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Prologue

There were too many people in the room, too many bodies bumping and pushing against each other. He
moved through the crowd of people like a ship cutting through water. 1t was the way he walked, graceful,
powerful or maybeit wasthelook on hisface, the anger blazing out of hiseyes.



Whatever it was, people unconscioudy gave him space and moved away from him. He made hisway
from one sde of the room to the other, not glancing at the paintings, not stopping to talk with anyone. He
walked asif with purpose until he cameto rest in front of number 407.Woman Without Hope. He stood,
not staring &t it in gppreciation, but absorbing it with utter concentration. He was as dtill as a statue, silent,
motionless as the minutes dragged on.

Suddenly, in an explosion of movement, he spun on his hedls and stalked across the room.

A blonde woman stepped in his path. Shetried to get out of hisway, but she didn’t move fast enough.
He bumped into her, and she would have been sent sprawling to the ground if not for the powerful arms
that caught her and pulled her upright.

Hisarmswere on hers, hisgrip tight and possessive. “I' m very sorry. Areyou all right?’ he asked.

She couldn’t find her voice as she stared into his face. He was drop-dead gorgeous. She smiled at him
and he began to return the smile, but suddenly his face transformed. His brows furrowed, his mouth
turned down and anger blazed from his eyes. And then, before she could react, he moved, pushed past
her, and stormed off into a sea of bodies.

Unconscioudy shetook astep asif to follow. But she was restrained.

She looked down at the long pink fingernails grasping her arm, and then up at the face of the red-headed
woman laughing and spping champagne.

“Darling, I’ve been looking for you everywhere! The couple that bought painting number 429--1 can’'t
remember the name of it. Y ou know the one, where the brunette woman is dead and lying acrossthe
ground with arope around her neck? They want to talk to the artist about it. Have you seen Julid s
agent? They think it’sabsolutdly brilliant. And | haveto agreeit is. Juliais going to be famous one day.”

Asthe man drifted through the crowd, the woman’ s words floated with him on the breeze of
conversation. Oh yes, JuliaMadson was definitely going to be famous, probably sooner than she

expected.

Chapter 1

“No, | can't. Look, I’'minthe middle of apainting. Y ou'reinterrupting my work. | haveto go. Yeah, |
am. Of course I'll be ready for the show. | promise, as soon as|’m done you' |l be thefirst to know.”

Juliadammed down the phone. It was the third lie she had told today. There was no painting. She hadn’t
done any work for days. She was blocked, unable to do anything but stare at ablank canvas. Inspiration,
creativity, whatever it was caled--it was gone. Her biggest fear, the one that sent her in search of
acohol, waswondering if what was eft of her talent was dried up, thistimefor good.

She only needed two more paintings for her show. Her show. The words were enough to send her into a
panic. Juliatook adeep bresth and tried to calm herself, but fear poured through her body, numbing her



limbs and sending her heart racing. Taking another deep bregth, she wiped her sweaty palms against her
jeans and looked around the room for ameans of escape.

Where had she put the scotch? Alcohol had become a dangerous sedative over the last year. One glass
and then another. 1t usualy took two for the harsh edges of life to begin to blur. That'sal she needed, the
edge taken off. Shewasn't an dcohoalic, she kept telling hersalf. But deep down she knew shewould be
if she kept drinking dalily.

No scotch tomorrow. Each day she made the same resolution and then chastised herself as she brokeit.
But those few moments after the second glass, as her body and mind relaxed, she could forget who she
was. Ignore her life, ignore her problems, and concentrate on her paintings. Painting was the only escape
she had besides acohol.

And now that escape had been taken away. She couldn’t paint anymore.

She found the scotch and poured hersalf aglass. The amber liquid did down her throat, burning asit
went. Ever so dowly her sscomach warmed and she began to relax. One glass and then another. How
many drinksthistimeto quench the fear?

Tears of frustration poured down her face. She wiped them away and focused only on the bottle in front
of her.

Time passed and she drank thistime until she ran out of tears and scotch.

Her body did back onto the couch and her mind gratefully floated off into oblivion. Oblivion-a place
where the dreams waited, nightly images which dways started out pleasant but gradualy morphed
themselvesinto nightmares. Colors began to roll acrossthe back of her eydlids.

