew she was pushing the limits. 
“What’s got into you?” Natalie attempted a smile, but 

her eyes told a different story—she clearly didn’t like Bree 
taking control. 
Bree knew she should feel guilty for using Natalie, but 

she was beyond caring anymore. She needed release, and 
she needed it now. She struggled to get Logan’s piercing 
eyes out of her mind while she bucked against Natalie. But 
Logan’s steamy, strange kiss had been haunting her from the 
second she walked out of the coatroom. 

God, what was wrong with her? Here she had a sexy 
woman, willing to satisfy her, and all she could think about 
was Logan’s strong arms and that tight fucking ass. She 
should hate herself, she knew, but damn if the soaked mess 
between her legs didn’t need satisfaction. 
She closed her eyes and gave in to the images, grinding 

slowly with every flash of new pictures. Natalie leaned 
forward and licked the tip of Bree’s nipple, gently sucking 
the hard bud into her mouth. Bree moaned and wanted to 
beg her to suck harder, faster, to finger fuck her, to keep 
plunging until Bree screamed out her release. She knew 
Natalie wouldn’t oblige her needs. It would be a waste of 
time to plead for such uncharacteristic things. 
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When Natalie released the nipple, Bree came apart with 
impatience. She arched away from her and pumped against 
Natalie’s pelvic bone. “Oh God, yeah. I need to come, 
Natalie.” 
To Bree’s shock, Natalie worked one hand free and 

wiggled it between Bree’s thighs. Bree held her breath, still 
arching and rounding her hips, and waited for penetration. 
It didn’t come. Natalie slid her thong aside and teased 

her pussy with the tip of one finger, slicking it through her 
juices and lightly flicking her clit. Bree slung her head back 
and pumped her hips, so close, so fucking close. 
“Fuck me, Natalie. Please!” Bree thrashed, pumping and 

rolling her hips, sucking in healthy gulps of air, and all the 
while pictures of Logan played through her mind, touching 
her, caressing her, tasting her. 
Sweet Jesus, she wanted to reach out and touch that 

virtual reality, wanted to fuck her so hard. Her insides burned 
like the pits of hell as Logan’s image finger fucked her, 
controlling her orgasm, keeping her teetering on the edge of 
the abyss. She needed relief now or she was going to burn 
alive within minutes. 
When Natalie teased her slit once again, Bree growled 

and reached between her legs. She grabbed Natalie’s hand 
and shoved it deeper and then wiggled until those stiff fingers 
plunged inside of her. 

“Make me come, dammit!” Bree cried out and rode 
Natalie, beyond caring that she was using Nat’s body for 
her own satisfaction. When Natalie leaned forward and 
tentatively sucked Bree’s nipple into her mouth, Bree wove 
her fingers into the strands of her hair and pulled Nat closer, 
encouraging her to take the breast deeper into her mouth. 
Natalie obeyed. She sucked harder, twisting the nipple 
between her teeth. 
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Bree bucked faster, riding those fingers, tugging her hair, 
and then her orgasm shattered. She thrashed against Natalie, 
slamming her pussy over those fingers buried deep inside, 
her voice hoarse as she screamed out her relief. 

When her spasms eased and her muscles calmed to 
fluttering light pulses, Bree fell over Natalie, her insides 
twitching, her body spent…her mind twisting with torn 
emotions. This post orgasm moment should be about her 
and Nat and their closeness. Instead, Logan lingered in the 
depths of her thoughts. 
Unsure of what to say, and definitely unsure of what 

to do, Bree just lay there, feeling like a total jerk for letting 
Natalie put out the fire Logan created. How sick of her… 
how shameful and utterly despicable. 
“Feel better now?” Natalie chuckled, but the undertone 

screamed she wasn’t happy about sex being out of routine. 
Bree leaned backward, her hair escaped from their pins 

to spiral around her shoulders. “What’d you expect? You 
were gone four whole days.” She pushed out of Natalie’s lap 
and slid down to the floor. 
She shoved Natalie’s legs open and gave her a sexy 

smile, her fingers gliding up Nat’s thighs toward her crotch. 
“Didn’t you miss me, too?” 
Natalie leaned down and kissed Bree on the forehead. 

“Of course I did, gorgeous.” She pulled Bree back into her 
lap. “How about you grab us some snacks while I finish with 
this file?” 
Bree blinked hard and angled her head. Somehow, she 

was seeing Natalie in a completely different light, and she 
didn’t like what she saw. How could Natalie switch off like 
that? Hadn’t her orgasm affected Nat, made her horny? Bree 
frowned. Was Natalie so wrapped up in her own sterile world 
that nothing, not even the promise of a raging orgasm at the 
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hands and tongue of her lover, stirred her anymore? Content. 
That’s what they’d become. Just two people playing sex 
games when time allowed, eager to have each other as arm 
candy. 

How had she fallen into such a trap? Where was the 
love? Where was the tearing at each other because they’d 
missed their time together? 
Those emotions were practically non-existent between 

them. 
Bree kissed her on the cheek and pushed out of her lap. 

“Sure.” 
She dressed and made her way to the kitchen and 

gathered crackers, olives, and some cubed feta cheese that 
she knew Natalie loved to munch while agonizing over her 
case files, and then carried them all on a platter back to the 
living room. 
Natalie was already deep in concentration, her brow 

furrowed as she flipped a page. 
“I’m heading home.” Bree set the tray on the coffee 

table. “Dinner tomorrow since I have back to back meetings 
the rest of the week?” 
Natalie nodded and reached for a cracker. “You bet. 

Give me a call.” 
Bree studied her for several seconds before she left the 

apartment. 
Convenient, that’s what they were. Worse, though, was 

the sad fact it’d taken her so long to realize it. Worse still, 
she knew Natalie knew it too. 
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ChaPTer Four 

Soft moonlight filtered through the open wide blinds to bathe Bree’s bedroom in dull shadows. She awoke 
slowly, her mind still occupied with unanswered questions 
and images she desperately wanted out of her mind. As she 
stretched, the thin Egyptian sheets caressed her body like a 
lover’s kiss, and she pondered why she couldn’t relinquish 
the erotic thoughts of Logan, or why they’d kept her awake 
’til the small hours. It wasn’t the first time a sexy woman had 
kissed her. 

But something was different with Logan. What was it 
about this one in particular who’d robbed her mind for so 
long—especially when she was a claimed woman? 
She almost laughed at the thought. Who was she kidding? 

Natalie wasn’t the claiming type. A good fuck, for sure, and 
a reliable one at that, but not a claimer. 
Determined to find out why Logan had made such an 

impression, she shut off the alarm that had yet to buzz, then 
padded out to the kitchen. The house was quiet, always so 
quiet. She prided herself in the luxuries her job afforded 
her. Every room a showcase, decorated in the latest trends 
and fashions like an image ripped straight out of a glossy 
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magazine, not a single item out of place. Hell, she was never 
home long enough to disturb anything except her four-poster 
bed, complete with ivory satin drapes. 
Bree gave a quick snort at the crystal jar of lemons 

sitting on the long counter dividing the kitchen in half. They 
were for decoration only, adding cheery brightness to the 
otherwise bland white walls and countertops. She never had 
time to cook and Natalie preferred five-star restaurants as 
opposed to quiet dinners curled up on a couch. That is, when 
they had time. Besides, Natalie was a see and be seen kind 
of woman. 

After pouring a mug of coffee, she carried it to the 
picture windows overlooking the bay. She loved this view, 
especially in the magical light of early morning, and today 
was no exception. A spiral of mist drifted across the water 
and wound itself through the bridge like a silken ribbon then 
dissipated all within a few minutes. Lights blinked on in the 
house across the street. Bree sighed and sipped her coffee. 
Time for her unknown neighbors to rise and shine, grab a 
shower and a quick breakfast, then drive off in pricy cars 
to their high-rise offices that earned the dollars to maintain 
their luxurious lifestyles. 
She often wondered what they thought of her, the lone 

woman opposite, who was rarely at home, and who seldom 
had visitors. Did they wonder about her, watch her come and 
go, ever think about inviting her over for cocktails or Sunday 
brunch? Did it matter? Her life was already full enough not 
to need any more distractions. Though sometimes a little 
distraction was what she yearned for, something to knock 
her off the normalcy of her life. 

With a shrug, she strolled into the living room to admire 
her collection of artwork dominating every available wall. 
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From bright abstracts by Jackson Pollock to autographed 
black-and-white celebrity photographs captured by some 
of the most famous photographers, she treasured each and 
every one. 

After another sip of coffee, she spotted her purse lying 
on the loveseat where she’d tossed it last night. She walked 
over and dug inside, searching the evidence that Logan 
existed…that she’d really kissed her, that she’d wanted her 
with a vengeance. 
She slowly withdrew the rectangular proof. Logan’s 

business card claimed nude body art. What, exactly, did that 
mean? Bree frowned. Why had she never heard of her? Did 
Logan obtain her clients through word of mouth only? Most 
likely, she did. Bree imagined that type of artwork would 
require a very special relationship between artist and client. 
Bree wanted to know a lot more about the woman who’d 

stolen her breath and disturbed her equilibrium with a brief 
kiss…to find out what made her different from all the others. 
There was only one way to get the answers—confront her 
tormentor. With an affirmative nod, she spun on her heels 
and made for her wet room. After a brief stint with the hair 
dryer and a few minutes applying makeup, Bree dressed in 
her favorite Armani suit, a midnight blue jacket and slacks 
teamed with matching silver and blue voile appliquéd blouse. 
She grabbed her laptop bag and purse then headed downstairs 
to the garage. Her hands trembled while she started the car 
and hit the button to open the doors. It wasn’t like her to get 
edgy, or allow a woman like Logan to make her wander off 
her one-track mind of clients and finding love for each of 
them. 
She took a deep breath to steady her nerves and then 

programmed the address in the GPS system before she 
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maneuvered out of the driveway. By the time she pulled 
onto the commercial street, Bree was in a fever of anxiety 
and giddy with excitement, very much out of her character. 
With every strum of her heart, she was more determined to 
get answers and relieve the knotted mess churning in her 
stomach. 
When she caught sight of the three-story red brick 

building, her mouth sagged open. She recognized it 
immediately. The first floor once housed one of the greatest 
magazine businesses Bree had ever had the pleasure of 
reading. Malcolm and Adeline, The Real Life. Of course, 
every article was from the past as they’d been shut down 
for well over ten years after the plane crash that took their 
lives, but Bree still cherished every one, adored how Adeline 
had captured the inner beauty of every person Malcolm 
interviewed. They were like the dynamic duo, writing articles 
about the rich and famous, not their public glamorous lives… 
but their inner lives, their secrets and dreams, their real lives. 
No other magazine had ever cared about the real lives of the 
faces behind the camera like those two had. 

What a shame the new owners had turned it into a 
smutty, muckraking rag, and no surprise that this change 
had bankrupted it within three years. The business had never 
been reopened. 
Bree parked against the curb and slowly made her way 

to the front door. Could those old printing presses still be 
there? Surely not. Whoever had purchased the building 
would definitely have had everything removed, and probably 
made a mint with the sale. 
Unable to resist the urge, she stood on tiptoe and 

attempted to peek through the windows, but one of the 
large panes had been blackened with paint. She gave a 
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disappointed sigh. What she wouldn’t give to get her hands 
on more originals to match the one she’d purchased at an art 
auction several years ago. 
Bree turned her attention back to the door and scanned 

the call buttons lining the edge, but none bore any names. 
She had no idea which floor Logan was on so she pressed the 
intercom for the first floor and waited. When the door didn’t 
buzz, she pressed for the second floor—still nothing. 
Aggravated, she jiggled the knob and smiled when the 

door opened. She stepped into a foyer of black and white 
tiles with a wide mahogany staircase to one side. She was 
tempted to knock on the only door…just to take a peek 
inside the world of the greatest minds she’d ever known, 
even though she’d never met them in person. Several walls 
in her house were adorned by the photocopies of her favorite 
articles. 
Music started from one of the floors above her and she 

called out. “Hello?” 
When no one answered, she started up the staircase. The 

sultry jazz mix grew louder as she climbed past the single 
closed door on the second floor and on up to the third. When 
she reached the top, she found the door open, the music now 
very loud. 
She called out again and knocked on the doorframe. 

“Anyone here?” Giggling came from inside the room, so she 
stepped closer. “Logan?” 

“Would you hold still? You’re going to smear the paint.” 
An exasperated sigh wove its way over the steady strum of 
chords. “Patience, my dear, patience.” 
Bree recognized that deep voice and her pussy 

throbbed. 
Fuck! What was she doing here, at Logan’s, with her 
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girlfriend hard at work right now? To get answers. Yes, that 
was it. Yeah right, who was she kidding? She’d come here 
to get fucked. 

A female laughed. “Then hurry already. I can’t wait 
much longer.” 

Bree stepped through the door to see a woman painted 
every color of the spectrum…Logan’s face masked in a 
sensual smile as she stared up at the woman from her kneeling 
position on the floor, a paintbrush poised in her hand. 
Bree gasped. It wasn’t just any female. That was the one 

and only, Golden Globe award winner, Penny Carrow, best 
actress for the past three years, and very married. Didn’t she 
have like two, maybe three, kids and a husband who was 
some kind of financial guru? 

What the fuck was Logan doing with a woman like her? 
A sick coil formed in Bree’s gut as she realized she’d almost 
walked in on Logan and Penny fucking. What kind of kinky 
shit was this bitch into? And what the hell was she going to 
do with that damn brush? 
A flutter ripped through her stomach. “Shit, sorry. I was, 

just, um, looking for…” Bree took a step back, completely 
embarrassed and hating herself for needing answers. And for 
needing sex with the kissing bandit. 

v

Logan froze…on her knees in front of her very married, 
and closeted bisexual, client, with her face inches from 
Penny’s pussy. 
The music was so fucking loud, but that glare 

Bree was shooting her was deafening. Her chest was 
heaving, her beautiful face flustered, her cheeks pink with 
embarrassment. 
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Dammit! She’d left the downstairs door unlocked after 
Penny had arrived. How could she be so stupid? Her clients 
deserved privacy, and they counted on Logan to keep their 
secrets just that, secret. 
Penny turned away, hiding her face from Bree who, by 

that shocked expression, had already recognized her. Was 
that disgust glimmering in those striking green eyes? Who 
could blame her? Logan knew exactly what she was seeing, 
exactly what it looked like. Had Bree been ten minutes later, 
she’d have actually caught them fucking, every array of the 
rainbow merged against their bodies. 
“So sorry. I’m in the wrong building.” Bree turned and 

fled. 
Logan could only stare at the empty doorframe. Her 

body screamed to chase her, to explain. But what was there 
to explain? The truth? How sick would that make her? The 
truth spelled out “paid whore to the closeted, rich and famous 
bisexuals,” even if that sex came after the artwork. 

Penny shifted. “Who the hell was that? Do you think 
she recognized me?” 

Logan shrugged. “I don’t think so. But I’ll take care of 
it.” She smiled at Penny. “Don’t you worry your pretty little 
head about anything.” 

Penny reached for Logan.
 
Logan stood and kept her at arm’s reach, not wanting to 


disturb the swirl of slow-drying colors painted on her client. 
God forbid she’d have to start all over, or have Penny’s ritzy 
friends point out some minute flaw. 
She knew the world Penny lived in, heard about it 

through the grapevine of friends that trailed behind Penny, 
all wanting their bodies captured in the same fashion. With 
her thoughts a jumbled mess, she ushered Penny toward the 
large canvas lying in the middle of her studio floor, already 

• 55 • 



 

 


	

larkin rose 

positioned over the oversized sheets, though her mind was 
still fixed on Bree…and that expression. 

“You know the drill, sexy.” Logan almost cringed with 
her words. She was flirting. She was always flirting. And 
always fucking—always fucking the married, closeted 
clients. How had she confined herself into this life? Not for 
the money, or the fame, nor the sex if truth be told. Although 
the money she earned would soon help finance the dream 
to honor her grandparents’ life and work. And to a certain 
extent, she enjoyed the art side—the planning and execution 
of body art required skill, precision, and an eye for detail that 
was her forte. 

These women didn’t see anything in her except a means 
to captivate and woo their high-class friends. Logan gave 
them just that, with a bonus of sexual satisfaction while she 
protected their shameful secret. 

Did that make her a monster? The world could never 
know the rich and famous had just been in her bed before 
they drove back to their normal, straight lives. And anyway, 
wasn’t she free to fuck anyone she pleased? 

Of course she was. But with Bree’s glare still haunting 
her mind, she felt dirty and cheap, and wanted this session 
over as quickly as possible. 

Penny knelt on the corner of the canvas. “This one will 
be mounted in my great room. I want everyone to be awed 
by my new body at my next party.” She arched her back and 
glanced up at Logan. “And your talent, of course.” 

Logan swallowed a growl and picked up the remote 
control, then hit the button to lower the chain-suspended 
handles until they hovered over Penny’s head. The models 
sometimes needed to move from one position to another, 
and being covered in paint made that a difficult task. The 

• 56 • 



 


	

The Pleasure Planner 

cloth-covered handles made it easier for them to adjust their 
bodies. 
“Oooh. Those things are so kinky.” Penny batted her 

lashes. “I think you should fuck me while I hang from them. 
You could tie me up and have your way with me before I go 
back to my drag of a life.” She gave a sultry wink. 

“That’s an image worth investigating.” Logan grinned 
and lowered herself to the floor, trying to ignore the fact 
that Penny’s life was far from a drag. Few would refuse her 
fame, plus a lavish lifestyle with more money than she could 
spend on designer clothes and cosmetic surgery to enhance 
her image, and a nanny to babysit her children while she 
frolicked naked in Logan’s studio, and only God knew 
what else she did, and with whom. Logan pushed back her 
thoughts to concentrate. “Now, slowly lay out in the center. 
Keep your hands against the outer edges in case I need you 
to move.” 

Penny did as instructed with Logan watching as her 
painted flesh made contact against the bright white board. 
She had only to push Penny’s shoulder back once while her 
nipples pressed against the canvas. 

“Perfect. Perfect!” Logan crawled to each side, making 
sure the paints hadn’t squeezed out from under Penny, then 
pressed the button to lower the handles further. “Grab the 
handle and let me pull you up.” 
Penny reached for the bar and allowed the chains to lift 

her until she was standing on the edge, looking down over 
her own body captured in a spectrum of colors. Logan would 
only have to finish the edges with an array of abstracts, wait 
forty-eight hours for drying before adding several coats of 
acrylic. After that, she needed only to frame it, package it, 
and have it delivered. 
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She smiled at the work, happy with the choice of colors 
for this particular piece, then glanced up and found Penny’s 
eyes dancing with desire. 
Logan swallowed. Suddenly, she didn’t want to fuck her 

client. She didn’t want to be her secret release, the one Penny 
turned to when her itch needed scratching and hubby was too 
busy with his own career to worry about such needs. 
Dammit, she wanted Bree to come back…wanted to 

fuck Bree with the same vengeance she fucked her clients. 
She knew there was no hope for that. Bree’s eyes told 

her what scum she was, that whatever could have been would 
never be. It strained her heart for some damn reason. Hell, 
she barely knew the beauty, but Lord help her, she wanted to 
know so much more about her. 

When the phone rang, Logan practically dove for it. 
“You done painting, or rather, fucking, your secret 

client?” Paula teased. 
“Oh my God! When? Where?” Logan raked her fingers 

through her hair and faked despair. 
“Um, here, and now? What the hell are you talking 

about?” 
Logan had to turn her back to Penny to hide her smile. 

“Don’t you move an inch. I’ll be right there!” She hung up 
the phone and reached for her keys. “Penny, I’ve got to go. 
My friend needs my help. Can you please lock up after you 
shower?” 
Logan went to her and took her hand. She placed a 

delicate kiss in the palm. “I’m so sorry I have to run out on 
you, especially with all those kinky images in my mind of 
you, dangling from those chains.” 

Penny smiled. “I’m demanding a rain check.” 
“You’re on.” Logan winked and flew from the studio, 

wanting to kick herself for giving up a free piece of ass—one 
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who’d already paid her handsomely for her services, for her 
artwork, not the fuck. 
Not that Bree would see that. But dammit, she had to 

try. Somehow, she had to make Bree understand that what 
she saw was not… 

Fuck. Yes, it was. 
Logan’s heart plummeted as she descended the stairs 

two at a time. 

• 59 •
	




	• 60 •
	



 


	

The Pleasure Planner 

ChaPTer Five 

So, I’d like her age to be somewhere between twenty-five and twenty-nine,” Addy announced, jarring 
Bree out of the fogged haze that had dogged her for an hour 
now. 
She rocked back and forth in her desk chair, trying with 

every ounce of her being to focus on the prospective new 
client sitting across the desk from her. 

What the hell was wrong with her? Why couldn’t 
she concentrate on a simple task like listening? It was the 
essence of her job, listening to her clients. These meetings, 
home visits, and questionnaires were vital steps in her quest 
to form a rounded picture of her client’s requirements and 
lifestyle. The whole process enabled her to link up the 
tiny, seemingly unimportant, morsels of information that 
normally sparked a perfect match. If one link in this chain 
broke or she missed a pivotal clue then the resulting match 
might end in disaster for both her client and ultimately her 
own business. The success of her business depended heavily 
upon satisfied clients who brought in more clients by word 
of mouth. Adverse comments could, in turn, bring the whole 
enterprise tumbling down around her ears. 
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It was all Logan’s fault! The bitch! 
Bree sighed. She hadn’t been able to erase the barely 

glimpsed images before she fled Logan’s studio. The artwork 
looked amazing, and from what little she’d seen, Logan had 
real talent, but the actress standing before Logan hadn’t 
been art. Bree shuddered with the memory of Logan’s face 
in close proximity to Mrs. Carrow’s crotch. Only God knew 
what she was about to do with that damn brush. 

Bree had tried to reason with herself that an artist would 
indeed need a brush to do the type of work Logan obviously 
did, but for some reason, she knew this time, it wouldn’t 
have been used for that purpose. 
It was sick, that’s what it was. And she’d been 

embarrassed beyond description. 
Bree couldn’t help but wonder exactly how many more of 

Logan’s so-called models were famous people who closeted 
their need for same sex satisfaction without the public stress. 
And Logan… Accepting payment for nude body art with 
“extras” was nothing short of whoring. Where was Logan’s 
sense of decency, of right and wrong? And by the same token, 
Bree couldn’t believe how she could find any woman who 
hired her body out for money attractive. Yet she did, and she 
was consumed by her own need to get close to Logan, to kiss 
her, touch her, taste her, and to fuck her until they were both 
sated. Logan had bewitched her with a single kiss. Entangled 
her in a web of deceit from which she couldn’t escape. Every 
time she thought of kissing or touching Logan, she was in 
effect cheating on Natalie who, even if she gave little of 
herself in return, deserved faithfulness and honesty. 
Bree shook her head, dismissing these disturbing 

thoughts, stopped rocking, and tried to clear her mind of 
the raging jealousy. She leaned forward and tucked her 
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fingers under her chin, praying that she could find a way to 
concentrate on her client’s needs. 
“Is twenty-something the magic number?” 
Addy shrugged, her shoulder-length hair brushing 

against her black T-shirt. She studied Bree with chocolate 
eyes before she smiled. “All the hotties are still in their 
twenties.” 
Bree tsked and grabbed hold of her anger. For a split 

second she considered telling the woman she couldn’t help 
her, but, God as her witness, it was in her blood to meet the 
challenge, no matter how hard the task, or how stubborn the 
client. “Well, first of all, that’s completely not true. Most 
twenty year olds are still looking for mama’s tit and a good 
kick in the rear from daddy. If you’re looking for someone to 
coddle, then that’s your magic number. But if you’re looking 
for sophisticated, without the price tag, then I suggest we 
look for an older woman, maybe one in her early to middle 
thirties.” 