Blue sparkling water, mountains carpeted in pine trees. Julia sat in the canoe with her sster, Gretchen.
The boat drifted dowly acrossthe lake, asthe girls occasionally splashed water into the boat and onto
each other. Their screams of laughter filled the clean mountain air. It had been closeto aperfect day. The
pleasant images and sounds echoed in Julia’ s mind, but then, ever so dowly, darkness began to edge into
the picture. Theimages narrowed until they disappeared and were replaced by the sound of rain.

Skip to raindrops streaming down the car windows as rock-and-roll music boomed over the stereo.
Loud voicesteasingly argued and laughter drifted over the music, entwining with the beat until the sounds
became part of the song. Therain turned into ice, and the ice began forming smal pools of dush.

Juliawatched the wipers push the nasty mess up and down, left and right. She watched as her sigter,
Gretchen, blew on the side window, fogging it, so she could glide her finger across the cold surface and
draw asmiley face. Juliaturned back to the road and watched the bright lights rush past in the dark, one
after another.

She heard Gretchen singing aong with the music on the radio, as she continued driving carefully in the
icy, dushy messthat now covered the road. They’ d just finished arguing over who was better--REM or
U2. U2, of course, came out the victor.

Suddenly apair of lights changed direction. Juliasaw Gretchen look away from her doodling as she
dammed on the bresks, barely registering in the back of her mind that it might not be the best thing to do.

Meta twisted against metal and laughter turned into screams of terror. Julid s world became dark and



cold and full of pain. A pain so intense her mind rebelled againgt it and sought escape into darkness.

If there was more, beyond the fact that Gretchen was dead, she couldn’t remember it.

* * * %

A loud crash of thunder artled Juliaawake. She sat up and immediately regretted moving so fast. Her
head throbbed and the screams still echoed through her mind.

Every night sherelived the horror. She reminded hersdf it wasn't her fault. But it waslittle consolation.
She pushed hersdf up off of the couch and moaned as blood rushed back into her Ieft leg. It was
completely adeep, tingling uncomfortably, forced for hoursinto an odd angle as she dept.

What time wasit? How |ong had she been passed out? The thoughts drifted through her fogged brain as
she shook her leg, trying to force the blood back into circulation.

She walked on unsteady legs to the kitchen. Turning on both faucets, shefilled the basin with cold water.
She counted to three, held her breath, and plunged her head into the icy water. Cold shot through her
system, nonetoo gently forcing away the acoholic fog.

Sometimes she wondered what it would be like to stay under water, to never surface. Could you drown
yourself inasink? Her lungs began to burn from lack of oxygen.

It sounded preposterous but she had read somewhere that children could drown in only afew inches of
water. Juliawilled herself to open her mouth and drink in the cold liquid. Thisway there would be no
more nightmares, no more heartache, and no more londliness. It was aquick and painless solution to al
of her problems.

But she couldn’t do it. Something deep inside forced her head to rise, and she shouted out curses as she
gulped mouthfuls of ar.

“Too damn chicken to kill yourself,” she angrily shouted to the empty room. Water streamed down her
face and clothes. “ Alwaysthe coward,” she cried out as shefell down onto her knees. Her body shook
and her breath came out in sobs. Since the accident, she had cut herself off from everyone she knew.
She' d become a salf-imposed hermit.

Another crack of thunder overhead. Juliastopped crying. She got up, wiped the tears off her face, and
went to the window to watch the oncoming storm. A full moon was dowly covered by ablanket of dark
clouds and rain began to pour from the skies.

Opening awindow in the living room, she stood and listened to the sound of rain asit pitter-pattered
againgt thetin roof. She wondered how on earth she could get her life back on track.

A bright stresk of lightening lit the night, and another boom of thunder sounded over head. The thunder
was closer thistime. Asit faded, the lights suddenly went out, throwing the room into darkness.

Juliamade her way dowly into the kitchen, swearing out loud as she banged her toe on the coffeetable.
Moving forward, dower thistimein the dark, she stretched out her arms, trying to feel her way to the

kitchen cabinet where she kept a supply of candles and matches. Her hip banged against the counter.
Reaching up, Juliafumbled around for the handle. She opened the cabinet, grabbing acandlejust asa



soft thud sounded behind her.

A quick flick of her wrist against the counter and amatch burned bright then lit the candle wick.
[llumination in hand, she turned around and came face to face with astranger.

A blood-curdling scream tore from her lungs. Then she screamed again, dropping the candle onto the
floor. The room was thrown back into complete darkness.

Rapist? Burglar? Murderer?She dowly backed up until shefelt the counter against her spine. Her hand
did across the smooth top, desperately searching for aweapon.