Addy shook her head against the suggestion. “I’m pretty 
firm on that age.” 

Bree ground her teeth, resisting the urge to roll her eyes 
like a teenager. The woman sitting across from her wouldn’t 
find her soul mate wading through the “I don’t know who I am 
yet, but you can buy me diamonds and furs in the meantime” 
women. This possible new client was smart, a self-made 
millionaire, in her early forties, and she needed, deserved, to 
meet her intellectual equal, not someone to pet and smother 
in lavish gifts. Bree could spot those a mile away. 

Just like I spotted Logan across a crowded room. Jesus, 
she’d been so edible, so fuckable, standing out like a country 
hick in the middle of Bel Air. What was she doing now? 
Finishing what Bree had interrupted? 
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The thought sent another pang of jealousy churning 
through her gut, making her hate herself even more. She didn’t 
do jealousy. It wasn’t becoming of a smart businesswoman 
to act with such stupidity, or such immaturity. 
When Addy cleared her throat, Bree blinked and quickly 

switched back to her business persona. She rechecked her 
notes, plastered a smile on her face, and looked up to meet 
Addy’s puzzled frown. “I’m sorry, you were saying?” 

“I asked why you thought a woman in her thirties would 
be better suited for me.” Addy sat back in her chair, a clear 
indication she was irritated by Bree’s lack of attention. 
Bree straightened and met her gaze with one of 

certainty. “Because it’s a number to you. You didn’t mention 
that you’re more attracted to twenty-something, or that you 
could carry on a more intelligent conversation. You didn’t 
mention that you seem to be drawn to the younger women, 
you merely stated it as a number. And numbers, my friend, 
are just that. Numbers. I well imagine you’ve worked long 
and hard to attain your success. Why waste all you’ve earned 
on someone who couldn’t care less about your sweat, blood, 
and tears?” 
Addy’s brow cocked and Bree knew she’d struck the 

nail home. 
When the phone buzzed, Bree pounced on it, thankful 

for the distraction. “Love Match, how can I help you?” Bree 
gave Addy an “I have to take this” shrug. 

“May I speak with Bree?” 
Bree swallowed hard. She’d recognize that voice 

anywhere…the same raspy breathing as in that coat closet. 
And it sent delicious sensations rippling through her body. 
She squeezed her legs together and swiveled away from 

Addy, not wanting anyone to see the heat crawling across 
her cheeks. “This is Bree.” 
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“Hi, um, this is Logan. I was wondering if we could 
talk.” 

The sound of her voice was erotic, so in control, yet so 
fucking detached from that control. Bree wanted to reach 
down the telephone line and caress those lips, the very ones 
she remembered all too well pressed against her own. 
She knew she ought to hang up, knew she should make 

her excuses and be done with the whole mess. For crying out 
loud, she had a client, a wealthy client, sitting across from 
her, waiting impatiently for Bree to finish her call. A client 
who was moments away from barging out of her office if 
Bree didn’t bring their meeting to a satisfactory conclusion 
so she could sign on the dotted line. 
Yet, she couldn’t turn back. She cradled the phone 

deeper into the crook of her neck and swiveled the chair 
completely around to face the window. This wasn’t proper 
behavior for the businesswoman she’d made of herself. She 
knew as much, though her body wasn’t listening to her mind. 
Her body was rebelling, slicking juices between her thighs 
in remembrance of all the things she wanted Logan to do to 
her. 

“Well, I have a client right now.” Bree wanted to clamp 
her mouth shut. Those words implied that if she didn’t have 
a client, she’d have a conversation with Logan. 
Fact was, they didn’t have anything to talk about. 

Nothing at all. She’d interrupted a very heated situation in 
Logan’s studio, a situation she should have never been near 
to begin with. 

What in the hell had led her there anyway? Curiosity? 
Lust? A need to fuck, to be fucked? Either way, she should 
hang up the phone. 

“Have dinner with me.” 
Bree smiled, despite herself. A giddiness, along with 
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waves of anxious anticipation, washed over her. She knew 
she was hanging on Logan’s every word, desperate for the 
sound of her voice. 
Jesus, since when did she act so desperate? Never, that’s 

when. “I don’t think so.” 
“Why? Are you afraid you’ll lose control and kiss me 

again?” The humor in Logan’s voice thickened and she 
chuckled. 
“Excuse me? I most certainly did not kiss—” Suddenly 

remembering she wasn’t alone in the room, Bree whirled 
around to faceAddy, who smiled like the cat that’d swallowed 
the canary. 

Addy rose from her chair and tapped her watch while 
Bree covered the mouthpiece. “I’m intrigued by your answer. 
I have a meeting but will call you later.” 

Bree nodded her thanks and gave her an apologetic 
smile, then mouthed, “Thank you.” 
The door closed behind Addy and Bree’s mind reeled 

with the spiteful things she wanted to scream at Logan before 
she severed the conversation. She couldn’t. Truth was, she 
wanted to continue talking, to let Logan’s voice seduce 
her, even if it dragged her deeper into purgatory and cost 
her a valuable client—the very one who’d politely excused 
herself. 

“But you wanted to.” Logan interrupted her concentration 
on the now closing door. 
Bree couldn’t argue. It was the truth. She’d wanted to so 

bad—had wanted so much more, though not near as much as 
she wanted right this very second. 
Confused by the knot tying her gut into painful cramps, 

Bree relaxed into the chair. “What could we possibly have 
to talk about?” 
“Nothing, a lot—that kiss…the way you shot out of 
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my apartment today.” Logan sighed. “Have dinner with me, 
Bree. I want to smell you again.” 
With her judgment flying through the window, Bree 

smiled, every inch of her body heating with Logan’s words. 
Jesus Christ, she was going to have dinner with a woman 
she should stay far, far away from, and she knew it…and 
knew it was stupid. Where in God’s name was her control? 
Vanished into thin air at the first sound of Logan’s voice. 
“There’s nothing we could discuss over dinner that we can’t 
discuss right now.” 
“True, but I can’t very well taste you over a phone line, 

now can I?” 
Heat ignited between her thighs and Bree had to squirm 

to ease the pain. “There won’t be any smelling, or tasting, or 
anything of the sort, Ms. Logan Delaney.” 
“You’re going to deprive me of finishing our kiss after 

we were so rudely interrupted? Don’t you think you owe 
me?” 
“Owe you? How could I possibly owe you?” 
Logan chuckled. “Because it was your assistant who 

broke our erotic spell. But for her we might have finished 
what we started then and there. Besides, you want to kiss me 
again. Admit it.” 

Bree grinned. “You’re wrong, stud. I have no desire to 
kiss you again.” 
“Ahh. You’ve wounded my heart, both with your words 

and with your lie.” 
The silence that followed was more nerve-wracking 

than the sound of her voice. Bree tapped her nails on the 
desk, wishing she hadn’t played hard to get. Truth was, she 
wanted that dinner, and that damn kiss. She wanted anything 
Logan had to offer right now, as sick as the fact was. 

“Have dinner with me, Bree. It’s important to me.” 
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Bree drew in a sound of relief, though it came out like 
the sounds of exasperation. “Okay, fine, I’ll have dinner with 
you, but under one condition—we go as friends, and you 
will keep your hands to yourself. Understood?” 
“I understand it, but I’ll make no promises. Besides, 

you’ll kiss me, and you’ll do it because you’ve thought of 
nothing else.” 

“Friends, Logan, or I don’t go at all.” For crying out 
loud, she was going to kiss Logan Delaney again…and she 
fucking knew it. 
Logan chuckled. “Aye aye, ma’am. Seven at 

Limonia?” 
“Make it seven thirty. I have a late meeting.” 
“Then it’s a date. Oh, and if it’s not too much bother, 

could you pick me up at my apartment? My best friend’s 
taking my car for a few hours tonight, but she’s promised to 
deliver it to the restaurant before dinner’s over.” 

Bree smiled. “That old trick of ‘I need a ride home’ 
won’t get me in your bed, tiger.” 

Logan laughed, a sound so stimulating Bree had to close 
her eyes against the onslaught. “Well, Ms. One Track Mind, 
who said I wanted to get you in my bed?” 

The silence that followed her words was overpowering. 
Bree opened her eyes and stared at the closed door, knowing 
full well that’s exactly where she wanted to be…in Logan’s 
bed. “Okay, it’s a deal.” 
“I’ll wait with bated breath for your arrival, and our 

next kiss.” 
The line went dead. 
Bree pulled the receiver away from her ear and stared 

at it. Her spine pricked with goose bumps to know Logan 
would do that very thing…would be waiting, eyes for only 
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her, and that Bree would flush all over as soon as she laid 
eyes on Logan once again. Sick with herself for missing 
Logan already, Bree hung up the phone and reached for her 
cell. She was a sick person all right. 
Now she had to call off her date with Natalie. 

v

Logan propped her elbows on her knees and stared at 
the phone still held tight in her grasp. 

Where in the hell had that invitation come from? Dinner? 
Since when did she invite women out? Hell, she didn’t have 
to. They flocked to her door, where they came in a flurry 
of erotic gasps and shrill screams when she wrenched an 
orgasm from their bodies soon after. 

Did she want to expel an explanation for what Bree had 
witnessed earlier? An explanation she didn’t owe anyone, 
especially to a woman she barely knew. If that wasn’t the 
reason, then why? 
She dropped the phone into the cradle, gave a sigh, and 

avoided Paula’s penetrating stare. Her best friend was known 
for setting Logan straight with her meaningful expressions. 
She’d raced to Logan’s aid an hour ago, even stood with her 
across the street in the bookstore while waiting for Penny to 
escort herself from Logan’s apartment, even mocked her like 
only a best friend could for giving up a piece of ass as fine 
as Penny’s. 

“We’re having dinner…tonight.” Logan forked her 
fingers through her hair and leaned back against the 
cushions. 

“You know, I am in the same room with you, and I’m 
not deaf. Tell me something I don’t know, like why you’re 
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bothering to dine her before you take her home to fuck her.” 
Paula curled her legs under her to sit Indian style. “Could my 
best friend have suddenly developed a conscience?” 

Logan looked up. “What’s that supposed to mean? Of 
course I have a damn conscience.” 
Paula cocked her brow. “The time you moved the kitten 

out of the road doesn’t count because you were only doing 
it to impress the women watching you from the sidewalk, 
nor does the time you gave all your change to the homeless 
man.” 

“The change was weighing my pockets down and the 
kitten was too damn cute to be road kill.” Paula did make 
a good point; she’d only saved the damn kitten to woo the 
women, and scored herself a fuck in the process. 
However, simply because she didn’t go out of her way 

to smother people in affection didn’t make her a monster, 
or any less a person with a heart. She really cared about the 
world around her and treated people with as much respect as 
they gave her. 

When Paula angled her head, Logan rolled her eyes. 
“Fine, I did it to win a fuck. So what? I have needs, too.” 
“Yeah, okay, whatever you say, but you didn’t answer 

the question.” 
Logan looked toward the windows dominated by the 

red brick building across the alley. She didn’t have the 
answers, nor did she have an inkling of why she needed— 
no, wanted—to take Bree to dinner. To fuck her? Of course. 
The need to feel Bree quiver beneath her weight was almost 
painful, but she could do that without the price tag from 
a fancy restaurant. Something else was nagging at her, 
something she couldn’t ignore. 

And sitting here fretting over it wasn’t getting her any 
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closer to the answers, or helping her get ready for a date in 
less than two hours. 
She pushed off the couch and made her way to the 

shower, praying the hot steam would douse some of the 
flame created from the memories of the kiss she shared with 
Bree…or the one she wanted to steal tonight. God, how she 
wanted this woman. Had there ever been another she wanted 
with such a vengeance? 
If she had to be honest with herself, the answer was 

no. She couldn’t remember a time she’d wanted to be close 
to someone, to smell them, to gently caress them. Without 
a doubt, she wanted to tear Bree apart…the way she was 
falling apart on the inside right now. 
While the hot water jetted against her skin, Paula spoke 

from just inside the door. “So, I’m still taking your car, 
right?” 
“Yes, but it better be in the parking lot when I’m done 

dining my night’s piece of ass.” 
“What, and give up your excuse for her to take you 

home? You sound mighty sure of yourself considering she’s 
a lot more savvy than the squealing models you normally 
bring home.” 

Logan snickered at her statement, recalling Bree’s 
response. “That won’t work on this one.” 

Paula chuckled. “I think the pleasure planner is going to 
make you work your ass off to get in her pants.” 

Logan ducked under the spray to rinse her hair, and 
mentally agreed. 
Bree would definitely make her work for it, but Lord 

save them both when she finally got the gorgeous vixen in 
bed. And she would do just that. 

Tonight. 
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ChaPTer six 

Logan huffed and stripped off yet another pair of 
slacks, finally settling on the loose-fitting jeans 

she’d started with. She looked at the clock, her nerves 
suddenly jumping to see how little time she had left before 
Bree arrived. 
Donning a pair of tan loafers, she took a calming breath 

and surveyed her reflection in the full-length mirror. “Okay, 
easy does it.” She addressed the image sternly. “There’s 
absolutely no reason to be acting like a total moron. You’ve 
been on a date before. You’ve wined and dined many beautiful 
women in the past, so stop acting like an inexperienced 
teenager about to get your first French kiss.” 
The homily did little to soothe her jagged nerves. Bree 

was in a different league from any of her previous dates, both 
in class and temperament. For a start, she’d never craved 
total submission from any of her other dates like she did from 
Bree. Even though they’d barely kissed, she knew, without 
doubt, that sex between them would be mind-blowingly 
awesome and it couldn’t come soon enough for her—like 
as soon as Bree walked through the door. Logan closed her 
eyes to trap the vision of Bree’s naked body spread-eagled 
over the couch while she lapped her. A sudden rush of molten 
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heat drew a gasp from her lips along with the involuntary 
pressure of her hand against her pussy. 
When the door buzzed, she practically threw herself 

against the wall to steady her knees. What the fuck was 
wrong with her all of a sudden? 
She gulped down indecision swirling through her brain 

and pushed away from the wall to stare at the array of clothing 
spread across the bed and floor. No. She turned her back on 
the discarded garments—she didn’t have time to change her 
mind again about tonight’s attire. 

With as much grace as she could muster, she shucked 
into an overshirt and made her way to the living room to 
buzz Bree into the building. 
A final sweep of the room proved she’d covered all 

the incriminating evidence reminding her of her morning 
with Penny, and cleaned as much as possible, so she tapped 
down her anxious nerves and opened the door to wait. The 
staccato tap-tap of heels on wood did little to suppress the 
fire suddenly flaming out of control between her thighs. Any 
second, Bree was going to be in view, wearing only God 
knew what. 
Logan held her breath as Bree started up the stairs from 

the second floor landing, her face tilted toward Logan’s door 
with wide-eyed anxiety. 
When she saw Logan, she smiled…and desire flickered 

across her expression. She made it to the top and Logan 
finally remembered to breathe. 

With a control she never knew she possessed, Logan 
resisted reaching for her. She wanted nothing more than to 
fling Bree against the hallway wall and fuck her standing up, 
then bend her over the couch and start over again. 
When Bree licked her lips, Logan flew apart and 

swallowed hard. Desire flowed through her body, gathering 
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momentum as she stared down Bree’s entire body. She looked 
edible, like a delicious confection of rich dark and white 
chocolate, in her cream-colored linen slacks and tight brown 
silk blouse cut to show off her cleavage. Her nipples strained 
against the fabric of an obviously too thin bra, teasing Logan 
with their puckered hardness. 
Suppressing the desire to drag Bree into the room, 

because if she touched her, she wouldn’t know how to let 
go, Logan merely gestured for her to enter. “Welcome to 
Logan’s loft.” She gave a smile and followed Bree inside, 
taking in the sway of her ass, knowing from the looks of 
those tight cheeks, they’d fit perfectly in her hands while she 
rode Logan’s face. 

Bree casually looked around the room then rushed to 
the closest wall dominated by her canvases. Of course, they 
weren’t the body art Logan painted to pay the bills, but rather 
her own imaginations—artwork that’d probably never see 
the air outside her apartment again. 

“Wow, these are yours?” Bree’s eyes sparkled as she 
stepped closer to a purple and orange abstract and read the 
signature. “They’re absolutely amazing.” 

Logan smiled, her head starting to swim with the 
compliment. Something about the words coming from Bree 
made her believe them as truth. “I call them my doodle arts. 
That’s all they’re good for.” 

Bree whipped around as if slapped. “Are you kidding 
me? They’re incredible! Why don’t you participate in art 
shows, or, with this number, start up an exhibition of your 
own? These would be grabbed up faster than you could paint 
them.” 

Logan shook her head. “I already entered them in a show, 
once, two years ago. I sold just one painting to someone I 
knew, who I assumed only bought it because she felt sorry 
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for me. No one else seemed interested in the raw, bright 
colors. Though people did stop and stare.” 
Bree turned back. “That’s because everyone’s afraid 

of the newbies…the starving artists, so to speak. They’re 
my favorite. Over the years I’ve collected quite a few 
stunning pictures from young artists who’ve now become 
quite famous.” She fingered the edge of the canvas, almost 
absentmindedly, gliding slowly up and down. Heat swarmed 
into Logan’s pussy as she imagined those fingers teasing an 
orgasm from her. “It’s a rush to see if they’ll make it in the 
cut-throat competition.” 
Logan was shocked at her words, mainly because they 

were so true. For most new artists, it was live or die. If not 
for her inheritance, or the body art for the rich and famous, 
she’d be numbered among them—groveling for every dime 
she could get her hands on. 

Bree moved farther down the wall, touching some pieces, 
stopping to linger in front of others with her head cocked to 
the side, until she made it to the farthest wall where Logan’s 
grandmother’s photographs were framed. The outer edges of 
each one housed her grandfather’s articles that went along 
with each photograph. 

When Bree let out a squeal, Logan startled and followed 
her gaze. “Holy mother of God, Adeline, of Malcolm and 
Adeline, the dynamic duo.” She squeezed closer to the frame 
as if the mere contact was electrifying. Her eyes glowed 
with awe. “How in the fuck did you get your hands on these 
originals? I’d give my left breast for one of these. Hell, who 
am I kidding, I’d fuck the devil himself.” 

Logan stared for several seconds, unsure if the lump 
in her throat had suddenly formed because she missed her 
grandparents so badly, or the fact that someone actually 
remembered them. 
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She glanced back at the photograph. “She’s my 
grandmother.” 

Bree’s mouth sagged open as she whirled around to face 
Logan. “No way…no fucking way!” She held her hand to 
her heart. “Are you serious?” 
Logan nodded and stepped closer, her body taking 

control over her screaming mind. When Bree’s eyes widened, 
it only fueled the uncontrollable fire. 
Bree took a step back until her spine pressed against the 

brick wall. Her chest heaved, her lips automatically parting, 
and every bit of her posture screamed for Logan to kiss her. 
“Very serious. I never joke about family.” Logan 

dropped her gaze to Bree’s lips, then lower to watch her chest 
rise and fall. Those gorgeous breasts called her with every 
heave. Emotions churned her gut like debris in the eye of a 
tornado. She wanted to lower her lips to Bree’s, wanted to 
tear at her clothes until silky flesh met her fingertips and then 
ravish her with her lips, fingers, and tongue. She crooked her 
finger under Bree’s chin and tilted her head back. “You smell 
delicious.” 

“Logan, I…” 
Logan moved closer until her lips were mere centimeters 

from Bree’s. “I want you to kiss me, Bree. And I want you 
to want to.” 
Bree swallowed, then whispered, “Stop trying to seduce 

me.” 
Logan turned her head back and forth, feathering her 

lips across Bree’s. “Is that what I’m doing?” 
“Yes.” The word was nothing more than a breathless 

pant. 
“Are you going to kiss me?” Logan pulled back. 
Bree struggled for control with a deep breath, then 

cleared her throat. “No.” She squeezed out of Logan’s 
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confinement and quickly turned back to the picture. “I… 
she, I mean, your grandmother, Adeline, and…I mean, your 
grandparents were awesome.” 
Logan listened to the stuttered words. She’d shaken this 

sexy put-together woman, and liked the sounds of her falling 
apart. She sounded just like Logan felt—like a frenzied 
disaster. 
“I’ve read every article your grandparents ever published. 

My favorite is the family vacation they took with Adele 
Frazer and Grant Tyler. The photographs of their children 
frolicking in the ocean as if their parents weren’t the hottest 
couple to ever hit the silver screen were absolutely adorable.” 
She looked over her shoulder at Logan. “Your grandparents 
were amazing and touched people’s hearts.” 
Logan couldn’t tear her gaze away from those lips… 

wanted desperately to touch them. “That they did.” She 
finally succeeded in looking away to stare at the photographs. 
“This is just the beginning of what I have planned to honor 
their creations, though I’ve been told what I have in mind is 
impossible to accomplish.” 

“Why’s that?” Bree walked further down the wall, 
angling her head back to look at the photographs higher up 
on the ten-foot walls. 
Logan closed the gap between them but stopped just 

short of pressing her body against Bree’s back. “I want to 
convert the key dots on the old presses into the form of letters, 
then combine his articles into her photographs.” She took a 
deliberate breath to inhale Bree’s exotic aromas. “You smell 
fruity, like ripe peaches—you smell like you need sex.” 

Bree stiffened and slowly turned around, automatically 
focusing on Logan’s lips. “You’re doing it again.” 

“Am I?” Logan whispered, pleading with herself not to 
pin Bree against the wall. The need was ripping her in two. 
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Bree backed up then took a step sideways to disconnect 
the possibility of touching Logan. “The presses are still 
downstairs? Must be awesome being you. You live in a shrine 
to two of the most fabulous people I never knew. Must get 
you lots of fucks, huh?” 

Logan laughed, and really wanted to tell her that she 
never normally confessed who her grandparents were, or 
that her dream was to honor their magazine, though wanting 
that dream and attempting to reach it were worlds apart 
lately. Hell, the only people she’d shared that desire with 
were her agent and Paula, who both insisted she was wasting 
her time on such nonsense, which was possibly why she’d 
all but given up hope. 

Why had she felt compelled to share it with Bree? 
She knew the answer as soon as Bree turned back around 

and gently dragged her finger along the edge of another 
frame, putting space between them. The world had passed by 
and forgotten all about her grandparents and their legacy. 

But Bree hadn’t. 
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ChaPTer seven 

With a last lingering look at photographs she’d 
never get to see again, Bree turned away. “We’d 

better get moving. It’s getting late and we don’t want to lose 
our table.” 
Unable to stand another second of torment in the private 

presence of Logan, whose eyes kept burning a hole through 
her, mind fucking her, she led the way to the door leaving 
Logan to follow in her wake, though her slow steps only 
proved she was purposefully stalling. 

Halfway down the stairs, Bree wanted to turn around so 
bad, to let Logan do all the things those eyes promised, but 
she couldn’t. It was wrong, and she knew it. Though why, 
she didn’t truly understand. 
She wasn’t cheating, well, maybe technically, she was. 
Natalie knew as well as she did that their commitment 

didn’t exist beyond the bedroom, so truly, was that considered 
cheating? 
Shaking her head to swipe away the unanswerable 

questions, Bree led the way to her car parked on the now 
deserted street. Trouble was, the small confinement of her 
vehicle only proved more devastating than the large open 

• 81 • 



 

 


	

larkin rose 

living room. Logan was too close, and she smelled so fucking 
good, like musk, and acrylic…and sex. 

Gripping the steering wheel tighter, Bree concentrated 
on the route to the restaurant, daring tiny glances at Logan 
along the way. Her hair looked like her stint with the hair 
dryer was done without means of a brush, and her clothes 
resembled those she’d been wearing at the auction. 
How was it possible that a woman could look so damn 

sexy with her hair all amok and wearing nothing more than a 
wifebeater with an unbuttoned overshirt? It should be a sin, 
yet Bree wanted nothing more than to crawl inside that shirt 
then rip it from her body. 
The image made her cringe. Since when did women 

like Logan attract her? She always went for the smooth 
sophisticated type like Natalie. Women like her were the 
ones who turned her head and made her weak with need. 
Weren’t they? The wetness against her thong proved this 
theory was no longer true. The slickness between her legs 
needed satisfaction—and she wanted that relief from Logan, 
right now. 
After what felt like hours, she finally pulled against the 

curb of a well-known Italian restaurant. Without waiting for 
Logan, she exited the car and practically threw the keys to the 
valet before darting inside the thankfully crowded lobby. 
She inhaled a sigh of relief until Logan moved close 

behind her and whispered, “I requested the darkest corner.” 
Their bodies touched. Bree stiffened as desire rippled 

down her spine. An uncontrollable need took over. She 
wanted nothing more than to turn and fall into Logan’s tight 
arms, to tame her like a wild mustang, tearing at her until 
they both whimpered with relief. Instead, she stepped out of 
the closeness to steady her ragged breaths. This night was 
already proving to be a huge mistake. 
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The host led them to a table tucked against the, God 
forbid, darkest wall. 
When Bree ducked into the booth, Logan squeezed in 

right beside her. “Don’t want you lonely in this big ol’ booth 
all by your lonesome.” That damn cute dimple formed in the 
corner of one cheek when she smiled. 

Bree swallowed and took a sip of water to cool her throat. 
Logan was too close, way too fucking close. She scooted 
across the seat, but Logan followed until there was nowhere 
left to go and she was trapped tight against the corner wall. 
Bree inhaled deeply, savoring Logan’s unique musky scent, 
and fought the overwhelming urge to give in to the insidious 
voices playing tug-of-war with her emotions. She picked 
at the white linen napkin with nervous fingers until she’d 
scrunched it into a tight ball. 
“So, tell me about this dating service of yours.” Logan 

turned slightly and focused all her attention on Bree. 
Bree wanted to tell her to stop looking at her, to stop 

seducing her—wanted to scream for her to fuck her right 
here on the table. Instead, she sighed and dug her fingers 
deeper into the napkin in an attempt to sooth her frazzled 
nerves. “I like to think of myself as a matchmaker.” Bree 
smiled, feeling more comfortable talking about her work. “I 
offer a very personal service, something different from the 
norm, tailored exactly to my client’s requirements. Consider 
it a dating service with a kick.” 

“Strike a flame that burns forever. I like that slogan. Is 
that what you do for your clients, find their true love?” 
Logan’s lips beckoned Bree, moving so damn 

seductively. 
That smile formed on her lips again and Bree fell into 

a hypnotic trance. She struggled to remember what the 
question was. 
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“Um, yes, that’s exactly what I do.” 
Logan rubbed her thigh with a single fingertip. “How 

can you possibly know two people are a perfect match?” 
Bree closed her eyes, the feather-light touch of that 

finger moving higher and higher, circling and teasing. She 
opened her eyes. “Instinct, I suppose…I just know.” 

“Are you psychic?”
 
Bree licked her suddenly parched lips as Logan’s hand 


reached the top of her leg, her fingers dipping into the vee 
of her thighs. “My mom says I am. But I’m not.” Beyond 
desperate for relief, she parted her legs, allowing cool air to 
caress her heat. She wanted to pull Logan’s hand against her 
pussy and delve against it until an orgasm shattered. 
“Sure wish you could read minds.” 
Bree narrowed her eyes, suddenly aware they were in 

public, no matter how dim the lighting at their table was. 
“Why do you say that?” 

Logan leaned over and pressed her lips against Bree’s 
ear. Her fingers dipped with the movement, pressing firmly 
against Bree’s pussy, before she whispered, “If you could 
read my mind right now, you’d see me throwing you on this 
table and opening your legs like an erotic novel so I could 
taste you, and make you bellow out my name as you come 
all over my mouth.” 
Bree sucked in a breath and shoved Logan’s hand away. 

She straightened against the booth and smoothed her hair 
down, completely shocked at her lack of self-control. What 
the fuck was she doing allowing Logan to seduce her so 
easily, and where the hell was she getting the power to do 
so? Where was her fucking self-control? She was always in 
control, always. 
She cleared her throat and took another sip of water. 

“Okay, enough playing. I only came here because…” When 
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Logan gave her a skeptical grin, Bree knew she didn’t have 
the answer. 
For the first time in her life, she didn’t have an answer to 

a simple question. Why was she here? There was no logical 
explanation, and the wider Logan’s smile became, the more 
confused Bree became, and the more the question nipped at 
her mind. 

“Because you wanted to kiss me again?” 
Everything crashed through her mind at once, her needs, 

her wants, tying her in knots with indecision, and bittersweet 
regret. Logan was an artist who whored herself out for 
fame and fortune and Bree was a genuine matchmaker who 
devoted every waking minute to making others happy. 
They were like oil and water. So what the hell was she 

doing sitting in a booth next to this intoxicating wench when 
she could be on her back screaming Natalie’s name right 
now? 

When the waitress appeared, Bree rattled off her order 
and sat back to let her thoughts unravel. She was in a dead-end 
relationship with a woman who probably hadn’t wondered 
why she’d called off their dinner date, who was probably, at 
this very second, curled up with her client files…not sparing 
Bree a single thought, completely unconcerned about what 
she was doing tonight, or even who she was with. 

They didn’t have a relationship. They never had. 
How had she gotten herself into such a mess? Worse, 

why was she letting it dominate her life? 
Bree forced herself to eat the prime rib, though she 

pushed the vegetables around on her plate, her appetite 
draining as her mind reeled with questions, with images of 
all the things she wanted to do to Logan. 
Finally, they both pushed away their half-eaten plates, 

declined the dessert menu, and settled for coffee, waiting 
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in complete silence until the steaming mugs arrived. Bree 
sipped the strong fragrant Costa Rican, conscious that she 
still hadn’t achieved what she came here to do. The whole 
purpose of this evening was to finish this, to get Logan off 
her back and out of her system once and for all. 

Despite her good intentions, she’d only succeeded in 
digging herself deeper into the quagmire of sexual turmoil. 

After some minor chitchat to keep from saying nothing 
at all, Bree finally followed Logan from the restaurant 
praying all the way to the parking lot that her car would be 
delivered as promised. She bit back a grateful sigh when 
Logan pointed out a silver Beemer parked a few bays away 
from her Lotus. 
Needing to get away, to think, to fall apart, Bree darted 

to her own car with Logan close behind. 
“Thanks for dinner.” Bree beeped the car unlocked then 

reached for the handle. 
Logan stepped in behind her, blocking her from opening 

the door. “It was my pleasure.” 
Bree’s insides heated with the whisper of the fire against 

her back from Logan’s body weight. Her knees almost 
buckled with raging emotions and she leaned against the car 
for support. 

When Logan gently tugged her arm, Bree came undone. 
Terrified to turn around, to be hypnotized by those eyes once 
again, yet yearning with all of her being for a few precious 
moments in those arms. 

Bree slowly turned in Logan’s grasp and stared into dark 
eyes smoldering with need. Logan leaned down, hesitant, as 
if expecting Bree to resist. If she could hear the hammering 
of her heart, Logan would have known she was without 
power to resist those lips. 
She closed her eyes and waited. Logan sucked on her 
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lower lip before sliding her tongue against Bree’s in a slow, 
gentle thrust. Reckless need curled tight and hot in her belly. 
She flung her arms around Logan’s neck and wove her fingers 
into thick hair. Their mouths locked, tongues struggling for 
territory inside each other’s mouths. 
Wild, breathless, and out of control, Bree clung to Logan 

like her very life depended on their proximity. Logan cupped 
her ass, squeezing and molding the cheeks to fit the palm of 
her hand before she crooked Bree’s legs over her hips and 
ground against her in hard thrusts. 
Bree moaned into Logan’s mouth, fisting handfuls of 

her hair, pumping against her in desperate thrashes. 
Her mind was a void, and her body was so hot it was 

painful. She’d never felt anything like it. God, she wanted 
Logan, needed her so badly it bit her to the bone. 
Logan wove her hands up her back, hooked her hands 

over Bree’s shoulder, then used the leverage to slam into 
Bree’s pussy. 
Bree slung her head back, her arms wrapped tightly 

around Logan’s shoulder, her nails clawing through her 
shirt. 
Logan hooked her mouth around the flesh of Bree’s 

throat, then eased her from the door to the hood of the car. 
Pushing her roughly back, she fell on top of Bree, kneeing 
her legs apart, moaning out her name, driving Bree into 
chaotic need. 
Bree felt vulnerable beneath her weight, naked and 

exposed to the world. Jesus, she was practically fucking 
this woman in public, and somehow she didn’t care. It felt 
natural, like a wild side of her had been unleashed. 
She locked her ankles behind Logan’s back and met her 

hurried thrusts. 
“I’m so fucking out of control when I’m near you.” 
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Logan slammed her hips against Bree then grabbed her 
arms and forced them down to the hood. She circled her 
hips against Bree’s weeping crotch. “I want to be inside you, 
Bree. Please.” 
Bree wanted that so bad it made her bite back a sob. 

But she couldn’t. Heaven help her, she couldn’t. She jerked 
forward until Logan slid off her body, staring at her with an 
expression of heated turmoil, eyes full of want and confusion. 
Bree was positive that same expression rested on her own 
face. She’d never needed anyone so much in her life. Fuck, 
what the hell was happening to her? 
In truth, she was unraveling by the second, losing every 

vestige of the control she’d perfected throughout her life. 
She’d never allowed anybody this close before, yet with a 
single kiss, Logan had snatched it all away. 
Bree swiped the back of her hand across her mouth and 

pushed Logan aside. She scrambled weakly down the side 
of her car then wrenched open the door. With barely a pause, 
she dropped into the driver’s seat, feeling too hot, too wild. 
She couldn’t stand to drive away while Logan stood by the 
car, her lips glimmering from their kiss, her eyes making 
promises Bree desperately wanted her to keep. 
Bree jerked her gaze away, knowing another second 

would have her out of the car and spread-eagle across the 
hood once again, begging Logan to make her come, to 
scream her name. 
With a sob trapped in her throat, she revved the engine 

and peeled away from Logan. 
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ChaPTer eighT 

Bree headed for the sanctuary of Natalie’s condo as 
if the hounds of hell were after her. She weaved 

precariously through the late evening traffic barely registering 
if the lights were red, yellow, or green, her mind overflowing 
with incredibly hot, horny images of Logan and all the things 
she wanted to do to her—all the things she could have done 
to her. 

This evening had proved a complete failure. Bree forced 
herself not to think about the consequences of her actions. 
She wanted answers, wanted a solution or antidote to the 
feelings her brief encounter with Logan had stirred up, but 
the longer she spent with Logan the more convinced she 
became there weren’t any answers, and right now she didn’t 
give a shit. She only wanted satisfaction. 

When her cell phone chirped, she delved in her purse 
for the Bluetooth, then pushed it onto her ear. “Hello?” 

“I can still smell you,” Logan whispered, her raspy 
words soaking Bree instantly. 

Her gut churned and she gripped the steering wheel 
against the onslaught of sweet pain. Jesus, she wanted to turn 
the car around and finish what they’d started. She needed 
Logan, though she knew she shouldn’t. She needed her to 
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put out this raging fire, the one that should have never been 
started to begin with. 

Yet she knew it was wrong to want this way, to need 
this bad, to yearn with every ounce of her body. Godammit, 
it was so fucking wrong. 

“Logan, I can’t…” 
“I can still feel you. You wanted me.” Logan’s whispered 

words sounded urgent, and then she panted and Bree could 
feel her nerves unraveling. 

“You have to stop, Logan!” 
A soft moan met Bree’s ears and she leaned toward the 

steering wheel and squeezed her legs together to quell the 
unbearable inferno tearing at her crotch like invisible steel-
hot fingers. 

“I need you, Bree. Oh God, you have no idea all the 
things I want to do to you.” Logan’s heavy breathing assaulted 
her mind and Bree squeezed her legs tighter, knowing all 
she had to do was hang up the phone to sever the sound of 
Logan’s self-satisfaction. 
She didn’t even have the power to do that. Logan had 

made her weak, was making her weaker by the second. 
Instead of shutting out the sounds like she knew she should, 
Bree listened to the exotic moans, to the sounds of Logan’s 
haggard breathing…while she unraveled on the inside. 
She could barely drive, consumed by the sounds—all 

the sounds she wanted to pull from Logan with her tongue 
and fingers. She could still feel Logan’s hard frame pressing 
against her chest, pinning her against the metal, grinding and 
pumping against her. 
When a car hooted and zoomed around her in the slow 

lane, Bree came to her senses, weaved in behind it, and cut 
her speed. Probably in the nick of time since she was in 
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serious danger of wrecking the car if she didn’t stop thinking, 
wanting, needing…or listening to Logan. 
She pulled into the first vacant parking lot and shoved the 

shifter into neutral. With the parking brake on and the motor 
idling, she swallowed hard. This was absolutely ridiculous, 
this feeling, these emotions. Had she ever felt them before? 

With a sigh, she knew she hadn’t. It was lust, and it 
was causing her to react irrationally, and even the knowledge 
didn’t stop her from wanting Logan, yearning for the nutrition 
her body craved, that only Logan could feed her right now. 
“I want to taste you…and drive my fingers inside you. I 

want to hear you come, Bree.” 
Bree opened her mouth to tell her she wanted the same 

things, only that they could never have those things because 
she was taken by another, but Logan’s demanding moan 
stopped her. 

“Logan, please…I can’t…” 
“Come back, Bree. I need you pumping beneath me.” 
Bree screwed her eyes shut and Logan’s virtual image 

was right there, shoving her against the car, her body levering 
Bree off her feet with hard, demanding grinds. She let go of 
her death grip on the steering wheel and pushed her hand 
between her legs. 
“Bree…I want to fuck you so hard. Turn around, I beg 

you.” 
Bree opened her eyes and looked around. Cars passed 

her by, their lights illuminating the dark pavement, oblivious 
to the car idling in the dark parking lot. She unsnapped 
her slacks and slid her hand inside. She was so wet. Logan 
was drenching her with just her voice, with those enticing, 
seducing moans. 
“Keep talking…keep moaning. Make me come, Logan.” 
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Bree felt a pang of guilt right before she slid two fingers 
inside herself, then she moaned and the guilt was shoved to 
the darkest recess of her mind. 

“I sure hope you’re pulled over somewhere.” 
“Seduce me, dammit.” Bree flicked her wet finger 

against her clit and shoved her body against the seat. 
“Tell me what you’re doing to yourself.” 
“I’m so wet, Logan.” 
“Fuck…me too. Please meet me at my apartment. I need 

to feel you.” 
Bree shoved her fingers inside herself, too far gone to 

stop now. “I can’t…I just can’t.” She wanted to scream that 
she had a girlfriend, that she was waiting for Bree right now, 
that she wanted so bad to do just that…to go to Logan and 
fuck her. 
“Yes, you can, baby.” 
Bree shoved her fingers deeper, pushing against the 

floorboard with every thrust. “Please, Logan.” 
Logan gave a resigned sigh. “You’re wet, Bree, for me. 

Fuck yourself over those fingers.” 
Bree did, drilling her fingers deep inside herself. 
“Close your eyes, Bree.” 
Bree did as she was told, shutting out the darkness of the 

reality around her. 
“You can feel me, pressing that tight body against your 

car, grinding against you, wanting you. I’m working my hand 
inside your pants, further, moving against your wet pussy.” 
Bree worked herself over her probing fingers, the ball of 

her palm working against her clit, seeing everything Logan 
was describing for her. She wanted to be in Logan’s arms, 
coming by her hands, screaming out her name. It was so 
wrong, and so right. 
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“My fingers slide inside you, deep, fucking you, lifting 
you off your feet with every hard thrust…positioning you 
over my hips, deeper still, and you want me so bad it hurts, 
and you need to come, and cry, and scream…” Logan panted, 
her voice a raspy whisper. 

“Oh…I need you inside me, Logan.” Bree thrashed over 
her fingers, eyes sealed shut, body tight with the oncoming 
orgasm. 

“I am inside you, and you’re soaked, clinging to me, 
and fucking yourself…up and down, you pummel yourself 
over my fingers.” 

“I’m gonna…” Bree felt the hot sting of her insides, 
clenching, unclenching, tightening around her fingers in 
hard pulses. 

“Come with me, Bree,” Logan whispered. 
The plea tore Bree over the edge. “I’m coming, Logan. 

Oh, fuck, I’m coming!” 
And then Logan was gasping for breath, and the sounds 

of her breathless groans filled the airways…and Bree was 
falling apart right beside her. 

v

By the time Bree made it to Natalie’s apartment, she 
was beside herself with need, and guilt, and still unsatisfied. 
She was so horny from replaying her orgasm in her car, with 
Logan coming with her. Jesus, she was in pain. Her body still 
ached, and her mind was filled to the brink with Logan. And 
with every step toward Nat’s door, she knew she was in the 
wrong place, that it was unthinkable to allow Natalie to put 
out Logan’s fire. There was only one woman who should put 
out this inferno. However, she’d come here to seek solace in 
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Nat’s arms, and that, she intended to do. Maybe Nat’s arms 
would get her thoughts back together, would make her feel 
something she might miss if not in them. 
She took a deep breath, switched off the phone, and 

swept the lingering sounds of Logan coming from her mind 
before she entered the apartment. 
Natalie glanced up from her curled position on the couch 

and nodded in greeting. “Hi there, gorgeous. Did you have 
a nice night?” 

Bree wanted to pounce on her, tear at her, and then grind 
against her until she was sated. Yet something stilled her 
from doing just that. Nat wasn’t Logan, and it wasn’t fair to 
let her extinguish someone else’s fire. 
Besides which, after that cursory greeting Natalie 

immediately reverted to her normal, aloof, “don’t disturb 
me, I’m buried in work” zone. 

Bree sighed and wandered through to the kitchen where 
she helped herself to a glass of chilled chardonnay from the 
fridge and downed it without appreciating the subtle vanilla 
scent or its creamy, peachy, lemony aftertaste. She refilled 
her glass, poured one for Natalie, and then returned to the 
living room. 
Natalie was so engrossed in her work she didn’t even 

glance up until Bree had crossed the room, pulled the files 
from her lap, and tossed them onto the floor. Nat’s quizzical 
stare finally focused upon Bree as she straddled her lap. 
She wrapped her arms around Nat’s neck, desperate 

for some sign of want, and pulled her closer for a heated 
kiss, though the kiss did little to compare to the soaked mess 
caused by Logan’s erotic moans. 
She should take a shower, should swipe away all 

evidence that another woman had made her come, even over 
a phone line. 
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“Ah, you’re in another weird mood.” Nat held Bree at 
arm’s length and grinned, but her expression proved she 
wasn’t any more comfortable with this change of routine 
tonight than she had been last evening. 
Guilt plagued Bree. Touching Natalie was wrong. The 

wrongness swarmed over her, choked her. But the need for 
relief was more unbearable. She pumped her hips against 
Nat, wanting more, wanting Logan, knowing it was so 
fucking wrong. 

“I thought you might like a change—something naughty 
and different.” Bree leaned down to capture those luscious 
cherry lips, but Natalie stopped her with a palm to her chest. 
“Come take a shower with me.” 
With Nat’s hard stare, Bree knew their relationship was 

over. Worse, she didn’t know how she felt about it. Part of her 
wanted to jump for joy then race back to Logan. The other 
was already missing the day-to-day routine, the convenience 
of having a sexual partner at her disposal. 

And then there was the third voice, the one that never 
steered her wrong, tapping her common sense to tell her this 
had been over long before tonight. Nat was a great woman, 
and made an incredible partner, but not for Bree. They were 
wrong together. 
“I think we need to talk.” Nat pushed Bree until she rose 

out of her lap. 
Bree knew there wasn’t anything left to talk about. It 

was over, if it’d ever really begun. 
How did you compare a fuck partner to a relationship? 
You couldn’t, and this wasn’t a relationship. This was a 

convenience for each of them. 
Bree tingled with anticipation, anxious to get the ending 

over with, without any bloodshed or recriminations. Then 
she could do what she really wanted with a clear conscience. 
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She could crawl into Logan’s arms and finish what they’d 
started, twice. 
Nat took several paces, head down, forking her fingers 

through her hair, before she turned back to Bree with a 
wooden stare. “Do you love me?” 
Bree blinked hard; she hadn’t expected such a direct 

question. And the answer wasn’t so straightforward. “Yes— 
and no.” 
Nat smiled and nodded. “I feel the same way. I adore 

your company, in and out of our beds, but love…” She angled 
her head. “That real, can’t live without you for a second love 
just isn’t there between us.” 

Bree smiled, feeling an enormous weight lifted from her 
chest. She flipped into friend mode immediately. “I know, 
and I agree.” 
Nat crossed back to Bree and took her hands. “Don’t get 

me wrong, I totally loved the sex…so hot, and awesome, but 
now I need something more. Suddenly, I miss the love, though 
I don’t think I’ve ever really had it.” She leaned forward and 
dropped a kiss on Bree’s cheek. “You’re an amazing woman, 
beautiful, smart, and sexy, and for a long time, I thought you 
were the one…convinced it would be you.” 

Bree shook her head and pulled one hand free to caress 
Nat’s cheek. “It’s not me, Nat. I’m not the one. I never was, 
if truth be told, neither one of us could see it. Which doesn’t 
say much for my skill as a matchmaker.” 
Nat leaned down and placed her forehead against Bree’s. 

“The world wouldn’t be right without your intervention. 
Love stands no chance with you out there searching for it.” 

Bree hugged her. “I’m only a phone call away if you 
ever need me.” 
“And I won’t hesitate to dial it.” Nat pulled back. 