The lights suddenly flickered back on. It was adigtraction Juliatried to use to her advantage. Sheflew
forward, running towards the front door. Juliatripped over something--probably her own two feet--and
the next thing she knew shewasfalling hard into atangle of long limbs.

Scrabbling quickly to her feet, Julia grabbed the only wegpon in Sight, a copper lamp from the small
kitchen table. She turned, prepared to fight, adrenaine coursing through her body with each beat of her
heart.

A man stood before her, his hands open asif in surrender. Juliawas struck motionless by the sight of
him. Typicdly tdl, dark, and handsome, with a chiseled jaw and jade green eyes that somehow seemed
familiar. She was about to be killed by a drop-dead gorgeous psychopath.

“Who areyou?’ she demanded, still holding onto the lamp.

Juliawatched him take in her gppearance. She watched his eyes asthey moved from her long dark hair,
acurly masstwisted into aloose bun held in place by two paintbrushes, then across her face and down
the length of her.

Slowly taking in her once white cotton tank top, now spattered with paint, and jeansfrayed at the ends
with gaping holes a both knees, the man’ s gaze caressed her every curve with an appreciative gleam
before coming dowly back to rest on her face.

She should have been terrified, but instead she was finding it hard to breathe.

“I’'msorry. | didn’t mean to scare you,” he said.

“What do you mean bresking in here and attacking me!” Juliaydled at him as she sarted towards the
phone.

Asif reading her thoughts the man moved quickly, putting himself between her and the 911 operator.
“Beforeyou cdl the copsyou haveto ligento me.”

“Listen to you? Areyou nuts? Y ou broke into my home and tried to attack me!”

“I haven’'t laid ahand on you. The door was open and | called out but no one answered. | camein just
asthelightswent out.”

“The door waslocked,” she said, holding the lamp high, prepared to swing it if hetook astepin her
direction.But was it?, that little voice asked. On more than one occasion she had forgotten to lock the
door, and sometimes even when she dammed it shut it would swing dightly gar. It was on the landlord's



long and never-ending ligt of thingsto fix.

“Look, I'll just stand over here. | won't get any closer. But please cdm down and give me a chanceto
explain.” He pulled out hiswallet and tossed it at her.

“My nameisLogan Waker.”

Thewadlet fdl at her feet and Julialeaned over, keeping her eyes on him as she picked it up. But she
didn’'t let go of the lamp. She opened the wallet with one hand and pulled hisdriverslicense out of its
plastic case with her teeth—still tracking him with watchful eyes.

“What doesyour license prove?’ There was something buzzing at the back of her mind, something she
couldn’t grasp with the haze of scotch gtill floating through her thoughts. Logan Walker [ooked familiar.
His name sounded familiar. Why?

“If  wasaburglar or arapist would | giveyou my walet? Y our nameis duliaMadson, you' re apainter,”
the man answered.

“S0 you know my name. What does that prove? If you aren’t some wacko, what do you want?’

“I want to talk to you about your paintings. The samething | wanted to discuss with you when we met at
Alison Kates opening two months ago.”

Alison’ s opening. There wasn't much Juliaremembered about that night, except drinking glass after glass
of champagne.

“Right. You brokein here so you could see my work.” God, he looked familiar. Maybe she had met him
at the opening, but so much of that night wasablur.

The man sighed. “1 told you the door was open. | talked to your agent earlier and she set up an
gppointment for meto come and view you paintings.”

“What's my agent’sname?’ Julia had to figure out away to makeit past him and out the door.

He seemed to follow her thoughts again and moved to his|eft, directly in her path to safety. “Cindy
Parker.”

“Describe her.” Maybe she could distract him by throwing the lamp in hisdirection.

“A petite woman with chin length red hair and long pink fingernails. Last time | saw her shewaswearing
askirt that was too short and hedl's so high she could barely walk.”

Cindy wouldn't appreciate such a description but hewas dead on. Still, if he was sometype of stalker
or killer he could have seen her with Cindy.

“Cindy didn’t mention any appointment.” Juliatried edging towards the phone again.
Thistime hedidn’t block her way. He began to smile, asmilethat cameinto his eyes and then dowly

started to stretch into asexy grin across hislips. Julia' s eyes became riveted on hislips. Crazy man or
not, he was hot.



But then it was asif this sexy stranger remembered something unpleasant. She saw it transform hisface,
saw the blast of anger. It came suddenly into his eyes and she unconscioudy took a step back.

He walked to the opposite side of the room, across the threshold into her large open living room, leaving
her awide berth to the door.

“Leave, I’'m not going to stop you.”
Juliagtarted forward, but then something stopped her. If this man wasintent on hurting her, why was he
letting her go? Shefaced him again.

“Why should | believe your story?’

“Don't. Leave, go bang on the neighbor’ s door and call the police. They can straighten it al out when
they come.”

Logan leaned hisbody against the wall and lowered himsdlf to the floor to sit down on his haunches.
Opening hisjacket, he pulled out acell phone and did it across the hardwood floor.

“Or you can give me the benefit of the doubt, call your agent, and check out my story.”

Only afew steps and she could be out into the hallway. The phone stopped inches from her foot. Julia
leaned over, picked it up and dialed Cindy’ s number.

It rang seven times before Cindy’ svoice mail picked up. Juliahung up and eyed the man, trying to
decide whether or not to trust him. But hewas familiar, in that dgavu feding that you got from timeto
time. The harder she tried to remember that opening from two months ago, though, the more fragile the
threads became.

Standing there glaring a him, she began to fed foolish. Chances were that Cindy hadtold her about the
gppointment and Julia had forgotten. She didn’t want to admit it, even to hersdlf, but lately she had been
having memory lapses. Whole blocks of time lost—not just hours, but sometimes even days. It was getting
S0 bad she' d taken to leaving hersdlf notes. She wasn't sureif it wasthe alcohol, but what else could it
be? It probably was, since for months her drinking had been out of control. Now Julia silently vowed yet
again to control hersdf tomorrow. Right at this moment, though, she could use adrink.

“Do you want adrink?’ she asked, turning her back on him and heading farther into the kitchen. Julia
choseto believe that he wasn't going to harm her.

“Sure. Do you have any tequila?’

Julia searched through the cabinets. Thiswas a very attractive man in her gpartment, and it had been a
very long time since she’ d been with aman. Right now, any man would do. Maybe that was another Sde
effect of theliquor.

Shefound a bottle of tequila, grabbed two shot glasses, and headed back across the room.

Logan hadn’'t moved.

Juliawas conscious of his eyes, the color of summer grass, asthey followed her every step acrossthe

room towards him. She stopped in front of him and dowly lowered hersdf until she sat, legs crossed
Indian-style, only afew inchesfrom him.



She poured the golden liquid into ashot glass and handed it to him. His hand brushed againgt hersas his
fingers closed around the glass. Little éectric shocks traveled up her skin at the contact.

It was only when their hands made contact that the memories of Alison Kates' show came crashing to
the forefront of her mind. She' d been drinking, well on her way to being drunk, when she' d caught the

eye of the handsome man across a sea of people. Theliquor had been playing tricks with her senses,
meaking her think that the man staring at her so intently had something on hismind other than Alison’'s

paintings

Now Juliasmiled a him as she raised her hand, licking adrop of tequila off the sde of her finger. She
had no doubt that thistime, herein her gpartment, Alison Kate and her pictures of lighthouseswasthe
farthest thing from Logan’ s mind as he followed the direction of her tongue.

“Married?’ she asked. She was happy to see that his eyes were riveted on her lips.

“No.”

“Girlfriend?’

“No.”

She tipped back her glass and let the alcohol run down her throat.

“It looks like quite astorm outside. Not the kind of night you want to be driving around in.”

Juliaheard him sigh as he answered. “No, much better to stay somewhere warm.”

I’ mwarm,Juliathought to hersdlf,and right now I* malso very, very willing. She licked her lips once,
and looked him straight in those drop-dead gorgeous green eyes.

“Any ideas on how best to stay warm?’ she purred, shifting positions dightly to lean back againgt the
couch. She reached for the tequila bottle and glanced at him.

And yet, something in his posture made her think he wasn't interested.

Logan’ s body had not moved, but his eyes were now following her finger asit traced thelip of the
tequila bottle. God, this man was something el se-broad shoulders, muscular forearms. ..and those hands.
Not the hands of an office worker, but hands she could imagine running over her naked skin, rough yet
gentlein their touch. A soft groan escaped through her dightly parted lips. It had been along, long time
since she' d been involved in some mind-blowing sex.

Okay, it had been along time since she' d had any sex.

“I ... 1 should go,“ Logan stammered out.