“Friends?” 
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“You bet!” Bree smiled, happy tears threatening. 
It was all over, no recriminations or bloodshed. Relieved, 

Bree hugged Nat again, and when she hugged her back, they 
were nothing more than friends. 
“I’m actually jealous of your matchmaking skills, 

though I promise not to hire you.” Nat winked, and they both 
laughed. 
After a final good-bye, Bree raced to her car, desperate 

for Logan’s touch, desperate to come screaming by her 
hands. 
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ChaPTer nine 

Logan lay on her back and wriggled her body beneath 
the half-ton printing press. She angled the light 

closer to the screws securing the line of keys and attempted 
once again to break the tenacious hold that resulted from 
years of dirt and neglect. Just when she rejoiced with a faint 
movement, the screwdriver blade slipped out of the slot and 
her knuckle crashed into metal. The echoes of her bellowed 
pain rang around the cavernous workshop long after she 
stuffed her hand in her mouth and slid out from beneath the 
metal monster. 
“Fuck!” She sat up, threw the screwdriver away in 

frustration, and then examined the gash across the back of 
her hand that was already oozing blood. “This is useless!” 
And it was. She’d been tinkering with these presses for 

well over a year and still, she’d barely made any progress. It 
was no wonder she’d almost stopped coming down here. The 
presses mocked her every time she managed to exchange a 
single dot or number and, no matter how hard she tried or 
what little task she accomplished, her ultimate goal seemed 
to recede further into the distance. Or maybe the ghosts of 
her grandparents were trying to tell her she was a moron for 
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thinking she could attempt the unthinkable, that she could do 
what no one believed she could do. 
She pressed her back against the wall and glanced at 

the discarded phone lying close by on the floor. It was late 
and Bree hadn’t called her back, as she’d half expected, 
hoped, she might. What was she doing right now? Was she 
lying in the arms of another, sated from multiple orgasms 
or peacefully asleep, alone, in her own bed, her luscious 
body wrapped in a sheer nightgown? Ah, Logan sighed, the 
thought was too arousing to consider. 
She couldn’t believe she’d masturbated, or that Bree had 

joined her. Damn if the sounds would forever jolt her to the 
core with need. It’d been painful, hearing her, unable to hold 
her when she was coming, unable to make her come. And 
Bree had heard her desperate cries as well. What the hell had 
gotten into her? And why was Bree resisting her? 
She couldn’t swipe the taste and feel of Bree from her 

mind, and God, how she’d wanted, needed, satisfaction. 
Even the strong pulses of her orgasm hadn’t diminished the 
yearning still raking hot nails along her pussy. 
She wanted Bree so bad it made her ache in places never 

awakened before. She wanted Bree in her bed, wrapped 
beneath her, pumping against her, whispering in her ear 
while she came. Dammit, she wanted Bree in every aspect, 
in ways she’d never wanted another. 

Desperate to get those luscious curves out of her mind, 
Logan banged the back of her head against the wall then 
stood, giving the press a silent prayer before she ducked 
beneath its body once again. 

v

Bree eased the car against the curb, her confusion strong, 
but her needs even stronger. She slid from the seat and 

• 100 • 



 


	

The Pleasure Planner 

stepped onto the sidewalk, battling the emotional war going 
on in her mind whether to take the next step or not. Hell! 
Talk about on the rebound. This must be some sort of record. 
She’d only split with Natalie half an hour ago and here she 
was at Logan’s door burning up with need, consumed by 
lust. Could she really trust herself to think straight and make 
the right decisions? 

Once she walked through those doors, there was no 
turning back, and the game was over. If she went back to the 
car, she could go home, alone, albeit wet and unsatisfied, but 
still be the same Bree come morning light. 
Who was she kidding? She shook her head and almost 

snickered at her stupidity. The old Bree was long gone, 
probably for good. She’d disappeared back at the auction, 
the second she caught sight of a gorgeous woman across the 
room who looked like she didn’t belong. Her whole life had 
changed in a matter of minutes, and here, now, the new Bree 
stood, begging the voice of sanity to tell her what to do. 

Hell, she didn’t need any fucking voice giving her advice 
because she knew where her destiny lay. She was going to 
walk through those doors, and she was going fuck a player 
who fucked many women for the simple task of hearing 
them come. Controlling them. Tomorrow, yes, tomorrow, 
she would deal with the consequences of tonight’s actions. 

Fluid seeped against her pussy. With a resigned sigh, she 
stepped to the door and knocked once, then again. The faint 
sound of jazz was audible behind the door, though it didn’t 
seem to be coming from higher up in Logan’s apartment. 
Bree tried the knob and it turned, just as she thought 

it might. She shook her head. Logan seriously needed 
to remember to lock her doors. There was way too much 
precious cargo on the first floor to leave it readily available 
for every burglar in San Francisco. 
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She stepped into the lobby and closed the door, making 
sure to lock it behind her then turned toward the music, 
which came from the partially open door on the first floor. 

Her heart slammed against her chest as she poked 
her head around the door and found herself looking at an 
antique print workshop almost untouched by time. Framed 
photographs lined every available wall, stretching high, 
dipping low, dominating almost every square inch. 
She stared in awed amazement as she approached the 

nearest wall and fingered the edges of the frames, staring, 
practically drooling, and still wet with need. 
When something moved behind her, she whirled around 

to find Logan rising from behind one of the presses. She was 
wearing a pair of overalls over nothing more than a white 
wifebeater. Godammit, it should be a sin for a woman to 
look that fucking good resembling someone who should be 
tossing hay with a pitchfork. 

And those eyes, staring at her. Logan was going to fuck 
her like she’d never been fucked before. 
For several agonizing seconds, the music stopped, and 

nothing moved or broke the silence but her ragged breathing. 
Her feet were rooted to the spot and all her attention focused 
on Logan, whose sensual expression told her everything she 
wanted to know. 
A new song blared from the speakers of the boom box. 

The sound galvanized Bree into action. Barely conscious of 
what drove her, she moved like an athlete out of the starting 
blocks just as Logan charged toward her. 

They crashed into each other, tangled arms and roaming 
hands, moaning, crying out their need. 

Everything felt so right, like this was the way it should 
be—destined to be. 
Logan’s tongue forced inside her mouth, stabbing, 
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exploring, and tasting her. It was the most perfect kiss she’d 
ever had…the kiss was perfection. 
Bree pulled back, her hands searching buttons, rivets, 

whatever the hell was holding this contraption together. In 
frustration, she yanked at the denim material while Logan 
captured her mouth again. Was she just as hungry for their 
connection? God, she was. Bree could feel it with every 
swipe of her tongue. 
She gave up hope of the overalls, so she grabbed Logan’s 

ass and tugged her closer, circling her hips, and moaning. 
Heavens above, she wanted Logan inside her, pumping 
deep, and making her fucking scream louder than she’d ever 
screamed. 
When Logan pulled back, Bree felt lost by her solid 

form. Then Logan reached forward and her fingers fumbled 
the tiny pearl buttons on Bree’s top, softly, then rough, 
right before she growled and tore the buttoned seam apart 
in one yank. Logan’s lips parted in a brief smile as Bree’s 
chest heaved, and then her hands closed over Bree’s breasts, 
molding them, thumbing across her nipples through her lace 
bra until Bree let loose a ragged breath. 
“Logan, please!” Bree raked her fingers through her 

hair, down the nape of her neck. 
Logan stood back, her eyes glowing with desire. Bree 

knew that soon, very soon, their unfinished business would 
finally be finished. That time couldn’t come soon enough. 
She wanted it so fucking bad she seared with pain, all over 
her body, inside her body, taking over her mind. Jesus, if she 
didn’t come soon she was going to combust into a wall of 
fire. 
She wrapped her arms around Logan’s neck and hooked 

her other leg around her hip. Logan palmed her ass, holding 
her weight easily in her arms. She pumped against Bree, 
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driving her out of her mind with a suffering privation. She 
clung wildly to the woman she wanted to fuck. 

“Please fuck me, Logan. I need you inside me.” Bree 
nipped her earlobe, then dipped to her neck, using mouth, 
tongue, and teeth as her guide, needing the total experience 
of flesh against flesh. 

Logan walked until she slammed Bree against the wall. 
She drove her hips against Bree in wild jolts, pounding Bree 
against the hard wall. 
She dove back in for another kiss, rubbing Bree’s pussy 

from behind, between her legs. Bree arched backward, 
desperate for the pressure of those fingers, wild with a need 
to come. 

When Logan lifted her once again, Bree expelled a groan, 
but didn’t break that delicious kiss. She was roughly placed 
on the edge of one of the machines and she locked Logan 
between her thighs, her pussy soaked, her body trembling. 
Logan shoved her down until her back was pressed 

against cold metal, then climbed on top of her. “I’m going to 
fuck you so hard, Bree.” She pinned Bree’s hands above her 
head and ducked for her throat, trailing wet kisses along her 
path, her hot breath feathering against Bree’s skin. 

Bree released the desperate moan trapped in her throat 
and wiggled against Logan. “I’m on fire, Logan. Please, I 
can’t take much more.” 
Logan jerked back as if bitten, staring at Bree with an 

aroused, yet confused expression on her face. “What the 
fuck?” 
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ChaPTer Ten 

Logan took several steps back, her lips curled in 
distaste—the scent of another woman on Bree’s 

skin provoked a raging torrent of anger and jealousy. 
She had no right at all to feel anything, let alone jealousy. 

Yet, she couldn’t fight off the biting sting of the green-eyed 
monster. Bree was hers, or rather, tonight, she wanted her 
to be…wanted her to be hers, and hers alone. She suddenly 
felt like a kid with a new toy, and wanted to covet her prized 
possession, but that sexy package reeked of someone else’s 
scent. 

“What’s wrong?” Bree sat up and reached for her, her 
expression begging Logan to come back to finish what they 
both craved. 
“You smell like you’ve just fucked someone else.” 

Logan felt the sting of her own words, the snarl behind each 
syllable, and she didn’t care. She resisted the urge to scream 
at Bree, to shake her, and then fuck her until all thoughts of 
any other woman faded to mist. 
Bree’s smile only fueled her rage. Logan sucked back 

a growl. 
“It’s a long, complicated story, and that relationship 

is now over.” Bree pushed off the press and took a step 
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forward, but Logan stepped back, sure if Bree touched her 
she’d combust with sexual hunger. Or worse, not care that 
she’d come at the hands of another woman, and fuck her 
anyway. 

Logan shook her head, mainly to knock the 
uncharacteristic thoughts from her mind. She didn’t do 
jealousy; it wasn’t in her nature. But dammit if she wasn’t 
ready to sling Bree over her knee for a spanking to make her 
forget the hands that’d just roamed her curves. 
Logan clenched her fists. “You just fucked another 

woman, and now you want me to fuck you as a consolation 
prize because she dumped you?” 
Bree gasped and her eyes widened. “No, that’s not…let 

me explain.” 
Logan suddenly wanted to retract every word, conscious 

that she’d just stepped over the imaginary boundary. “I 
don’t want to hear your fucking explanations. Do I look that 
desperate?” 
Bree’s glare turned steely and her eyes filled dangerously 

fast with hatred. “Desperate? You dare to call me desperate? 
So it wasn’t you I interrupted on your knees in front of Penny 
Carrow?” Bree closed the space between them, her fiery 
glare pinning Logan in her spot. “I don’t recall ever being 
desperate enough to fuck a client. You’re nothing more than 
an artistic whore.” 

Logan opened her mouth to defend herself, and then 
realized she didn’t have a defense. It was true. She’d fucked 
her clients—many of them. Was it to keep them coming back, 
to keep her pockets filled with the thick tips they seemed 
eager to stuff in her faded Levi’s? She was fooling herself if 
she tried to believe anything different. Had she done it for 
the fuck, or for the fame? Hadn’t she fucked hundreds of 
women, clients or not? Would it matter either way to Bree 
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to hear that pathetic excuse? Bree would only believe the 
picture painted before her, and Logan couldn’t blame her. 
Bree was right. She was desperate, but for what, she didn’t 
know. It sure as hell wasn’t the free pussy delivered to her 
doorstep by the rich and famous, or anyone else for that 
matter. 

“You’re a coward and a disgrace to your grandparents. 
You should be ashamed of yourself.” Bree spun on her 
heels but Logan grabbed her arm. The mere mention of her 
grandparents had her anger boiling over into rage. 
She whirled Bree around to face her. “Don’t turn this 

around on me, dammit. You’re the one who just left one 
woman’s bed and came looking for another. In my book, that 
makes you a bed-hopping slut!” 
Bree’s hand was in motion before Logan ever saw her 

flinch. At the last second, she deflected the slap, grabbed 
Bree’s wrists and pinned it by her side. “Whoa! Calm down, 
tiger.” 
Bree bared her teeth. “You bitch!” And then she leaned 

forward, closing the gap once again, and her mouth claimed 
Logan’s. 
Her tongue delved into Logan’s mouth, her hot breath 

a moaned gush of air as she sealed their mouths together. 
Logan reacted, everything else suddenly unimportant, her 
hands groping at Bree, tugging at her clothes in a hasty 
attempt to feel her flesh. Bree fisted her fingers into Logan’s 
hair, their tongues still exploring and dancing. She tugged 
Logan’s head back and nipped the skin at the hollow of her 
throat. 

Logan let out a pent up cry, unsure what the hell she was 
doing, being controlled by this little fireball, and loving it. 
When Bree shoved away, her eyes glazed with a 

conflicting mixture of “come fuck me” and “I hate you,” 
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Logan stumbled on weak knees, adrenaline and pheromones 
overshadowing any rational thoughts. She made a grab for 
Bree, but she evaded her. 
“Go to hell, Logan Delaney. I’d never be desperate 

enough to fuck you!” Bree spun around and raced from the 
workshop before Logan knew she’d moved. 

The front door slammed while she stood in shocked 
silence, staring at the vacant doorframe, her body temperature 
soaring to unbearable heights. 
When she heard Bree’s car peel away from the curb, 

she felt an icy chill as the door of finality slammed in her 
face. What the hell had she done? She was so close, so damn 
close, and Bree felt so fucking good. Logan wanted to do 
things to her body she’d never done before, and she wanted 
to do them over and over and over, wanted to hear Bree plead 
and beg for an end to the glorious pleasure. 
And that woman was now several blocks away, leaving 

her a soaked mess and feeling like a complete idiot. 
But was she really? Was it wrong to question the stench 

of another female on a woman she wanted to rip apart with 
her bare teeth? Hell no! 

“Fuck you, too, Bree!” Logan screamed at her empty 
surroundings, her mind spitting out objections, her body 
yearning, and her pussy enflamed and throbbing from much 
needed attention. 
Now after feeling the growl of her own words, she felt 

the bittersweet loneliness. Bree was gone, and Logan knew 
she’d never return. A woman like her never looked back. 
Logan knew she’d likely never see her gorgeous face again 
and she missed her already and wanted her back so bad, so 
she could do things differently. 
She slowly turned around, taking in the scenery of 

printing presses, her grandmother’s photographs with her 
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grandfather’s articles circling each. Guilt, slow and steady, 
reached into her heart and squeezed. 
Bree was right. She should be ashamed of herself. Instead 

of working on the presses, she’d been fucking her clients, 
and loving it. Instead of finding a way to do what everyone 
thought was impossible, she’d been whoring herself out, in 
more ways than one. 
Dammit. She’d shoved her dream aside for casual sex 

and money, and pushed her grandparents to the back of the 
line behind all the uncaring people. How could she do that? 
Because she’d only been thinking of herself, and no one 

else. 
She hung her head in shame. Bree was right. She was a 

disgrace. 

v

“Stop it, Mom!” Bree swatted at the deck of tarot cards 
for the twentieth time, shook her head, and gave her mom 
a “you’re not doing a reading on me no matter how many 
times you try to trick me” glare. “I’m not cutting the cards. 
Give it up!” 
Her mom stepped back, her loose-fitting caftan floating 

around her body as she moved. “I can’t give it up. I’m your 
mother and you’re not talking to me.” 

Bree stood and walked around to the other side of the 
card table, eager to finish helping her mother set up for her 
weekly dinner party so she could get the hell out of here. 
“I’ve told you all there is to tell you. We broke up, all very 
civilized, and by mutual agreement. Nothing more, nothing 
less—simple and sweet.” 

Her mother huffed, mock defeat written in the tone. 
Bree sighed. Just like any mother, hers could spot when she 
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wasn’t confiding everything, and sense if something wasn’t 
right in her daughter’s perfect little world. Didn’t help that 
her mother always seemed to know when she was lying, or 
even when she wasn’t telling the whole story. Bree shifted 
uncomfortably under the penetrating scrutiny from those 
steel gray eyes. That stare would turn her into a blubbering 
idiot if she didn’t get this set-up complete then get out of 
here and wind her way back to her lonely house. How did 
her mother always manage to drag the truth out of her, make 
her confess things with only a stare? 

But not tonight. There was no way she’d confess the 
emotions ripping her apart. Absolutely no way she could 
explain how she felt about a woman who should have never 
been able to catch her eye to begin with. 
“You’ll feel much better if you get it off your chest.” 

Her mother moved to another card table and dropped a deck 
of tarot cards near the edge. 
Bree followed, placing empty glasses beside the plates. 

A large dish of finger foods already occupied the center of 
every table—carrots, chips, celery sticks, peanuts, mints, 
and several bowls of dips. Bree dipped a carrot in the 
ranch dressing and popped it into her mouth, mainly so she 
wouldn’t have to answer something she’d already answered, 
even if she hadn’t confessed anything about Logan. 
Just the mental sound of her name had anger bubbling in 

Bree. How dare that bitch go off like she had without giving 
her a chance to explain? Who did she think she was? Her 
mind tumbled, along with a fresh bout of butterflies in her 
stomach as she recalled their death grip on one another— 
how desperate they’d been to fuck each other. 
“See, just like that!” Her mother pointed a stiff finger at 

Bree, dragging her out of her semiconscious world, her pussy 
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heating automatically with the memories. “Your whole aura 
just changed from dark blue to dark red. You’re angry, but 
aroused.” She stepped closer, her straight silver hair kissing 
the shoulder of her dress. “Someone, or something, has your 
blood boiling. Someone you want to make love to. Who is 
it? You sure never wore that pretty color with Natalie.” 

Bree widened her eyes, hating that her mother could 
read people so damn easily. Shit! “It’s nothing. And it’s 
not arousal! I’m just a little uptight over a new client.” She 
dipped another carrot into the ranch dressing and quickly 
tossed it into her mouth. 
Her mother shifted her weight and propped her fist on 

her hip. “And now you’re lying to the woman who went 
through thirteen hours of labor pains to push you into this 
world, who would know her daughter is lying just from 
the way she shifts her eyes away. The fact that your aura is 
fluttering like a rainbow helps, too.” She grinned, and Bree 
knew she wouldn’t give up without a fight. Her mother was 
pushy like that and had a way of making Bree crumble under 
her scrutiny. 

When the phone rang, Bree welcomed the intervention, 
but her mother gave her an “I’m not done with you” stare as 
she went in search of the receiver. 
Bree stared at her retreating back, wondering what 

color her aura would have been last night while she tugged 
at Logan, wanting to be inside her, fucking her, listening to 
her breathless pleas. She knew making love to Logan would 
have blown her away, would have been unlike any sex she’d 
ever had, good or bad. 
But then what? So what if the sex would be tear-

jerking? Did the climax compare to the fact that she’d have 
been playing the player’s game? That once Logan got the 
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goody, she’d vanish? No, it didn’t matter. She hadn’t cared 
about the aftermath; she’d only wanted to come screaming 
by Logan Delaney. 
She was a sick person and totally out of her character. 

This was not who she was or who she wanted to be. She 
wanted the old Bree back, the one who treasured her morals. 
Would she ever come back? Would she ever get Logan out of 
her mind? Would it take fucking her to get that job done? 

“Hi, sweetie. Yes, yes, we’re all set up and waiting…got 
a few surprise visitors coming as well.” Her mother rattled 
off in the background. “You won’t be disappointed.” 

Bree smiled as she listened. Her mother was such a 
natural at matchmaking that whoever her victim was tonight 
would definitely go home a happy woman, and all out of 
the kindness of her mother’s heart. All she’d accepted were 
friendly hugs and homemade dishes, and seldom a lunch 
out. 
Her mind shifted to Natalie. Had she done the right 

thing? Without a doubt, she knew she had. It didn’t help 
she was still horny and in need of satisfaction, something 
she wouldn’t be right now in Nat’s familiar arms. But their 
relationship had run its course and died with nothing to hold 
it together other than the familiarity of a safe fuck without 
emotional strings—a place for fantastic sex when time 
allowed. Wasn’t that a good enough reason for her to seek 
love elsewhere? 
She balked at the question, a tiny gasp escaping her lips 

as answers flooded her mind. 
Love? Hadn’t she wanted that once before? Where had 

her quest for love vanished to? 
Buried under years of hard work building up her business 

and, if she were honest, her fear of commitment, of letting 
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down her defenses and placing her emotional well-being in 
the hands of another person. 

“Oh, dear, he’s a hunk, and such a gentleman. He can’t 
wait to meet you.” Her mother continued. 
With her mother’s happy smile, light bulbs flashed in 

Bree’s mind. 
How could she possibly earn a living finding everyone 

else’s soul mate while hers was still out there in this world 
somewhere? 

Logan’s face shot through her mind and she ducked onto 
a chair with weak knees. Her gut cramped and her skin was 
suddenly clammy and heated, unlike anything she’d ever felt 
in her life. 
Love? Really? With a woman she couldn’t stand? No 

way. What were the odds of that? Love blossomed after you 
got to know someone, or fell hopelessly in love at first sight. 
She wasn’t stupid; she knew it could happen either way. 
But with Logan? She almost snickered as she massaged 

her stomach. Surely it didn’t happen if you hated everything 
about someone, even if you still wanted to fuck them 
recklessly. That was just lust. Right? Yes, yes, it was. Lust 
could be overbearing, make you confused and out of control. 
Lust. That’s what it was. But it was over, and thankfully, 
long gone. 

Her mother cleared her throat. Bree turned to look at 
her just as her mother covered the mouthpiece. “I saw that. 
Sweet pain of love has a very nice hue around you. Feels 
good, huh?” 
Bree narrowed her eyes. Jesus, could her mom be right? 

Wasn’t she always right? Could she be in love with the 
woman she wanted to bash over the head with a “get with the 
real world” stick, then delve her fingers palm deep inside? 
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No fucking way. She shook her head and smiled as her 
mom waved her hand in disapproval. 

Could she have fallen in love without ever knowing it? 
With Logan Delaney of all people? 
The thought seemed impossible, yet the butterflies 

awakening in her stomach told a different story. Bree closed 
her eyes while she assimilated this revelation. Unbelievably, 
the woman she hated, even despised for her loose morals, 
may actually be the one—her soul mate. 
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ChaPTer eleven 

Logan stepped back and stared in stunned disbelief 
as the black-and-white photo shuttled out the end 

of the printing press. 
A solid month of sweat and blood, nibbling on the barest 

of food, and napping only when her body demanded rest, 
and the reward was staring her in the face. 
With her heart fluttering in her chest, she removed the 

sheaf from the chute and studied her creation. The photograph 
was perfect, every angle visible, but would the words be 
inside the faces? 
She rushed to the desk and drew a magnifying glass 

from the drawer, then pulled the light closer to shine over 
the paper. There, in tiny little letters, was the article her 
grandfather had written to accompany her grandmother’s 
photograph, or vice versa. She could read every word clear 
as day, and with a little more tinkering, she might be able to 
make the letters clearer so they could be read by the naked 
eye. 
With a sob, she sank into the desk chair. She’d done 

it! She’d accomplished what she set out to do almost 
from the second she saved this building from the auction 
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block, spending the last cent of her inheritance to preserve 
their legacy for the future. If only she hadn’t let her needs 
overpower her dreams, this could have been done years ago. 
She knew as soon as the last thought scurried through her 
mind, it wouldn’t have meant as much then as it did right 
this very second. 
Her first instinct was to call her agent, the very person 

who begged her to give up all this nonsense and focus on 
her artwork for the rich and famous clients who continued to 
multiply as word spread of the services she offered alongside 
the artwork. Logan automatically reached for the phone then 
with a shake of her head slowly withdrew her hand. Dialing 
her number wouldn’t do her any good today. Darla was still 
pissed at Logan for turning down the job of a lifetime— 
an all expenses paid trip to the beaches of Cancun, and a 
special, high-class client who’d requested Logan by name. 
For the past week, she could have been tanning, and fucking, 
and getting paid handsomely to paint the mystery woman’s 
body. And yet, she’d turned it down without a qualm; the job 
hadn’t sparked a single twitch of desire in her. 
She hadn’t cared, not then, or now, the money suddenly 

unimportant. Hell, in the last ten days, she’d turned Penny 
away twice. The callous bitch had become a pain in the 
ass with her constant demands. She had more than enough 
artwork displaying her perfect, artificially enhanced tits, so 
what the hell could she possibly want with another painting 
this quickly? Logan shook her head to dismiss the question 
as irrelevant. Penny wasn’t after any canvas. She was after 
sex. She wanted Logan to scratch the itch that she couldn’t 
get relieved anywhere else. And, just like a drug addict who 
needed a regular fix, she’d become totally dependent on 
Logan to supply the sex she craved on demand. Well, not 
anymore. Penny, together with all the other sad individuals 
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who beat a path to her door, could go fuck themselves for all 
she cared. 
Logan leaned back in her chair and smiled at the 

photograph, pushing away the thoughts that only caused her 
discomfort. Bree had opened the door to this moment with 
her outburst and accusations. Since then she had been to hell 
and back to find a way to prove her wrong. And now she had, 
and she wanted nothing more than to share this wonderful 
outcome with Bree. 
Would she be proud of her achievement? Or would she 

snub her nose? Either way, Logan wanted to know, wanted 
Bree to see she could do it, that she had done it, that she’d 
waved away her sick daily life, and all the sex that entailed, 
to show Bree she wasn’t a coward, that she could change and 
be worthy of her respect. 
Somehow, Logan had a feeling that she’d be proud. 
She hadn’t heard from or seen Bree since their fight. 

A couple of times when frustration robbed her of sleep 
she’d almost dialed her number, desperate for any crumb 
of comfort, even just to hear her voice on the answering 
machine, but fear of rejection prevented her from doing so. 
Now it was probably too late. 
Or was it? 
With confusion clouding her mind, she reached for her 

cell. 
If anyone would know what she should do, Paula would. 

She always had a way of knocking Logan back on track. And 
right now, she desperately needed her ear, and her shoulder. 

v

Bree was nearly back to business as usual. She couldn’t 
count the number of clients she’d flipped in the past month. 
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Hell, she’d given up count. She couldn’t concentrate on 
anything other than searching, and finding, love for everyone 
else. She didn’t have a choice…it was the only thing that 
kept her mind off Logan. The days and nights were all a 
blur, folding into one another like cream dissolving into 
coffee. 
As sick as the notion was, she was almost bored with 

the daily routine. She spent her whole life searching for love 
matches for strangers. She arranged meetings and interviews, 
pandered to their every need, and no matter what she did or 
where she went, Logan was still right there—in her thoughts, 
in her dreams, everywhere. She didn’t know how, but there 
she was, like a non-stop movie playing in her head twenty-
four seven. 

Bree pushed away from her monitor with the aquarium 
fish scrolling across the screen, and opened the filing cabinet. 
Might as well get her day started since staring into space, 
and into her visions, was too painful to bear. 
She glanced over her shoulder as Sienne stomped into 

the room and tossed a folder on her desk. “This woman will 
not stop calling. I told her we were booked solid this week, 
but she insists you told her you would work her in.” She 
pumped her fists on her hips. “Can you please take care of 
this before I say something mean and nasty to her?” 
Bree nodded and turned back to thumb through the files 

in search of the client she was due to have lunch with today 
at noon. “I’ll take care of it.” 
Sienne sighed. “Yeah, okay.” 
Bree imagined her rolling her eyes but didn’t look around. 

“I said I’ll take care of it, Sienne, and I will, promise.” 
“Mmm hmm. Just like you’re taking care of the meeting 

you have in five minutes in the coffee shop around the 
corner.” 
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Bree whipped around. “Fuck! I forgot.” She grabbed her 
Styrofoam coffee cup and downed the contents then grabbed 
her purse and dodged out of the office. She’d hardly gone 
five paces before she remembered she’d left her BlackBerry 
on the desk. When she raced back into the office, Sienne 
held out the cell phone, a knowing expression tattooed on her 
face. Bree pursed her lips then started for the front door once 
again, when she realized the client’s file was also still lying 
on her desk. She stopped, expelled a deep breath, and slowly 
turned around again. Sienne was there, holding out the file, 
shaking her head and giving Bree that exasperated look that 
seemed a permanent feature on her face these days. 

“Why don’t you take a day off and get your shit 
together?” 

“My shit is together.” 
“Yeah? You could have fooled me. You’re about as 

together as chalk and cheese.” 
Bree grinned and shook her head. Sienne knew her too 

well to be fooled. Hot air smacked her in the face like a wet 
dishtowel the second she pushed open the glass doors and 
stepped outside. Thankfully, the coffee shop was only a few 
steps away. 

Truth was, she didn’t have her shit together and she 
hadn’t in only God knew how long. It had been a month 
since she walked away from Logan with her pussy scalding 
hot. She couldn’t rip the bitch out of her mind no matter how 
hard she tried. It was affecting her business, her daily life, 
her much needed sleep, and was making a mockery of her 
emotions. Images scrolling behind her lids faster and faster 
every night were controlling her, and she hated that more 
than anything—losing control. She’d never lost it to another 
living soul, and here she’d gone and practically shoved it in 
the hands of that whoring, sexy bitch. 
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Quickly, she made her way down the sidewalk, her high-
heel pumps tapping against the concrete with her hurried 
steps. Maybe Sienne was right, a few days to herself might 
not be such a bad idea. Lord knew she was useless around 
the office lately, though she’d flipped the clients much faster 
while trying to wipe the kissing bandit from her mind. 
No. She shook her head. She couldn’t take time off. Her 

clients needed her, depended on her, and if nothing else, it 
was a daily reminder of what she wanted, and didn’t want, in 
her life, in her future. 
Furthermore, this sexual craving could have been 

remedied had she not been so hasty in forcing the break with 
Natalie. So what if there wasn’t love? There was sex, and 
lots of it. Very satisfying safe and routine sex, but dammit, it 
was still sex, and it was still satisfaction. 

With a growl, she knew her thoughts were all wrong. 
She’d done the right thing, this she knew. It wasn’t in her 
nature to cheat, and cheating is exactly what she was doing— 
would have done—if not physically then in her mind. That 
safety net of things that were never meant to be was only 
furthering the inevitable. She and Natalie weren’t meant to 
be together and she prided herself for finally seeing their 
relationship for what it truly was—loveless. 
Love. She almost snickered at the word as her heels 

punctuated her thoughts. Worse, she’d felt that love, or the 
possibility of it, with Logan. How could that be? She barely 
knew Logan, and what she did know, wasn’t good. She 
fucked her clients. She was nothing more than an artistic 
hooker, a call girl who offered her body and her art in return 
for vast amounts of money. So why was she still here, ripping 
through her thoughts, through her heart, daily? A woman like 
her shouldn’t have the power to turn Bree’s world upside 
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down, let alone dominate her mind. But she had. Somehow, 
she had. 
When someone bumped into her, Bree jerked around 

and stared straight into her tormentor’s eyes. Logan. 
Her stomach did several somersaults before she focused 

and held her head high. “Excuse me, I have a meeting.” She 
scooted around that sexy body but was roughly jerked back 
by a firm grip around her wrist. 

“Talk to me, dammit.” Logan’s eyes pleaded as Bree 
looked up into them. 
“We don’t have anything to talk about.” Bree glanced 

down at the fingers wrapped around her flesh. “Let go of 
me.” 
Logan took a step toward Bree, her grip loosening, but 

not letting go. She crooked a finger under Bree’s chin and 
lifted her face. “I have to show you something.” 

Bree shook her head when she knew she should knee 
the bitch and run for her life. Those eyes pinned her down 
like a thumbtack on a pegboard. “Get your damn hands off 
me, Logan.” 
“Kiss me.” 
“Fuck you.” 
“God, I want to do that, too, but right now, I want to kiss 

you.” Logan turned and dragged Bree with her, leading them 
into the alley between the coffee shop and the bookstore. 
She didn’t stop until she was deep into the crevices between 
two Dumpsters. 
Bree resisted, but not nearly as much as she could have, 

not near what she knew she should do. Dammit, she wanted 
Logan, wanted Logan chasing her, seducing her. 
Logan spun around and pressed Bree against the brick 

wall and her mouth was hot against her lips before she ever 
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knew it was coming. Her tongue snaked between Bree’s 
teeth, slipping easily inside, and Bree felt herself moan. 

Then Logan moaned with her, pressing her hips against 
Bree, circling in demanding thrusts. 
Bree gave in, and kissed her back, her fingers sliding 

through the soft strands of her hair, pulling her closer, 
needing her closer. 

Logan didn’t stop kissing her, kept delving her tongue 
deep, and grinding herself against Bree in quick pumps. 

Bree hooked a leg over Logan’s hip and met her harsh 
rhythm, her orgasm already scattering to the edge. What 
the hell was she doing? She was about to make out with a 
woman she despised, and in public, for crying out loud, and 
she was loving it, and wanting more. 

Logan lifted her and Bree locked her heels around her 
back, driving herself against that firm, tight stomach. 
“I need you, Bree. I want you so bad.” Logan wedged 

a hand between them and shoved against Bree’s enflamed 
pussy. 

Bree let out a soft cry and pumped harder and faster, 
desperate to come by Logan’s hands raping her mind. She 
held on tighter, rocking against her hand. “I need to come, 
Logan. Please, just make me come.” 

Logan let loose her formed hold around Bree’s crotch 
and ripped at the clasp of her slacks. Bree unlocked her death 
hold and put her feet against the ground, longing for the feel 
of Logan’s flesh buried inside her. 

A door slammed somewhere from the alley and Bree 
jolted out of her trance. She blinked and shoved Logan 
back, realization slamming through her mind with lightning 
speed. 

Tears stung her lids as Logan stared at her with desperate 
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eyes. “Stay away from me, Logan. Far, far, away.” She took 
a step away, her heart already dragging, her pussy throbbing 
with much needed attention, unable to tear her gaze off 
Logan’s gorgeous face. “Please.” 
Logan’s eyes dropped and she looked pained by Bree’s 

plea. When she looked back up, Bree almost flung herself 
back into her arms. God, was she acting? Could she really be 
that torn about this ridiculous predicament they’d somehow 
woven themselves into? 

“Here. I wanted you to see this.” Logan thrust a piece of 
paper toward Bree, but Bree shook her head. 
“I can’t do this anymore. Please, I’m begging you, 

stay away from me.” Bree turned and pounded down the 
alleyway, her heart damaged, her ego bruised, and her body 
steamy with need. 
Logan wasn’t right for her, no matter how bad she 

wanted her. Heaven help her, she didn’t understand a bit of 
this conflict, but her pussy throbbing was proof she was neck 
deep in it, whatever it was. Somehow, she had to put Logan 
out of her mind once and for all. She was bad for Bree. Very 
bad. 
She all but raced into the air-conditioned coffee shop, 

daring a glance over her shoulder to see if Logan was behind 
her. 
God, she wanted her to be there, wanted her hot on 

her heels, chasing, pursuing. When she didn’t find the 
woman she desperately wanted to be there, she turned to her 
surroundings in search of her client. 
The clock above the counter proved she was slipping. 

For the first time in her life, Bree was late for a meeting. 
Fuck. She’d never been late for anything in her life. 
She found her client, Maddie, staring uneasily at her 
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so she marched across the room, willing her heart to stop 
slamming against her ribs, and slipped into the booth opposite 
her. 

When the waitress approached, she ordered an iced latte 
and composed herself with a few steady breaths. 

“You okay?” Maddie asked. 
“Yep, just running behind this morning.” Bree looked out 

the window, but Logan was nowhere to be seen, thankfully… 
unfortunately. 

What had she wanted? And what was she trying to show 
Bree? For crying out loud, it didn’t matter. She didn’t want 
anything to do with the bitch, right? Fuck. She did. She 
wanted to kiss her again, wanted those strong hands roaming 
over every inch of her, making her come and scream. 
She pressed the images to the back of her mind 

to concentrate while she listened to Maddie detail her 
requirements. Something crept along her consciousness 
and she struggled for clarity. Maddie was talking yet Bree 
couldn’t concentrate on those valuable details. Her words 
were important—Bree needed those details to make Maddie 
happy, to fulfill her obligation. Realization slammed hard. 
Oh shit, she was tired of this, of listening to the boring details 
of people groveling for someone else to find what they were 
too fucking lazy to go out and find themselves. 
Bree almost gasped at her thoughts. She loved her job, 

adored finding what no one had been able to find—their true 
loves. Right? Yes. She did, and she always would. 
Logan! The bitch was fucking with her mind. She had 

to get it back together, somehow, someway, she had to get 
this nonsense out of her mind and step back on her chosen 
path of life. 
So she studied Maddie. She was very easy on the eyes, 
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and very confident. She possessed an air of independence 
that Bree liked in women. And she resembled Natalie, not 
only in the cap of dark hair that framed her heart-shaped face 
but in her attitude toward a potential relationship. 
Suddenly, she wondered if Logan would seduce a 

woman like Maddie. Would she have already convinced her 
to leave, to go home with her, to fuck her? Wasn’t that the 
type of person Logan was? A player? 

Of course she was, and Bree knew Maddie would have 
already succumbed to Logan’s charm, would probably 
already be screaming by her hands. 
The thought sent anger boiling over. What the fuck was 

Logan doing to her? 
For a brief moment, Bree was tempted to proposition 

Maddie, exactly like she figured Logan would do it. Aquickie 
fuck with someone like Maddie would solve all her current 
sexual frustrations, and a no strings, on my terms, loveless 
arrangement was better than no sex at all. 
Oh God! Bree froze with the glass of coffee halfway to 

her lips. What was she thinking? Not only would that reduce 
her to Logan’s base level, but a stupid move like that had 
the potential to ruin her business if word got out. Her hand 
shook as she replaced the glass on the table and attempted to 
pull herself together. She’d just escaped from one loveless 
relationship and she ought to be looking for love, for that 
special person, like the majority of her clients, instead of 
wishing, then not wishing, that she was fucking Logan 
Delaney. 

You found love and let it go. 
God almighty, Bree’s heart turned somersaults. She’d 

almost grasped the love she sought. It’d been there. She’d 
swear on her mother’s life that for a few seconds she’d seen 
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it shining bright in Logan’s eyes. As mysterious as it was, 
it’d been there, and it was gone, slipped right through her 
fingers like grains of sand. 

Worse, no matter how many times she etched the 
impossible in her mind, that nothing could have ever come 
of her obsession with Logan, the thought of what might have 
been was tearing her apart from the inside out and there 
wasn’t a damn thing she could do to change the situation. 
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ChaPTer Twelve 

Logan shifted in the lawn chair and propped her 
elbows on her knees, watching the crowd weave 

their way through her paintings—her beloved paintings, 
even if she’d only admit that to herself. 

The day was sunny and warm, perfect for an outdoor art 
show, the one she’d been coolly convinced was necessary to 
help boost her real artwork. 
Puffy, thick white clouds drifted lazily across the clear 

blue skies. Logan knew she should be happier than this, but 
she couldn’t be. Everything she was doing, cutting off her 
old agent and hiring a new one, halting all body paintings, 
and refusing to speak to anyone who had anything to do with 
acting, could all be for naught. None of it meant anything 
unless she could find a way to make Bree give her the time of 
day again. No, if truth were told, she wanted so much more 
than to just see her face. She needed Bree like she needed 
to breathe, as an integral part of her daily life—sharing the 
good and bad moments as a couple but, most of all, she 
wanted Bree in her bed. Not that she wasn’t there already, in 
her dreams, the imaginary fucks they shared stemmed from 
their animalistic pawing were out of this world, impossibly 
incredible. God, she knew the real thing would blow her 
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fucking mind, and she couldn’t think of anything but what 
it’d be like to hear Bree screaming her name. 
She sighed. That wasn’t going to happen. Bree had 

made that clear with tears glimmering in her eyes, pleading 
with Logan to stay away from her. Bree didn’t want her. 
The sooner she let the idea sink in to her mind, the better 
off she’d be. Bree had already made it clear, twice, that she 
wanted no part of Logan. Hell, she wouldn’t even take the 
print, wouldn’t even look at it. A simple peek might have 
been enough to show Bree that her words had struck a chord, 
and changed Logan. 

It didn’t help that Bree had clung to her like a life 
preserver, bucking against her, begging Logan to make her 
come. Dammit, she wanted Logan. Why wouldn’t she admit 
it? Why was she fighting this with a vengeance? 

Logan shook her head. It didn’t matter. It was over, and 
that was just fucking that. She knew it was time, time to ease 
out of her past and start working toward the future. A future 
she’d already begun. She smiled and glanced at the moneybox 
under the table that contained a copy of her signed contract 
for her grandparents’ combined works. The new agent had 
gone wild over the idea, had gone almost crazy when Logan 
showed her the photocopy. Life was going to change very 
soon, all thanks to Bree’s truthful, hurtful, outburst. 

And the sale of her paintings should give her enough 
money to put the magazine back in operation, the very dream 
she’d had all along. That is, if anything sold, and from the 
looks of the people wandering out the other side of the pop-
up tent, she might very well go home with every piece she’d 
brought, just like the last time. She shook off the downing 
thoughts. Today she had a new optimism. 
She leaned back and searched the faces for any sign of 

Paula, who’d gone in search of food more than thirty minutes 
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ago. No telling what, or who, had stolen her attention and 
made her forget her way back to Logan’s stand. 

In the distance, children’s squeals accompanied the 
rousing music from the merry-go-round and Ferris wheel, 
and the aroma of cotton candy and boiled peanuts permeated 
the air. 
She reminded herself once again that she was doing this 

for her own benefit. That selling her artwork had to be done, 
for that new beginning she desperately needed. 
A woman stopped in front of one of her paintings. She 

glanced over Logan like she was one of the carnies instead 
of an artist, her nose curling with distaste as she quickly 
glanced away and moved on to another painting. 
Logan angled her head and briefly took in her jeans and 

tank top. She’d shucked her overshirt within the first hour. 
Did she really look like an outcast because she chose to wear 
what was comfortable to her? If so, how had she snagged 
Bree’s attention? Had she felt pity simply because Logan 
insisted on being who she was? 

“Logan Delaney! Oh…my…God! Honey, look, 
it’s Logan Delaney!” Paula screamed from the opposite 
sidewalk, her mouth agape, one hand thrown to her heart, the 
other holding a plate of only God knew what delicious food 
from the many vendors lining the streets. With her was one 
of their friends, Samantha, who tuned in to Paula’s outburst 
with a knowing smile. 
They darted across the blocked-off street, both squealing, 

and both making a delightful spectacle of themselves. 
Logan hung her head and smiled. God, she loved her 

friends. When the going was getting rough, she could always 
count on Paula to brighten even the darkest situations, and 
to slap her back down to size when she was being way out 
of line. 
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She hadn’t missed a week calling Logan a coward, 
though her winks proved she was proud of Logan for putting 
her life on a different path. 

Paula skidded to a stop in front of Logan. “Holy Mother 
of God, it’s you—Logan Delaney. It’s really you! Do you 
know how long I’ve waited to meet you?” Her fake smile 
faded as she spotted the woman now looking at them over 
her shoulder. Paula scowled at her. The woman’s brow 
cocked as if she’d missed something important and was 
trying to catch on. Paula rushed to her, practically nudging 
the woman into a stumble. “You’re not going to buy that, are 
you?” She pointed to the painting in front of the now wide-
eyed woman. 
Samantha winked at Logan then sidled up to Paula, 

giving the woman an apologetic smile. “Darling, we already 
have one very similar to that one, remember? Leave this 
poor woman alone so she can finish her shopping. She, too, 
is eager to have one of these priceless pieces.” Samantha 
cooed and pulled at Paula, notching up her polite English. 
“I don’t care! It’s not by Logan Delaney. I want them 

all! Do you hear me? All…of…them!” Paula stamped her 
tennis shoe against the pavement like a scorned teenager, her 
mouth dragging into a frown. 
Logan stood, too amused by the show to sit a second 

longer. She went to Paula and held out her hand. “It’s a 
pleasure to meet you.” 
Paula shoved her plate in Samantha’s grasp and took 

Logan’s hand in both of hers like a priest giving a blessing. 
“Oh no, the pleasure is all mine. Really.” She curtseyed then 
leaned forward and kissed the back of Logan’s hand. 
Logan jerked her hand away and growled under her 

breath. “Do that again and I’ll sew your pussy shut.” 
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Paula grinned as she straightened to her full height and 
winked. “How much?” 

“Excuse me?” Logan glanced over her shoulder and 
almost snickered as the “nose to the sky” woman wedged 
closer to the painting with Paula’s distraction. 

Three people had eased under the tent from the left, and 
a couple holding hands had stopped at the front, all eagerly 
checking out her artwork. 
Logan’s heart did a jolt. Paula’s little show had 

worked. 
“For everything. I want everything!” Paula dragged her 

tote bag off her shoulder and dug inside. “I’ll write you a 
check right now. Name your price!” 
“Not this one.” The first woman had cash in her hand, 

waving it around like a flag. 
“And we’d like this one,” another couple said. 
“Do you have a card? I’d love this one in a different 

color,” a single woman, who’d somehow snuck in without 
being noticed, announced from behind Logan. 
Paula gave the crowd a glare then looked back to Logan 

with a sheepish grin. She winked. “Looks like I’ll be needing 
a card as well since these vultures are going to snag your 
beautiful pieces.” 

Logan wanted to hug her. God, how she loved this 
woman. Who could ask for a better best friend? 
The next few hours swarmed into a complete haze. She 

answered questions, gave out business cards from eager 
people, boxed up paintings for buyers, and smiled. God, 
she’d never smiled so much in her life, well, not in the past 
few months, anyway. The very pit of her soul had been 
painted into every artwork, and people were buying them, 
loving them, and asking for more. 
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Finally, the crowd slimmed and she dropped into the 
chair, her heart swelled with the many compliments she’d 
received, and her mind racing with the many appointments 
she’d set up for possible new clients, for real people who 
cared about her and her artwork. 
She was scanning the few faces left on the blocked 

streets when an older woman stopped in front of her tent, 
straight silver hair tucked behind her ears, and cocked her 
head to the side. 
Logan resisted turning away, but the woman’s eyes held 

her rooted to the chair. God, they looked familiar, like she’d 
looked right into them before, though she couldn’t place 
who or where. 
She couldn’t look away from the woman as she darted 

in front of a couple who gave her a brief glare for cutting 
them off before continuing. The woman approached, her 
expression quizzical, scanning Logan’s face like she knew 
her, like she was memorizing her. 

Logan rose from her chair, suddenly nervous, and 
puzzled by the woman’s strange behavior. 
“You’re in love, though you don’t know it…but sad, and 

angry.” The woman glanced down at the last two paintings 
sitting against the easels before looking back at Logan. “You 
think you’ve lost her.” 
Logan widened her eyes, now definitely concerned. It 

wasn’t in her nature to be rude to people who acted a little 
out of their mind, but she wasn’t opposed to showing her ass 
if need be, either. She quickly glanced around, more at ease 
to see two groups of people passing her tent, and a couple 
holding hands who’d stopped to scan one of her pieces. 

“Trust me, I’m not a psycho. And it’s not over. You 
haven’t lost her…yet,” the woman said, her firm expression 
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daring Logan to challenge her theory of something she 
couldn’t possibly know. 
Logan cocked a brow, wondering if she’d said her 

thoughts about people being crazy out loud. She knew she 
hadn’t. “I’m sorry, do I know you?” 
“No, I’m afraid we’ve never met. Well, not in person 

anyway. Seems your aura matches someone else I know.” 
“My what?” Logan knew she should walk away, but she 

was too engrossed in the weird conversation not to play along. 
She chuckled. “Aura? I thought those were invisible.” 
“Not to me, they’re not…and yours is blinding.” 
“Wow. Really? Does it match my bright paintings?” 

Logan playfully looked down at her jeans. “Maybe it’s the 
hues of paint I use, confusing people who can see auras?” 
She shrugged and smiled but quickly saw the woman was 
dead serious when she didn’t share the humor. 

“I see why she likes you.” The woman grinned and 
a dimple formed in the corner of her mouth. “You’re a 
smartass. I like that.” 

Logan nodded, knowing for sure this woman had a 
screw loose. “Yeah, well, I do try.” 

The woman stepped in front of one of the paintings and 
pointed. “This one…how much?” 

Logan hesitantly moved around to the front of the 
painting and her heart dropped. How had she missed this 
very painting after walking through them all day? She 
stammered. “Um, that wasn’t supposed to, I mean, it’s not 
for sale. I was using it as a prop.” Logan lied. She’d never 
meant to bring this particular piece at all. Paula must have 
accidentally crated it along with the other paintings. Dammit, 
she should have been watching more carefully. 

“Hmmm, your aura changed. And your cheeks are 
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flushed.” The woman smiled. “She loved this one, didn’t 
she?” 
Logan took a step back, not close to liking anything 

this woman had to say anymore. Her words were eerie, and 
excessively close for comfort. There was no way a total 
stranger could know this much about her. 

Fuck! It was true. Bree had loved it, and Logan wanted 
to salvage whatever fragment of memories she could for 
as long as she could. It might seem stupid to some, but for 
some reason, this orange and purple artwork was her last 
connection to Bree—something to remind her of Bree every 
time she passed it. 

Logan chuckled and hung her head for a second. “Lady, I 
don’t know who you are, or how…” She glanced back down 
at the painting. What good would it do her to hold on to it? 
Nothing. And she knew it. Bree had gone from her life, had 
begged to be gone, and God knew Logan wanted to change 
that, but the fact still remained, anything she could have had 
with Brianna Hendricks was over, over long before it ever 
had a chance to begin and this painting wasn’t going to make 
the slightest difference to her future now. With her head held 
high, she faced the woman once again. “I’ve changed my 
mind. The painting is for sale.” 
“Splendid!” The woman swung her purse around and 

dug inside. “This will make my daughter very happy. She 
loves vibrant, bright colors.” She smiled and withdrew her 
checkbook. She began writing while Logan slowly withdrew 
the painting from the stand. Her throat tightened as she 
opened the end of the cardboard box. With a final glance at 
something Bree actually seemed to love, Logan lowered the 
artwork into the container. 
It was time to kiss the what-ifs good-bye. Time to direct 
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her attention toward the future; no more brooding about what 
probably could have never been. 
When she turned back, fighting back the lump attempting 

to choke her, the woman held out the check. Logan resisted 
telling her she hadn’t named her price, but she couldn’t. 
Whatever price was on the check didn’t matter. It was a 
check she knew she’d never cash. 
She just about managed a professional smile as she 

handed the woman the box and took the check from her 
grasp. “I hope your daughter enjoys it.” I hope she loves it 
half as much as I loved watching Bree’s expression the first 
time she saw it, how she made me think my soul on canvas 
was priceless. 

The woman patted Logan’s hand, and something sparked 
with the touch. “She will, sweetie, she will. This will open 
her eyes, for sure.” 

Logan had the urge to crawl into the woman’s arms and 
cry, to let this woman smooth down her hair and shush away 
her tears. God, what was wrong with her? She’d never been 
a sap a day in her life. 
She shook her head to wipe away the uncharacteristic 

thoughts. 
The woman gave her a concerned stare then turned 

and started down the street. The crowd had thickened once 
again. 

Logan watched the top of the woman’s head, taking 
away the last link she had to a woman she couldn’t tear from 
her mind. When the woman was out of sight, swallowed in 
the thickness of late-afternoon strollers, Logan looked down 
at the paper, which wasn’t a check at all, but a rectanglular 
sheet from a notepad. 

A single message was written across the center. 
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Love is priceless. 

Logan jerked back around and struggled to find her, but 
there was no sign of silver hair. Her heart scampered against 
her ribs and she could barely breathe as she desperately 
searched for the stranger. 
Dammit, she’d just given away the last shard of Bree. 

Of love. 
She took a step into the street, but there was no sign of 

her. 
“Hey, Ms. High and Mighty Artist, you ready for that 

celebration dinner?” Paula snapped Logan from her trance. 
When Logan didn’t immediately respond, Paula followed 
her gaze. “What is it?” 
Logan shook her head. “Nothing.” She turned back to 

the almost empty tent. “Let’s get this show packed up.” 
Paula turned around. “Oh yeah, what, you want to take 

the concrete home with you? There’s only one painting left, 
which you’re going to give me because you love me so 
much.” She gave Logan a joker smile. 

Logan managed a grin when her heart was aching. “Deal. 
And I owe you a drink for that little show. You’re amazing.” 
She folded an empty easel and propped it against the table. 
“Amazing? Really? Don’t recall ever being called 

amazing when sex wasn’t involved.” Paula followed suit 
and started folding easels. “I think I should get two drinks 
for that accomplishment.” 
Logan laughed, and though it felt real, it wasn’t. She 

wasn’t sure anything would be real from this day forward. 
She’d lost love, and Bree, and met a woman who’d read 
something in her that shouldn’t be known to another living 
soul. Yet the stranger had known Logan, and knew her heart 
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was a tangled mess, something she’d been hiding from 
everyone. 

“Two it is.” 
“Cool. And then you can tell me who, or what, put a 

frown on your face today after this magnificent turnout.” 
“I guess I’m just feeling a bit numb at the speed this all 

took off. Like all this is a dream from which I’ll wake up 
disappointed,” Logan lied. 
She didn’t want to share what was in her mind, what was 

lacking from her heart. Those things needed to stay sheltered 
for now, and the less she talked about them, the longer she 
could keep from falling apart. God knew, she wasn’t too far 
from stepping into the dark abyss, a place she’d never been 
in her life. 

Dammit, she’d missed her chance, and might never 
have it again. 
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ChaPTer ThirTeen 

Three hours later, Logan pulled herself onto a barstool 
at their favorite nightclub, ready to drink herself 

into oblivion, anything to drive Bree, once and for all, from 
her mind. 

Logan inwardly smiled at the thought. There was no 
drinking the matchmaker away. Bree’s sexy image had 
embedded itself too deeply in her mind, and seemed to be 
stuck there for the long haul. 
With the thundering rock music blaring from the 

speakers, Logan sighed and resigned herself to the fact that 
everything would be okay. Even if she never saw her again, 
life would move forward, and she was a better person for 
having known her, for having kissed her, for having almost 
fucked her. 

The days ahead of her would make her the woman 
she’d wanted to be all along, and she was proud of herself 
for her achievements, even if they took her much longer than 
necessary. 
Paula waved her hand for the bartender and swiveled 

the stool around to face Logan. “What’s your pleasure, pouty 
face? Shot of vodka, whiskey…a whole fucking bottle of 
each?” She grinned and turned to face Vanessa, the owner, 

• 139 • 



 

 


	

larkin rose 

who doubled as bartender for the crowded Saturday nights. 
Although not tall, she dominated the bar with her Goth 
makeup and short, straight black hair that glimmered blue 
beneath the arc of strobe lights. 
“What’ll it be, sexy?” Vanessa winked at Paula, her dark 

brown eyes almost black in the dimly lit room. 
Paula leaned forward until she was nose-to-nose with 

Vanessa, who didn’t bat an eye at having her personal space 
invaded. “You, spread eagle, on this bar top.” 
Vanessa slicked her tongue out and ran it across Paula’s 

lower lip. “You couldn’t handle me, spitfire. I growl and 
bite like hell, and mark the shit out of my territory.” Vanessa 
chomped her teeth together. 
“Ouch…don’t tease me, witch.” Paula backed away 

and slapped a twenty on the counter. “Logan here needs a 
celebratory bottle of vodka. As of today she’s San Fran’s 
hottest new artist.” She clapped Logan on the back. 
Vanessa took the money and turned toward Logan. 

“Weren’t you that already? God knows you’ve left a trail of 
broken hearts all across this city.” She winked with thickened 
black lashes and moved away from the counter only to return 
within seconds with a bottle of Absolut. 
“Go easy on the shots…and the women.” Vanessa set 

three shot glasses on the counter and moved to another 
patron. 

“The parking around here is fucking ridiculous.” 
Samantha sidled up to the bar between Logan and Paula and 
sighed. She glanced at the bottle and then the glasses. With 
a grunt, she picked up the bottle and turned her back to the 
padded edge of the counter. She hung an arm over each of 
them. “Okay, ladies, tonight we’re going to get drunk as shit, 
and tomorrow we’re going to regret every sip while sucking 
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down BC Powder and nursing hellacious hangovers. God, 
don’t you just love life?” 
They all laughed, no doubt remembering the effects of 

their nights out, how reckless they could be with a designated 
driver. Sam led the way to a table near the dance floor, where 
the crowd was always thick with onlookers. 

Logan swung a chair around and straddled it, looking 
over the dancers. She recognized several women, most of 
whom had a notch in her bedpost, although there were a few 
new faces and some she hadn’t had the pleasure of getting 
around to yet. 

Why, suddenly, did she have no desire to seduce one 
home to her bed? Wasn’t she going to forget tonight? Wasn’t 
she going to drink away all those erotic images from her 
mind and make a fresh start? 
Wouldn’t taking someone home be falling right back 

into the old game she’d vowed to leave behind? 
Sam scooted her chair back and pointed toward the 

poolroom. “That one wants to fuck you right here, Logan. 
Can’t you feel her undressing you right now, slipping her 
hands into those tighty-whites to finger fuck you?” 
Logan flicked the briefest of glances to the sexy blonde 

leaned against the doorjamb, one of her booted feet kicked 
back against the wall, holding the cue stick against her body 
in a seductive pose, then quickly turned away, resisting the 
urge to look again at the gorgeous woman watching her. She 
took a sip from the glass Paula handed her then grinned at 
Sam. “Not every woman in this bar is here to fuck someone 
like you, you sex maniac.” 
Sam downed her shot and slammed the glass onto the 

table. “You’re right, not every woman is, but that one sure 
is, and she’s got her sights trained on you, baby.” She tapped 
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her empty glass and looked at Paula with her eyebrow raised, 
telling her she was ready for another. 
“Damn, you’re a bottomless pit.” Paula groaned and 

poured two more shots. She looked toward the poolroom 
and spotted the woman in question. “Hot damn. If you don’t 
do her, I sure as hell will.” 

Logan shrugged and turned up her glass. The liquor 
burned a delightful path down her throat, heating her nerves 
within seconds. “Have at it.” 
Sam gave her a quizzical stare and looked over her 

shoulder at Paula. “Am I hearing this right? Did she just 
toss her sloppy leftovers in your lap?” She turned back to 
Logan. “What’s up with this shit? You sell a bunch of damn 
paintings, thanks to me and my sidekick over here, and now 
you’re too good for the free pussy in this bar?” 
Paula chuckled then gave a flirty wink to a woman 

cutting around their table. Logan followed her gaze. The 
woman’s skirt was hiked up her leg, showing way more skin 
than should be allowed without her standing on a corner. 

Logan almost cringed with her mental statement. Hell, 
she used to carry women home dressed just like her and 
it didn’t matter what they were wearing, the clothes were 
normally shed within minutes of slamming the door behind 
her. 
She took a look around and noticed most of the women 

were dressed identically, almost like a uniform, showing as 
much cleavage as humanly possible without being X-rated, 
carrying their drink of choice, and all of them, without 
exception, wore a fuck me smile on their faces. 

Had she really found them sexy? Or appealing? Why? 
With a sigh, she shook off the thoughts. Today’s 

adventure had marked her somehow. Tomorrow would 
be different. She’d wake up in the arms of a stranger, she 
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wouldn’t know her name, and she wouldn’t care, and then 
life would continue, just like that. Simple. 
“Truth or dare,” Sam announced and spun her chair 

around to face the table. 
Logan turned to look at her, already seeing the 

mischievous grin spreading across Paula’s face. Their little 
game had landed them more fucks than either of them could 
count. God, they were pigs, plucking women from these 
very surroundings, taking them home to fuck all night, then 
shooing them away come morning light, all on a dare. 
Had she been that kind of person? With Sam’s watchful 

eyes, she knew she had. 
Suddenly, Logan wasn’t in the mood to play. “Truth.” 
“Pussy!” Samantha downed another shot and instantly 

set her glass in front of Paula with another impatient tap-tap. 
“Hurry, fill me up so I can tolerate her for the next few hours. 
She’s out of her mind stupid tonight.” 

Logan grinned and crossed her arms across the top of 
the chair. “Truth.” 
Sam rolled her eyes and sank back against her chair. 

“You’re killing me! What’s happened to my Logan, the 
player?” 
“She’s waiting for Samantha to get her thumb out of her 

ass so she can ask the question.” Paula slid the shot glass 
across the table and Logan grabbed it just before it reached 
the edge. She downed the contents with a hiss as the fire 
scorched her mouth and throat. 
“Fine! Pussy.” Sam leaned forward. “When was the first 

time—” 
“Hold up! I got this one.” Paula scanned Logan’s face 

and then cocked her head. “Why are you being such a 
coward? Why don’t you call her?” 
Logan squinted, then glared before she looked away. 
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The strobe lights pulsed around the room, highlighting the 
dancers wedged against each other, their bodies grinding to 
the sensual beat. 
“Ooh, someone hit a sore spot. Do tell.” Sam grabbed 

the bottle, refilled the glass, then nudged Logan’s arm. “Here, 
drink this first. I want the juicy stuff, like, who we’re talking 
about.” 
“No one.” Logan downed the shot and attempted to steer 

her away from this topic before it had time to take root. 
“Brianna Hendricks,” Paula said. 
“Shut up.” Logan ground her teeth and gave Paula a 

glare. 
“The matchmaker? Bree Hendricks?” Sam looked 

between Logan and Paula. “Stop glaring at each other and 
fucking tell me.” 

“Logan here has a crush on her.” 
Logan shook her head and looked toward the poolroom 

doorway. The blonde was angled over the table, a luscious 
ass filling out a pair of Levi’s very sweetly. She looked up 
before her shot and trapped Logan in her sights. Her eyes 
told Logan she wanted alone time with her, told her what 
she’d do with her in that time, what she wanted Logan to do 
to her. 
Logan looked away and refilled the glass, downed the 

contents then refilled it again. “I don’t have a damn crush.” 
“Yes, you do. You’ve been pining over her for months 

now.” 
“Brianna Hendricks…seriously?” Sam cocked her foot 

into the chair and sighed. “Well, you sure know how to 
pick ’em. Sweetie, you know she has like a fucking famous 
lawyer girlfriend, right? Been together for like a year or 
something. I’m talking major bigwig butch who’s feisty as 
hell in a courtroom. Natalie something or another.” 
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Logan snapped around to face Sam. She’d heard that 
name before. Where? From Bree? No. She would have 
remembered a woman’s name rolling off that tongue. Not 
Bree. 

While concentrating hard on when and where she’d 
heard that name, she refilled her glass twice more, searching 
the deepest part of her memory for a clue. 

In the coat closet, Bree’s assistant had interrupted their 
kiss, to announce Natalie had landed and they were still on 
for the night. 
Motherfucker, the bitch had a goddamn girlfriend. She’d 

had one the whole time Logan was making an ass out of 
herself trying to seduce her. Fuck if she hadn’t been making 
a fool out of herself and hadn’t even known it. 
Logan downed another shot, already feeling woozy from 

the effects, and resisted clawing at her skin. The odor on 
Bree that night had been real, and she’d been right. Bree had 
come straight from one bed, searching for another. Logan’s 
breath caught in her throat along with the lingering aroma of 
sex and classy perfume that haunted her still. 
She glared at Paula, not sure whether to hurl herself 

across the table and beat her to a pulp, or give her a knuckle 
shake for finding a way to unveil something Logan had 
buried deep in her subconscious because she couldn’t face 
the truth. Paula was looking at something over Logan’s 
shoulder. Logan turned to see who had captured her attention 
and found the blonde smiling down at her like a fucking fairy 
godmother, sparkling sky blue eyes making all the promises 
Logan needed. 

Lord help her, she was going to fuck up, and she knew 
it. She was without willpower to refuse such a beautiful 
invitation, even though no invitation had yet been given. 
There didn’t have to be one; it was written in her eyes. 
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And right now, she desperately wanted Bree out of her 
mind, for good. 

“Would you dance with me?” 
Logan took another shot and rose from her chair. “I’d 

love to.” 
The woman took her hand and led her into the thick 

of the crowd. Sam hooted and catcalled from behind them, 
though Logan ignored her. 

Make me forget, beautiful. Seduce me, please. 
Logan wedged herself against the woman then took 

her arms and draped them around her neck. No use wasting 
time getting to the point. Tonight, she was going to fuck this 
woman, and tonight, she would force Bree out of her mind 
while making someone else come by her hands. 
The two-timing bitch didn’t deserve a single space in 

her thoughts. Not anymore. 
Logan moved with the beat, leading the dance, seducing, 

being seduced, until they’d maneuvered themselves into the 
corner where the large speakers blared and thumped against 
the floor. 
When one song ended and another began, Logan took the 

woman’s hand and led her down the narrow hallway leading 
to the restrooms and another back room, a place Logan had 
been many times, where most couples entertained their one-
night stands. 
Just before she reached the open door, where the hall 

was the darkest, where the music trembled through the wood 
paneling, she turned. Before she could talk herself out of 
what she knew she was about to do, she wedged the woman 
against the wall and captured her lips, delving her tongue 
deep inside her mouth, tasting spearmint gum, and inhaling 
tropical aromas of tequila and pineapple. 
The combination was usually arousing, but tonight it 
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was nauseating. She grabbed the woman’s legs and wrapped 
them around her hips. 

The woman’s moan resounded like a gun shot in the 
center of pounding drums, a little offbeat, but unmistakable. 
Logan circled her hips, grinding mechanically against the 
blonde’s crotch, seeking relief and absolution. 
She shut her mind off and released the kiss, trailing a 

wet path over her cheek and jaw, down her throat, into the 
vee of her cleavage. 

“Oh, God, yes!” the woman panted. 
Please fuck me, Logan. I need you inside me. Logan 

jerked back and stared into the woman’s face, knowing the 
voice inside her head wasn’t real, but God, it sure sounded 
real. The woman’s lips were parted and her head was thrown 
back, caught up in the erotic moment. 
Logan looked around, but there was no one there but the 

two of them. She turned back to the chore, to what would 
make her forget, and tore at the woman’s blouse with her 
teeth. She needed flesh against her mouth, the woman’s 
nipple hardening against her tongue…she needed to stop, 
and she knew it. None of this felt remotely right. 

It’s a long story, and that relationship is now over. 
Logan gasped and stepped back. The woman wobbled on 
unsteady legs for a second, then focused on Logan. Let me 
explain. 

“I gotta go. I’m sorry.” Logan turned and darted from 
the hallway. She cut a path through the crowded dance floor 
and beelined for her table. She slapped her hand on the table 
to break up Sam and Paula’s conversation. “Take me home. 
Now.” 

Without waiting, she parted a group of women then 
shoved through the front door. Fresh air impaled her lungs as 
she sucked in a breath and looked around. The streets were 
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empty save for the cars parked against the curbs and a few 
patrons standing on the sidewalk for a smoke. 
Paula came barreling out behind her. “What the hell was 

that all about?” 
“Nothing. Just take me home, okay?” Logan walked to 

her truck and waited for her to beep the doors unlocked. She 
crawled inside and stared out the window, suddenly feeling 
nauseous. 
After a quiet ride home, she finally stumbled up the 

stairs to her loft, woozy from too many shots of vodka, a 
few extra to kick out the images of Bree tormenting her 
mind, the ones that hadn’t worked. She kicked off her shoes 
and listened for Paula’s truck to pull away from the curb, 
no doubt after checking to make sure Logan had locked the 
door. Paula knew her well. 
She shucked out of her overshirt and tank top, then 

blurrily made her way toward the bedroom but stalled when 
the vacant walls grabbed her attention. 

Empty. Everything looked so empty, matching the way 
she felt inside. Hollow, and blank, yet determined to forget. 
Something she couldn’t do for the life of her. 

One space in particular snagged her attention like a 
magnet. She made her way to the wall and laid her hand 
against the vacant space. Bree’s hand had been here, right 
in this very spot, fingering Logan’s very soul splattered on 
canvas. 
She let her hand linger, remembering Bree’s sweet scent, 

those eyes telling Logan she wanted more. 
With hot tears stinging her eyes, she put her back against 

the wall and slid down. With her arms dangling over her 
knees, she hung her head…defeated. 
What a moron she was. Bree had come back for her. 

She may have given up someone else to be with Logan. 
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And Logan hadn’t believed enough. Hadn’t trusted Bree or 
her own instinct. Hadn’t believed there might be another 
innocent explanation for the perfume on Bree’s skin. And as 
for the smell of sex—they’d probably both reeked of sexual 
pheromones after their phone sex. She had only herself 
to blame. She’d driven away the one woman she wanted, 
needed, above all others. And now it was too late to put 
things right. 

But was it too late? 
That crazy woman, the one who took the painting, had 

said some really weird things amongst all that mumbo jumbo 
about auras. “You think you’ve lost her” and “you haven’t 
lost her…yet” were two of the statements that had stuck in 
her mind. 

Logan closed her eyes and pictured the woman’s face— 
her eyes, her smile. And suddenly, everything made sense. 
All the fragments of the jigsaw fell into place. How had she 
not seen it? The silver haired woman was Bree’s mother. 
Logan’s heart jolted in her chest. The woman had bought the 
painting for her daughter—Bree. She would recognize it and 
know where her mother got it. 

Then what? 
What would Bree do? Would she come? Was Logan 

ready for her? 
Dammit, what had she done? 

• 149 •
	




	• 150 •
	




	

The Pleasure Planner 

ChaPTer FourTeen 

What am I doing? 
Bree fidgeted in her seat wishing herself 

anywhere but here while her mother bounced around the 
room, high on life, and the fact that she’d finally coerced 
Bree into a blind date after weeks of begging. 
She hadn’t been on a date with anybody since the 

disastrous evening with Logan six months previously. The 
memory of their heated exchange in the restaurant parking 
lot spooled through her mind in vivid fast moving pictures. 
They’d gotten so close, so fucking close to doing it right 
there on the hood of her Lotus. 
Maybe if she’d had the courage to go on, and they’d 

finished what they started, she’d have gotten Logan out 
of her system. But her innate sense of fairness meant she 
needed to break with Natalie before committing to Logan, 
before fucking Logan, and that had been her undoing. 

Fuck! Why had she resurrected that particular memory 
when she was finally getting her life back on track? She 
hadn’t thought about Logan for days. The longing and 
the pain were fading treacherously slowly. Not nearly fast 
enough for Bree’s self-assurance, but fading, nevertheless. 
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Here she sat beside a woman she didn’t know, and didn’t 
want to know, who’d been smiling like a lunatic from the 
second her mother escorted her into the house. According 
to her mother’s comprehensive introduction, she was an 
orthodontist with her own practice, suave in her posture, and 
gorgeous as hell. And Bree had felt nothing when she shook 
the woman’s hand. Not even a tiny spark of heat, or a fluttering 
of an irregular heartbeat. She desperately wanted her pussy 
to clench with eye contact, wanted something to stir in her 
gut, needed desperately to feel something, Godammit. 
Yet, there’d been absolutely nothing and, even an hour 

later still, there was nothing. 
Sure, she possessed everything Bree looked for and 

wanted in a woman. Dependence, gentlemanly ways, and 
good looks. The looks were always a must, though she didn’t 
know she’d become so superficial until she’d found herself 
comparing every woman she passed on the streets to Logan. 
Yet compared to Logan this woman had nothing Bree wanted 
at all. Logan had been the one, her soul mate, and she knew 
it, and it had driven her fucking crazy for months wondering 
how, or why, when they were so obviously unsuited in every 
respect. 

Bree shook her head to halt the thoughts from imploding 
her mind once again. No use dwelling on what could never 
be, and the fact still remained, there never really had been, 
and never would be, anything with Logan. For a few brief 
moments, there was something hot and breathless between 
them, but whatever it was, evaporated like the morning mist 
long ago and the sooner she nailed that evidence to her mind 
the better off she’d be. 
“Here, sweetie, have a bite of this.” Bree’s mother all 

but pushed a dish of ranch dip into her hands and smiled. 
Behind those eyes rested determination and something 

• 152 •
	



 

 


	

The Pleasure Planner 

else, something Bree couldn’t read. Her mother was up to 
something and she couldn’t work out what or why, only that 
she needed to be on her guard. 
Bree took the bowl and placed it on the table. 

“Thanks.” 
“Don’t mention it.” Her mother winked and scurried 

away to another table where a woman and a man chatted 
quietly. 
Love resonated between them. Soft and simple, yet 

radiantly obvious. 
“Can I get you something else to drink?” her date, Toni, 

asked. 
Bree turned around and forced herself to look directly 

at Toni, not through her like she’d been doing. She was 
charming, and again, gorgeous, and Bree suddenly wanted to 
smack that wide smile from her face, to shout from the rafters 
that she wasn’t available or anybody’s sex toy, although the 
woman’s eyes said she wanted Bree to be just that—hers. 
“No, thank you.” Bree turned completely around to face 

her, determined to give the woman her attention if it was the 
last thing she did tonight. She owed it to herself and to her 
mother to give her all, even if her all was only a fraction of 
what she could have given months ago. 
“So, tell me more about yourself.” Switching on her 

business persona, which she used to good effect when 
extracting information from her clients, Bree picked up a 
chip and dipped into the cream. 
That damn smile widened, if that were possible. Her 

perfect teeth were almost blinding they were so white, 
unnaturally white. “I’m a nature girl. I love the outdoors, 
hiking, sports, camping, and especially the mountains in 
winter.” 

Bree mentally shuddered and had to force a smile onto 
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her face. She wasn’t any of those things. She hadn’t been 
camping in a tent since her father, God rest his soul, begged 
her to at least experience the outdoors, once. Sharing her 
sleeping bag with critters was not her idea of fun, nor was 
hiking until her legs quivered, or freezing her socks off on 
some ice climbing or skiing jaunt. She was a city girl through 
and through, and curling up on the couch with a movie to 
watch someone else venture into the wilderness was about 
as close as she wanted to get to the outdoors. 
“How about you?” Toni draped her arm across the back 

of Bree’s chair, already trying to stake her claim on the 
prize—the prize she wouldn’t be getting. 

“I’m not an outdoorsy kind of girl, and I hate anything 
creepy, but I love feeding the pigeons in McLaren Park and 
sometimes walk barefoot through the grass, though I’m game 
for just about anything.” Bree lied. She had no intentions of 
doing anything that involved hiking boots or sporty water 
bottles. 
As the thought wove through her mind, Logan flashed in 

her thoughts. If Logan wanted her to venture into the creepy 
nights of some wooded terrain, would she go? Yes, dammit, 
she would. Hell, at this point in time, she’d follow the bitch 
into the pits of hell and burn for all of eternity just to finish 
what she wanted so fucking bad to finish. 
She wanted to fuck Logan, wanted to be fucked by her, 

and then, maybe then, she could drive all images from her 
mind. Right? 
Fuck, no. It’d only be the beginning of the end, and she 

knew it. 
“You don’t strike me as a person afraid of creepy 

crawlies.” Toni’s downcast eyes betrayed her lie. 
However, her smile widened once again and she leaned 

toward Bree. “I bet I could change your mind. Maybe we 
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could take a trip into the mountains one weekend and put it 
to the test.” 
Bree grinned and shrugged. “I guess I could be 

convinced.” Not! Especially with this woman. And what 
was all the fake grinning about? She couldn’t even flirt with 
a woman anymore. She sounded stupid, and she knew it, 
could hear the miserable attempts. 
“You would be, I promise.” Toni’s fingers trailed 

across Bree’s back, lingering at the nape of her neck, before 
continuing across her shoulder. 
Bree felt the urge to leap from the seat, but controlled the 

impulse. Only another hour of this self-inflicting bullshit and 
she could call it a night, and never, ever, allow her mother 
to con her into matchmaking games again. She should have 
known better, though she seriously wanted there to be some 
kind of connection, even if only a sexual one. 

Right now, she’d take a hard fuck over the images that 
were slowly pushing their way back into her mind. Jesus, 
this was ridiculous, and stupid. It was over, long before it 
ever began, so what the fuck was her problem? Why couldn’t 
she just walk away from the whole thing without clinging to 
something that never was? 

And here she was again, questioning the same fucked 
up questions she’d promised herself she’d never ask again. 
“Sorry to interrupt, but I wanted to show off my new 

artwork I’ve finally had hung,” her mother announced from 
the threshold of the dining room. 
She turned and headed into the other room, and the 

couple sitting closest to Bree and Toni rose from their seats 
in pursuit. 
Bree pushed away from the table, almost too quickly. 

She needed to get away from this woman, her cool manners, 
and that damn over-bright smile. 
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As she followed the previous couple into the room, she 
could feel Toni hot on her heels, her hand resting on the 
small of her back like she was already a prized possession. 
That simple gesture normally made Bree cream her panties, 
made her yearn for a fuck. Right now, she wanted to turn in 
the woman’s grasp and scream at her, that she was not going 
to fuck her, or date her, or go tromping in any woods with 
her, that she wanted her to swipe that stupid smile from her 
face because it was nauseating. Instead, she stiffened and 
continued into the room. 
Her breath caught and hung in her throat like a thick 

wedge of cotton wool as she caught sight of the painting 
tucked beside her mother’s oak hutch. 
There, in those bright orange and purple hues, was 

the very painting she’d fallen in love with in Logan’s 
apartment. 

Her insides churned, her throat tightened, and her pussy 
clenched. She wasn’t aware she’d gasped until faces turned 
around, all eyes pinned on her like she was a highlighted 
exhibit. 

Her mother giggled. “I had the very same reaction the 
first time I saw it, too, dear. It just has that kind of effect on 
you, like it grabs hold and won’t let you go, no matter how 
hard you try.” 

What was this picture doing here? How had her mother 
acquired it? What made Logan decide to sell? Bree was so 
mesmerized by the merging colors that she was unaware that 
Toni had sidled up to her side until she felt a heavy arm 
drape across her shoulders. 
A sob was trapped in her chest. She could feel it like a 

heavy weight bearing down on her. She looked to her mother 
who watched with knowing eyes. 
How could she possibly know? How could anyone 
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possibly know the torment raging through her? But with 
those glimmering eyes, she knew her mother knew, that 
she’d known all along. 

Her mother nodded then she angled her head, the gesture 
that silently told Bree it was okay, and that she understood. 
“It’s amazing,” Bree said as she looked back to the 

painting. “Where’d you get it?” 
“At an art show, a few months ago. The artist was selling 

everything, making a new beginning.” Her mother took a 
loving look at the painting. “I was just biding my time to 
hang it, for the perfect timing.” 
Bree narrowed her eyes, looking between her mother 

and the painting. She shifted to her other foot, fighting the 
leaden arm tugging her shoulder down, and the need to get 
answers to questions she had no right to ask. 

Toni snuggled into her side as if Bree’s movement had 
beckoned her. She resisted pulling away and allowed Toni to 
pull her deeper into the crook of her arm. As she stared at the 
sign that she’d allowed something, love, lust, an incredible 
need, pass her by, she wished for something more, that she 
could look up at Toni and want her, want any part of what 
she had to offer. 

It was useless to wish for anything more than the hopeless 
longing for Logan. Logan was the one, and somehow, some 
way, Bree had allowed the chance of happiness to glide right 
through her fingers. Yet even with the notion that she’d been 
as close to love as she might ever get, she also knew from 
common sense alone that whatever Logan had to offer, was 
far less than she was willing to settle for. The lust, the need, 
the indescribable want, was all a figment of her imagination, 
and Logan couldn’t give her what she truly needed—all of 
herself. 
She suddenly felt utterly alone. Her life, her career, it 
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was all spent pleasing everyone else but herself. Would it 
be like that for the rest of her life? With dread, she knew it 
would be. She wasn’t destined to have love for some reason, 
and the painting, standing like a symbol of her loss against 
the tan walls, was nothing but a mockery to her personal 
confession. 

Could she live with the way things were? Could she live 
knowing love was in her past, and might never be in her 
future? 

Toni nudged her and Bree snapped out of her thoughts. 
She looked up to see that pathetic bright smile and felt her 
heart jam in her chest. 

Whatever she could have with Logan, however small, 
however miniscule, was more than she’d ever find in the arms 
of this remarkable woman, and she wanted it desperately. 
“Shall we go back to the tables for some dinner?” Her 

mother moved away from the painting while Bree was held 
rooted by the bright hypnotic symbol. 

There it was, a sign of regret, a sign of what might have 
been, a sign of what would never be, standing out like a 
beacon, and Bree willed time to fly by so she could get away, 
to think, to dwell in her thoughts. 

Finally, she looked away and wove her way through the 
tables, avoiding eye contact with a woman she knew wanted 
to take her home, to do things to her body she only wanted 
Logan to do. 
Should she? Could she? Wouldn’t a night in this woman’s 

arms at least take away the images? Or would it enhance 
them, make her compare, and need more? 

As Toni helped Bree into her seat, she knew a night with 
her would only infuse the need already thick in her veins, and 
would be a waste of precious time, no matter how satisfying 
it could be. Logan, and only Logan, could put out this fire, 
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the same fire ignited in a fucking coat closet. Would it ever 
go away? Or would she forever want what she never had a 
chance to have? 

When her mother took away her half-empty plate, Bree 
almost wept. The night was over, and now she’d have to 
make her excuses and go home—alone. 
“You barely nibbled anything on this plate, sweetie. Are 

you feeling okay?” Her mother stared down at Bree with 
concerned eyes. 
“I just wasn’t that hungry.” Bree avoided those 

sympathetic eyes and reached for the napkin. “Besides, you 
put enough food on my plate to feed half of San Francisco.” 

“You’re always hungry…always.” Her mother chuckled. 
“By the way, what’d you really think about my new painting? 
The artist was very cute, and just your type of artist—a 
newbie. Her aura was…like yours.” 

Bree glanced up at her, the softly spoken words etched 
with double meaning. How could she possible know? Shit. 
Her mother always knew. Somehow, she just always knew. 

The look suddenly made her angry. Logan was a player, 
fucking women simply for laughs and giggles. She was not 
the kind of woman Bree could spend the rest of her life 
trying to tame. She shook her head, then pushed away from 
the table. “Her aura couldn’t possibly resemble mine, but I 
wish her much success with her new beginning.” 

Her mother grinned as Bree stepped around the chair. 
Toni jumped up and stood beside Bree, that sickening smile 
dominating her face. Jesus, could the woman just fucking 
stop smiling like a deranged fool? It was almost grotesque, 
and a total turnoff, though Bree was sure any other woman 
would have already dragged her out, probably fucked her in 
the car on the ride home. 
She wished for a split second that she found this woman 
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appealing, that she’d want to fuck her as much as she wanted 
to fuck Logan, but knew the notion was impossible. 

Only one woman could end this torture, and that woman 
was somewhere in this town, possibly fucking someone else 
right this very second. 

Bree hugged her mother and whispered, “Thanks for 
tonight. Sorry it didn’t work out.” 
Her mother gave her a squeeze and pressed her mouth 

against Bree’s ear. “It worked out perfectly, exactly the way 
I planned.” 
And Bree knew she was telling the truth. Somehow, her 

mother knew this night would be a fluke, that the woman 
who was every bit her type, wasn’t her type at all, and that 
tonight would prove to Bree that she was searching in the 
wrong places all along. 

Bree excused herself and allowed Toni to escort her to 
the car. Now, she had to let her down easy. 

“Would you like to go for some coffee?” Toni edged her 
hip against the car. 
“No, but thank you for some great conversation.” Bree 

smiled, knowledge of where she was going when she left 
here making her heart flutter. 
Logan. She was going after Logan. And she was going 

to fuck her until neither one of them could walk, and when 
she was done, she was going to drive herself home, and then, 
and only then, would she have Logan Delaney completely 
out of her veins. 

Toni leaned closer, her face masking something trying 
to be suave. “I could make the conversation more interesting, 
if you’d let me.” 

Bree almost laughed. The woman was pathetic, and 
desperate. Something devilish took over her mind as she 
stared at that hilarious Clorox smile. “I appreciate the offer, 
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Toni, but right now, I have a woman waiting for me across 
town who I’m going to fuck…all…night…long.” 
Toni’s eyes widened and the smile vanished, finally, 

from her face. 
Bree ducked into the car and revved the motor. Without 

looking back, she backed out of the driveway, her mind on a 
one-way streak to hell, and she couldn’t wait to get there. 

Twenty minutes later, she stared at the oak door of 
Logan’s apartment, willing herself to get out of the car and 
take that leap of faith. Behind the door, up two flights of 
stairs, housed the woman she wanted to rip apart. Every 
image imaginable flitted through her mind as her heart 
raced. 

This was so out of character, totally removed from 
the sane person she’d claimed herself to be all these years. 
So what was she doing hanging around outside Logan’s 
apartment like a lovesick teen once again, wanting to burst 
through those doors and climb those stairs two steps at a 
time, then fling herself into those strong arms, for nothing 
more than a one-night fuck? That’s all Logan could offer her, 
and she knew it. 
Her stomach churned with renewed tension. She wasn’t 

the sort of person to take the initiative like that. Nor was 
the person on the third floor the type of woman she’d ever 
wanted. 

And now Logan was everything she wanted, everything 
she desired. Fuck, how was this possible? 
She took a deep breath, willing her heart to settle before 

it burst through her chest, and opened the door. The night 
breeze caressed her cheek and whipped through the strands 
of her hair as she stepped onto the sidewalk and approached 
the door. 

“Just do it,” Bree whispered to herself. The words 
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were anything but calming. In fact, hearing them made her 
weaker. 
With determination, she brushed the hair back from her 

face and straightened. With one last deep breath, she looked 
at the buttons lining the right of the door. 
A half sob rumbled through her chest as she read the 

new label for the first floor. 
Forever Moments Magazine. 
Logan had done it. She’d put her grandparents’ love 

back into operation. Was this the new beginning her mother 
had talked about? Of course it was, though Bree wasn’t sure 
how she knew, and right now, she didn’t care. 
She pushed the button for the third floor and heard the 

buzzer from somewhere above her. 
When nothing stirred, she pushed the button once again, 

now shifting from one foot to the other. Her heart rammed 
steadily against her chest as she waited, begging her nerves 
to settle. 

When no sounds came, she tried the door handle and 
was surprised to find it locked. She pushed the buzzer once 
again and took a step back, staring up to the third floor for 
any sign of life, terrified Logan would appear behind the 
window, and another face as well. She didn’t think she could 
stand to be proven a fool tonight. 
But nothing appeared in the glass above her, not even 

a single light. Logan wasn’t home. Why would she be? It 
was Friday and she was probably in the arms of another, on 
a dance floor somewhere twirling a lover around to some 
sexy beat. 
The thought was unbearable. 
Bree turned dejectedly back to her car, feeling foolish, 

and lacking the common sense her mother raised her to have. 
With one last glance back at the top floor, she let one last 
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image of Logan fill her mind, and promised herself it would 
be the last. 

It was time to move on, no matter what the future held. 
She could be proud of Logan from afar, right where she knew 
she needed to be. 

By the time she drove onto her street, she was feeling 
better, even if she knew the night would bring more virtual 
images of Logan. She knew it was best this way, no matter 
how much she’d hoped Logan would have opened that door. 
It was past time to put this bullshit behind her. Whatever the 
emotions were, they needed to be put to rest. 
With an affirmative smile, she parked the car in the 

driveway and got out. She beeped the doors locked and 
looked up into the night sky. The moon was bright, lighting 
her street and surrounding houses in dull white light. 
She closed her eyes for a brief minute and let the breeze 

calm her, allowed the moment to get her senses back, and to 
push Logan far into the recesses of her mind. Logan would 
always be there, but that was okay. 
Tomorrow was a new day and she would make the best 

of it. She always did. It’s how she operated. And the next day 
would be even better, followed by a third. Eventually, Logan 
would be nothing more than a fond memory. 
Bree opened her eyes and stared at the North Star. 

“Star light, star bright, I beg you for this wish tonight.” She 
mentally wished for happiness and love then blew a kiss to 
the sky. 

“I wonder how many people have wished on that star 
tonight.” 
Bree whipped around, automatically taking a step back, 

and found Logan perched on her front porch steps like a 
barbarian goddess, her elbows resting on her denim-clad legs, 
those eyes raking over Bree like unseen, probing fingers. 

• 163 • 




	• 164 •
	



 


	

The Pleasure Planner 

ChaPTer FiFTeen 

Logan couldn’t breathe. For the first time in her life, 
just the sight of a woman had her frozen, and aroused, yet 
confused but willing to stand her ground instead of walking 
away to avoid the whole confrontation. She demanded her 
body move from its sitting position, for her mind to stop 
undressing every inch of Bree, and her heart to stop slamming 
in her chest. 
The emotions invading her were incredible, unlike 

anything she’d ever felt in her life. She wanted to go to 
Bree, to drag her into her arms and kiss her until she begged 
for breath. Then she wanted to strip her naked and fuck her 
until she’d made up for every night they’d been apart, ten, a 
hundred times over. 

But Bree only stood and stared, making Logan wonder 
what the hell she was doing here, why she ever thought 
this was a good idea. She suddenly felt totally naked, open, 
and vulnerable. Did Bree know that she was coming apart 
one stitch at a time? Could Bree detect from her haggard 
breathing how frenetically her heart pumped in her chest, 
or that Logan’s body was overheating just from the sight of 
the gorgeous woman standing immobile in front of her? Did 
Bree know how bad she wanted her? How her pussy, now 
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flooded with hot juices, pulsed with a need that demanded 
immediate satisfaction? 
Bree seemed to come back to herself. She drew in a 

sigh, but never moved. “What are you doing here?” Her 
voice quivered, giving away her emotions, but nothing, no 
clue to her feelings. 

What was she doing here? Hadn’t she already asked 
herself that very question over and over while sitting in the 
dark? To see Bree, to talk to her…to fuck her? Definitely all 
of the above, and not necessarily in that order. 
The pressure of the book in her lap drew her back to 

the real reason she was here. Her creation, complete and 
beautifully bound, was why she’d been sitting on Bree’s 
stoop for more than two hours while her imagination ran riot 
of where Bree had been, who she was with, if she’d fucked, 
or been fucked. Dammit. She had no right to question Bree’s 
whereabouts, and it was none of her business who she’d been 
with, or what they might have been doing, but the thought 
of her in someone else’s bed, fucking them, drove her crazy 
with jealousy. 
She mentally shook her head. Bree was here now, alone, 

and she needed to see the approval in her eyes, to see pride 
for the mission accomplished. Would she? Or would Bree 
snub her and send her away, or run like she had in the alley? 
Would she be thrilled that Logan had spent the last months 
putting her grandparents’ magazine back in operation? That 
she hadn’t had sex since she kissed Bree in that coat closet, 
that she hadn’t wanted to? Except for making love to Bree 
over and over in her mind, in her dreams, she hadn’t wanted 
to touch any other woman since the night she slammed a 
stranger against a wall on the night of her art show, and then 
heard the voice of reason echoing in her head. 
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She’d changed, all for the better, and hopefully Bree 
would see that, and accept her. 

Ready to face the music, she pushed off the steps and 
stood. Bree swung her long hair over her shoulder and started 
down the sidewalk. Every step brought her closer, and every 
step made fluid pool between Logan’s thighs. 
Bree was so fucking beautiful, and Logan wanted to 

fuck her like she wanted to fuck no other, wanted to hear all 
the sounds she could pluck from her mouth while she made 
her come. 

When Bree stopped in front of her, Logan lost her voice. 
She held out the book like a peace offering. 

Bree stared for several seconds, like she was trying to 
read Logan’s mind, then she took the book, and took another 
step forward until they were mere inches apart. 

Every hair follicle along Logan’s arms rose, followed 
closely by the ones at the nape of her neck. She willed herself 
to hold still and not to drive herself against Bree for fear of 
pushing her away. 

After what seemed like an eternity of inaction, of 
palpable tension, Bree rose on her tiptoes and pressed her 
lips to Logan’s. The world tilted on its axis, rocked, and 
fireworks lit the darkness as her eyelids fluttered shut. 

Bree moaned when Logan parted her lips with the tip of 
her tongue and pulled Bree against her, more harshly than 
she wanted. She couldn’t help it. She wanted this woman so 
bad pain seared through every fiber of her body. 

When Bree draped her arms around Logan’s neck, the 
weight of the book dragging her hand down Logan’s back, 
life felt right once again, better than it ever had. The past 
months of agony vanished, and the past was nothing more 
than a memory. Bree was in her arms, with her tongue 
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exploring Logan’s mouth, and her fingers splaying through 
her hair. Sweet Jesus, they were finally going to finish what 
they started. Bree wasn’t getting away again, and from the 
way she was grinding her hips, Logan knew she wouldn’t 
have to try too hard to keep her close this time. 
Bree pulled back, her breaths hard and steady, her eyes 

demanding closure. “Let’s go inside before I rip off your 
clothes and get us both arrested for indecent exposure.” 

Logan smiled, content to follow like a puppy on a lead, 
staying close to Bree, not wanting any distance separating 
them. Tonight would answer all the questions and maybe, if 
fate smiled on them, open the doors to their future. A future 
she hadn’t dared to dream might exist until this moment. 
Soon, she’d have Bree naked in her arms and she’d 

know how she looked as well as what she sounded like when 
she came in person, when Logan’s fingers were buried inside 
her, making her moan and scream from the pleasure. 
When Bree closed and locked the door behind them, 

Logan came apart with sexual desire. 
Bree was staring at her, her eyes full of animalistic 

hunger. With a slow growl, Bree crashed into her, knocking 
her against the back of the door, clawing at Logan’s overshirt 
while her lips locked on her. She was vaguely aware of the 
thump as the book hit the floor. 
Logan fisted her hand into fragrant locks of curls and 

dragged Bree’s head back. She bent and licked a path from 
the hollow of her throat up to her jaw, kissing and nipping 
around her jaw line until her lips rested against Bree’s ear, 
then whispered, “I’m going to fuck you so hard.” 

Bree swallowed, the movement sending a ripple against 
Logan’s cheek, and gave a helpless cry. “Please, I beg you.” 
“Oh, you’ll beg all right, that, I’m sure of.” Using Bree’s 
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hair as reins, Logan twisted her around until her face was flat 
against the oak door. She wanted to be so gentle, but she 
couldn’t; she’d waited too long. Desire, and need, was her 
master now, and Bree was her willing slave. 
Logan pressed her body against Bree and ground against 

her ass. She pushed Bree’s hair to the side and nipped the 
curve of her neck, then sucked the skin to ease the sting. “Do 
you know how bad I’ve wanted you?” 
Bree rolled her hips backward, pushing that splendid ass 

against Logan. “Show me.” 
Logan reached around her, grabbed the soft edges of 

her blouse, and then yanked it open. Buttons flew in all 
directions, the sound like an exploding firecracker as they 
ricocheted off the hardwood floor. 
Bree sucked in a ragged breath and the action fueled her 

lust, feeding the animal raging out of control inside Logan. 
She fanned her hands against Bree’s flat stomach, sliding 
easily against her creamy soft skin until her fingers closed 
around plump breasts. While her hungry mouth fed on Bree’s 
neck, Logan tore the flimsy scrap of lace that served as a bra 
apart to expose Bree’s nipples to her seeking fingers, then 
she thumbed the tips while they swelled and hardened into 
tight buds. Bree squirmed against her, begging with her body 
to be fucked. 

“God, you feel so good in my hands.” Logan twirled the 
jeweled tips between her thumb and index finger, her mind 
reeling, her emotions overbearing, and her body temperature 
spiking off the scale. 
Nothing had ever felt so right, so perfect, and this 

perfection was going to kindle the fire all night long, spreading 
long into the wee hours of the morning. If she was lucky, 
maybe she could find a way to keep Bree between the sheets 
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all day tomorrow as well. Twenty-four hours wasn’t going to 
be near the amount of time she needed to explore Bree and 
get this pent up frustration and pain out of her system. 

“Logan, please…I need you.” 
Logan reveled in her panted confession. Bree needed her. 

She wasn’t sure she’d ever been needed in her life. Wanted, 
sure, but needed? No. If she had been, no one had bothered 
to tell her, and if they had, she was positive it couldn’t feel 
near as powerful as it did this very second. 
She kissed Bree’s shoulder. “I’m going to quench that 

thirst, baby…just hold on a little longer.” 
Logan released her grip on those tight pebbles and 

tugged the blouse down Bree’s arms, but instead of taking it 
completely off, she pulled her wrists to the small of her back 
and hooked the edges into a knot. She knelt, her face level 
with Bree’s rounded ass, and mounded the cheeks into the 
palms of her hands. “Anyone ever told you what a mighty 
fine ass you got here?” She bit the covered flesh with a quick 
nip. 
Bree arched back and rolled her hips. “I can’t wait. 

Finish me, Logan. Please!” 
Logan smiled and rose, licking a trail along the sexy 

indention of Bree’s spine, until her face was crooked against 
her cheek. With a slow, easy glide, she caressed a soft line 
down Bree’s back, over the silk slacks covering her ass, and 
pushed her fingers into the alcove between her thighs. 

Bree moaned, rose on her tiptoes, and widened her 
stance. “Logan, fuck me…I’m on fire.” 

Logan could feel her heat, her wetness, and she wanted 
her fingers wedged inside Bree so bad it was making her 
weak with need. She grabbed Bree’s tied wrists and spun her 
around. 
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Her chest heaved, pushing out those splendid breasts, 
her lips parted, and dry. 

Logan pressed her mouth against Bree’s and sucked her 
bottom lip between her teeth. “You beg so sweet, Bree. I like 
hearing you pant, and plead.” She cupped Bree’s crotch in 
her hand and pushed against her opening. 

When Bree whimpered, Logan dug deeper, practically 
shoving her panties and slacks into her pussy, almost lifting 
her off the floor with the thrust. 

“Oh, God, please…fuck me, Logan. I need you to fuck 
me.” Bree bucked into her hand, her pussy a heated, sodden, 
throbbing mound against her palm. 
Logan groaned. She’d waited so long for this moment, 

to hear Bree beg. “Oh, I’m definitely going to fuck you, 
baby—in my own good time.” 

Bree drove her hips faster, her head pressed against 
the door, mewing, and gasping. “I’m gonna come, Logan. 
Fuck!” She ground her teeth and pressed her head against 
Logan’s shoulder. 
Logan slowed her thrusts. “Not so fast, tiger. I need you 

naked and pumping around my fingers.” She withdrew her 
hand from Bree’s warmth and knelt. 

Bree groaned. “Hurry, dammit. I can’t wait much 
longer.” 

Logan looked up at her under hooded lashes, and 
unsnapped her slacks. She loved seeing Bree like this, 
desperate, vulnerable. So different from the ice cool “I’ve 
got my act together” businesswoman she portrayed to the 
world. The zipper purred as she lowered it, then with a small 
tug, the pants fell around her ankles to display a pale pink 
thong. 
She inhaled heat, and sex, her face inches from Bree’s 

• 171 • 



 


	

larkin rose 

weeping pussy. “Mmmm, you smell so good. I’m going to 
tease you, and lick you, and take you closer, Bree, and when I 
think you’re ready for me, I’m going to fuck you like you’ve 
never been fucked before.” 
Bree kicked out of her pants, then snapped her black 

stiletto-heeled pump back down against the hardwood floor 
with a sharp crack. She circled her hips, staring down over 
Logan with carnal desire dancing in her eyes. “Put your 
mouth on me…taste me, Logan. Drive me over the edge.” 
Fire erupted in Logan’s gut with her words. She was so 

fucking sexy with her legs spread and quivering, her arms 
tied behind her back, completely at her mercy. 
With a smile, Logan hooked her fingers around the thin 

string looped over her hips, and slid the thong slowly down 
Bree’s legs. 

Bree lifted her foot and Logan slipped the underwear 
off. 
She kicked Bree’s legs further apart and thumbed her 

lips apart. 
Bree drew in an anticipated breath, and Logan licked the 

tip of her hood. Bree slung her head back and thrust against 
Logan’s mouth. Sweet. She tasted so sweet, and intoxicating, 
just like Logan knew she would. 

With every swipe of her tongue, Bree mewed like a 
kitten, making Logan ache. 

“Faster, Logan…fuck me with your tongue…I need, 
relief.” 
Logan knew how she felt. She’d needed relief for 

months, thought of nothing but this very moment, how 
quick, how powerful and explosive it’d be. And now that it 
was here she just wanted the moment to last forever, wanted 
to drag out the conclusion for as long as possible. 
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Her own pussy throbbed with every buck of Bree’s 
slender hips, her inner thighs slick with her own juices. 

When Bree’s thrusts quickened, Logan knew she didn’t 
have much time. Bree was so fucking close, too fucking 
close. She had to find a way to slow down the pace. 
“Logan, please!” Bree bucked, searching, reaching for 

the elusive pinnacle of satisfaction. 
Logan drew back from her pussy, stalling long enough 

to blow air across her heated skin, and nibbled her thigh. 
“Logan, please, what?” 

“Don’t tease me. I’m so fucking coiled I’ll snap.” 
Logan slicked her tongue out and lightly touched Bree’s 

clit. “I know, I can feel you. You’re hot, wet, and almost 
ready for me.” She inserted a finger into her wet opening, 
circling against her slick walls. 
Bree’s pussy clenched tight around her fingers. She was 

so wet. Logan wanted to dive inside her, thrust and pump, 
until Bree screamed out her release. God, she wanted that 
so bad, but as much as she wanted this finished, she wanted 
something else…a new beginning, one that wasn’t over too 
damn quickly either. 

Bree rose on her tiptoes, pushing her pussy toward 
Logan’s mouth. “Fuck me, now, with your tongue, I can’t 
wait!” 

And neither could Logan. The sounds escaping Bree’s 
lips were too much, and she wanted Bree in her arms, against 
her bare skin, when she fell over the edge. 
She withdrew from the aromatic vee of Bree’s thighs, 

rose, and tugged the shirt off her wrists. Once free, Bree’s 
arms automatically wrapped around her neck, her fingers 
tangling in Logan’s hair. 
Logan didn’t waste a second capturing those lips. She 
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lowered Bree onto her back against the cool floor and lay on 
top of her, wanting to be deep inside her, touching her very 
soul with the tips of her fingers. Bree bucked against her, 
soft at first, then wildly grabbing at Logan’s clothes. 
When Bree locked Logan between her thighs, Logan 

thrust against her, delving her body harshly against Bree’s, 
sucking in her breath, fire roaring through her body. 
The heat was almost unbearable as she pumped into the 

alcove of Bree’s thighs. When Bree tugged at her overshirt, 
Logan leaned back and allowed her to jerk it off her arms. 
She tossed it away then reached for Logan once again. 
“I’m going to catch fire. I’m so fucking hot, and horny, 

and…” Bree panted, tugging at Logan’s tank top. “Please 
don’t stop, Logan.” 

Logan smiled with her plea. There wasn’t a chance in 
hell she’d be stopped tonight. Unless a meteor landed on this 
house, the devil himself couldn’t halt her now. 
Bree tucked her fingers around Logan’s neck and pulled 

her back down, kissing a wet trail down her throat. She 
grappled at the tank top. “Get this fucking thing off!” 

Logan quickly tugged the tank top over her head and 
unfastened her jeans. When she looked back down at Bree, 
desire was packed in those eyes. The expression made Logan 
gulp. 

Bree needed relief, and she needed it now, and Logan 
was suddenly afraid it wouldn’t be enough, that what she had 
to offer Bree wouldn’t be enough. Bree dated prestigious, 
smart, intelligent women, just like Bree was. Logan wasn’t 
any of those things. She lived in blue jeans, usually darted 
with paint, and didn’t even own a business suit. All she had 
to offer was sex, her love, her art, and the magazine. She 
knew beyond a shadow of a doubt she fell way beneath 
Bree’s normal standards. 

• 174 • 




	

The Pleasure Planner 

What in the hell was she doing here with Bree, with 
those eyes needing and wanting her? 

Logan gave a silent prayer she could satisfy her, then 
leaned back on her heels. It was time to take Bree over the 
edge, then beg the heavens that Bree would want more, that 
she’d never tire of wanting, never get enough. 

“I’m going to fuck you every way a woman could 
possibly fuck another.” Logan drove against her. “All night 
long, Bree, you are mine.” She leaned down and clamped her 
lips over Bree’s and felt a rush of hot breath feather against 
her cheeks. 

With their tongues circling, matching the rhythm of 
their hips, Logan soared to a high she’d never encountered. 
As much as it was terrifying, it was peaceful, fulfilling, and 
she never wanted this feeling to fade. 
She bucked hard against Bree, harder with every thrust, 

wanting to slow down, then speed up, wanted this over, then 
beginning again. 

Bree wasn’t helping with every moan, every thrust, 
and every tug, telling Logan with her gestures how bad she 
wanted her, how she wanted all the things rushing through 
Logan’s mind. 

Tonight, if only for tonight, Logan was going to make 
Bree hers. 
She needed to smell her, to taste her, to make her come 

all night. She wanted this night a memory already, wanted 
the morning light to cascade over their naked bodies, so they 
could make more memories tomorrow and the next, and, 
God willing, for years to come. 
Logan wedged her hand between their bodies, down, 

until she found Bree’s slick opening. The moisture made her 
growl, made fluid rush against her briefs, and she snaked the 
tip of her finger inside. Logan inserted another finger and 
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easily slid inside her. “God, Bree…” Her insides spasmed as 
Bree tightened around her, grabbing for her, willing Logan 
to fill her. 
Logan sucked Bree’s lobe between her teeth, then 

moved down until her lips rested against the pulse in Bree’s 
neck. She whispered, “I can’t be gentle, Bree. I’ve waited 
too fucking long.” 

Before Bree could respond, Logan drilled her middle 
fingers inside her so hard she practically lifted her off the 
floor. 

Bree cried out and whimpered, her nails clawing at 
Logan’s back. 

Logan thrust again, and again, harder and harder with 
every pump, using her legs for leverage, fucking Bree with 
her fingers. With every jolt, her own orgasm scrambled to 
the edge, teetering against the abyss, threatening to take her 
over without Bree gasping for breath beneath her. 
“Oh, God…Logan!” Bree trembled, her hips suspended 

off the hardwood, her nipples like hardened jewels against 
Logan’s chest, and insides clenching around Logan’s 
fingers. 
Logan pulled back, wanting to watch Bree fall into the 

tranquil moment of her orgasm, and found Bree watching 
her, wanting her, loving her, and everything felt so right— 
this moment, the next moment, all the following moments, 
were already perfect. 

Logan drove harder, faster, fucking her, hard, delving 
her fingers palm-deep, reaching the very depths of Bree. Her 
own legs trembled, her open jeans loose around her hips, her 
back muscles tight, but she kept on fucking her, driving her 
closer, ignoring the biting grip of cramps. 

Bree’s lips parted, her eyes still tagged on Logan, and 
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then her back arched and she dug her head against the floor. 
“Oh, fuck…Logan, I’m coming!” 
Her insides sucked Logan deeper, gripping her fingers 

in tight pulses. She cried out, grabbing for Logan. 
Logan lowered herself over Bree and then her own 

orgasm exploded through her body, through her mind, 
sucking her soul down with every spasm. 
She was vaguely aware of Bree saying her name over 

and over, holding her, pumping against her, around her 
fingers. It was the most tear-jerking experience of her life. 
She felt drained from the emotions alone. 

When Logan tried to pull away to look at her once again, 
Bree tightened her hold, and rocked beneath her, sucking 
in healthy gulps of air, her insides trembling with renewed 
pumps. 

Logan kept pumping inside her until she felt the energy 
drain from them both, then fell in a boneless heap over her, 
fingers still buried inside her lightly pulsing depths. 
“That was incredible.” Bree gently stroked Logan’s 

back and her shoulder. 
Logan rolled onto her side and nuzzled her face into 

Bree’s neck then pressed a kiss against her flesh, sated and 
relaxed. “There’s more, sexy. I’m not done with you yet.” 

Bree chuckled and laid her head against Logan’s chest. 
Logan smoothed her hair down and pulled her closer. There 
was no getting close enough to Bree. God, those arms felt 
right, like she’d been meant for them, meant for each other. 
Logan stared into those tranquil, satisfied eyes, love 

filling her heart. “Did your wish come true?” 
Bree kissed the tip of her nose. “It’s getting there.” 

She leaned down and captured Logan’s lips then curled her 
tongue inside. 
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Once again, Logan’s world rocked and spun. As 
frightening as the sensation was, it was incredibly calming. 
Bree hummed and pulled back as her legs tightened 

around Logan’s waist. She circled her hips as she nipped 
Logan’s earlobe, then whispered, “I’ve got some wicked 
exploration of my to do now. Then my wish will be complete.” 
She shoved Logan onto her back. 

Logan smiled, very much liking the feel of Bree wanting 
more, her brash control. But first, she had some unfinished 
business to tend to—the real reason she’d come to Bree’s 
tonight. 
She unclamped Bree’s lean legs from her waist and 

picked up the book still lying against the front door. “You 
never looked at this.” 
Bree sat up and brushed long blond locks from her face. 

She studied the book for a second before she took the bound 
pages. “What is it?” 
“Open it.” Logan sat beside her and kissed her shoulder. 

“It’s yours.” 
Bree opened the cover and a smile broke out across her 

face as she read the dedication on the flyleaf… To B, the very 
special lady whose words turned this project from a dream, 
to reality. I can’t thank you enough. 

Logan watched her expression, watched her chew the 
inside of her cheek, with a smile quivering her lips. The 
look was more earth shattering than watching the first photo 
shuttle down the chute. There was pride in those eyes, all for 
Logan, for her accomplishments. 
Bree trailed her fingers along the bottom edge of the 

photo. “This is…precious, and priceless. It’s beautiful.” 
Logan stared down at the book, watched Bree turn 

another page. “It’s the only printed version until release 
date and I wanted you to have it. I couldn’t wait another six 
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months to show you that you were right.” She raised her hand 
and turned Bree’s face around. “It’s not nearly as beautiful 
as you.” She almost cringed with her words, having not said 
them to too many women in her life, hell, if any. Those words 
gave away power, but for some reason, she didn’t feel any 
less powerful after having said them to Bree. Actually, just 
the opposite. She felt like queen of the world, like saying the 
words gave her infinite power over her own fate. 

Every word was the truth, along with all the other 
sweet-nothings she wanted to tell Bree—how her hair was 
so soft, how it smelled of sweet fruit, how she wanted to 
wake up beside her tomorrow, and the next, and any other 
morning she’d allow Logan, how she wanted to hold her 
hand and walk barefoot in the park, how she wanted to feed 
her strawberries and champagne in the bath or ice cream in 
bed, and then cuddle with her over some sappy chick flick. 

God, what was she thinking? How could she want those 
things, and with a person as intellectual as Bree Hendricks? 
Bree cocked her head. “I can’t believe you did this for 

me, because of what I said?” 
Logan considered her question. Had she? Hadn’t she? 

She slowly nodded. “Yes, I did it for you. I had to…I’ve 
been doing way too many things for my own selfish needs. 
Doing this for you showed me what a disgrace I’ve been.” 

Bree lowered her lashes. “I’m sorry. I should have never 
said that…it was unfair.” 
Logan hooked her finger under Bree’s chin. “You’re 

wrong. What you said, it opened my eyes.” She kissed Bree’s 
cheek. “I can’t thank you enough.” 

Bree looked away. “I went to your apartment tonight… 
you opened the magazine again. I’m thrilled.” 

Logan perked up at the confession. “Really? You went 
to my apartment?” She relished the words, thankful she 
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hadn’t been home. Nothing could have been as sweet as 
this particular surprise visit. “What were you looking for 
there?” 

“You.” 
Logan took the book from her hands and dropped it onto 

the floor. Just hearing that Bree had come looking for her, 
that she’d wanted her, God, it gave her renewed hope they 
might have some future after this night of passion ended. 
She pushed Bree onto her back and kneed her legs apart, 

towering over her, owning her. “And what exactly were you 
looking for, besides me?” 
Bree licked her lips. “Satisfaction.” 
“Ahhh.” Logan rolled her hips against Bree’s pussy. 

“That’s right. I forgot. Seems the matchmaker is unmatched.” 
She jarred her hips against Bree and she cried out. 
Bree pushed off the floor, her legs hooked over Logan’s 

thighs, then pressed her hand flat against Logan’s chest 
and shoved her backward until Logan uncurled her legs 
and flattened out. Bree straddled her hips. “Yes, thanks to 
you, I’m sexually deprived. I should have just fucked you 
in your apartment, and in the car, and on the car, and in the 
restaurant, in that fucking coat closet, instead of trying not 
to cheat on a relationship that had run its course long before 
we ever met.” 

Logan grinned and palmed Bree’s hips, pushing upward, 
circling, her body yearning for satisfaction. “Tsk tsk. Can’t 
have the pleasure planner in that type of predicament, now 
can we.” She gently tugged Bree’s hair until she was flat 
against her chest, then whispered against her throat. “What 
more can I do to relieve your frustrations?” 
Bree leaned toward Logan and placed her index finger 

against her lips. “Just lie still and let me show you. Believe 
me, you’ll enjoy it.” She wiggled her way down Logan’s 
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body, taking her jeans and briefs with her. She tugged them 
off Logan’s legs and tossed them to the side. 
With a wicked smile, she crawled between Logan’s legs 

and forcefully wedged them apart. 
Logan’s stomach churned, love, and lust, and everything 

else powerful enough to find a way inside her emotions, 
rammed into her all at once, along with Bree’s fingers. She 
sucked in a healthy breath and fisted her hands, gripping and 
relaxing, wanting Bree in her arms when she came again, 
this time by Bree’s hands. 

For some reason, Logan knew and accepted Bree wanted 
her like this, at her mercy, with Bree completely in control. 
She drove her fingers deep, deeper still, then flicked her 
tongue along her clit, dragging it dangerously slowly across 
her hood before she lowered her face and started all over 
again. 

Logan was coming undone, so close to coming, so close 
to falling into the dark abyss, somewhere she’d never been 
before. She briefly wondered if she’d leave this night the 
same woman, prayed she wouldn’t. 

A look of smug satisfaction masked Bree’s face as she 
drove those pleasing fingers deep inside her, thrusting hard 
against her pleasure spot, then backing out slowly, driving in 
once again, all while her tongue lapped at Logan like a cat. 
Exquisite heat curled in her belly, cramping her insides 

into a tight knot, and then she shattered, screaming out 
her relief as the world dissolved into an unimaginable 
kaleidoscope of rainbow lights and sweet music. 
Bree reared over her body and fell on top of her, her hand 

still buried deep inside Logan’s pussy, and Logan, still flying 
apart, grasping and pawing at her, clinging with a death grip 
around Bree’s back, pumping against her hand. 

Hot tears stung her eyes. What in God’s name for? Had 
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Bree emotionally jerked her to tears—real, caring tears with 
only an orgasm? She’d heard about such things happening, 
had even driven a few of her own lovers to those sweet tears, 
but never, ever, had she encountered them herself. 
When her body went limp, with Bree’s fingers still 

wiggling inside her, Logan opened her eyes and stared up 
at her—at the most breathtaking woman she’d ever had the 
pleasure of meeting, of knowing, of kissing, and now making 
love to. 

The pleasure planner was in her arms, and she wanted 
to be here, and from the look of those soft eyes, she didn’t 
want to leave. 

When her insides ceased pumping, she pushed a lone 
lock of curl back from Bree’s face and kissed her lips. 
“Incredible.” 
Bree smiled and kissed her. Her fingers splayed under 

the crook of Logan’s jaw. Her other hand joined the first 
until her palms were around Logan’s cheeks, keeping her in 
place. “God only knows how, or why, but I want more from 
you, Logan Delaney. Tonight, tomorrow…but I won’t beg 
you, and I won’t chase you. I won’t give you any part of my 
heart until you’ve earned it.” 
Logan was shocked. Had Bree just confessed love, or a 

future? Was that too much to ask? The thought was too much 
to bear, and those eyes were lying. There was already love 
there, and God help her, she was going to earn every ounce 
of it. 
She stared up into those breathtaking eyes, so full of 

want, packed with too much emotion. Logan loved her. She 
didn’t know where or when it’d happened, but she did. She 
loved this woman, and she prayed somehow, Bree would 
eventually trust her. 

With a smile, she pressed her lips against Bree’s. “Then 
I’ll chase you forever.” 
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