Chapter 2

It wasthe last thing she had expected him to say.

“Hmm ... Say,” uliasaid, taking along gulp of tequilastraight from the bottle. Asthe amber liquid
dripped, his eyesfollowed the path it took ... from her lips, to her chin, to the hollow right between her
large, firm bressts straining againgt her v-neck shirt.

Juliawatched Logan' s eyes and groaned again, thistime loud enough for him to hear. The sound came
out deep and guttural and she watched him smilein response.

Ohyes, avery long time since she' d been laid. But if she played her cardsright, tonight could change all
of that. Changeit very, very nicdly.

“| seem to have dripped,” she whispered, touching the wet spot on her chin with one trembling fingertip.
“Now I'mal wet.”

Juliasmiled at him, moving the fingertip to toy with the smooth patch of skin between bressts that were
trembling benegth his gaze. A gaze that thrilled her, and made her wet in other places.

“Have you ever done body shots?’ she asked him, scooting closer next to him. “I haven't, but I've
heard they’ re quite ddlicious. Want to giveit atry?’ She set the bottle down between his spread legs.

“What if you don’'t have any limes or salt?” he asked her, a smile touching the corners of hislips. His
eyes burned her asthey continued to stare, first at the bottle, then at her lips. Then lower, towards all
those places that were tingling, hot, and wet.

She wanted him.Now.

Juliasmiled, rising on her kneesto join the bottle between hislegs. Sheleaned close, close enough to
amell the woodsy aromaof his aftershave mixed with the pungent aroma of tequila

“We ll just haveto improvise,” shewhisperedin hisear. Shelicked the lobe, just once, lightly, tolet him
know shewaswell aware of this game that they were playing.

“Who should go first?" she asked, abruptly sitting back down. “I’ ve got the bottle, so | think | should.”
She grinned again and chose that moment to look up.

Logan sat motionless, eyes closed. Hislegs were spread, and therigid line of his cock made a gorgeous
sght to behold. Hisfists were clenched by his sides, and amuscle twitched in his cheek. That touch, that
onevery smdl light touch on his ear, had been enough to make him hard. The thought thrilled her,
empowered her, made her fed strong.

Juliawondered if she had gone too far. Maybe she had read him wrong. Maybe he didn’t want her.
And then she watched L ogan relax and give her asaucy grin.

“Forget it, lady. I’'m the guest and | get to go first. So give methe bottle, and get your pretty little ass
over herewhere| can seeyou.”



If he was hoping to shock her, it didn’t work. Juliagrinned back, and, tequila bottle held tightly, moved
over and sat nose-to-nose with him. She wrapped her legs around hiswaist, and let loose asigh when
that throbbing, wet place between her legs came into contact with that hard bulge just under his belt
buckle.

“Okay, big guy, you gofirst”, she said, and surprised agasp out of him when she poured some tequila
right on that pae valey between heaving breasts.

“I’'m wet again, Logan,” she whispered, and pulled his head to her chest.

She'd died. She'd died and gone to heaven, and she wanted to stay there forever. Her fingers threaded
through hisfull head of hair, and her entire body tightened and thrummed at the flick of histongue upon
the part of her breast spilling over the cup of her bra. Histeeth bit her nipple, gently, then harder, right
through her shirt, and she moaned deep in her throat.

The shirt had to go. Now.

“Takeit off, Logan, takeit dl off. Touch my skin beforel die,” Juliasaid, straining to pull him closer,
ever closer. She was onfire. Her pussy was wet, her nipples were hard, and she wanted nothing more
than to fed that hard bulge of hisdick ingde of her.

Logan did as she asked, pulling shirt and braover her head with one pull. And there shewas, glowing in
the night, brighter than the lightning that continued to strobe throughout the room.

Juliaknew that he' d have her, come hdll or high water, more than once before this night was over.

“Kissme,” she demanded, raising his head from her breast. L ogan plundered, histongue not stopping to
ask permission before it raked theingde of her mouth. Julia stongue tangled with his, thrugting, probing,
trying to gain more access. His mouth was wet, so wet, and his tongue wrapping around her own felt so
good. Better than anything she could remember.

Juliahdld on for dear life as his mouth feasted, and took, and took some more. She needed him closer,
harder, faster...more.She needed him inside of her, now, yesterday, dways.

“Now, Logan, now,” she said, pulling his mouth away and back to her breast. “I want you now. Tequila
be damned, | want your cock in me now. It'sbeen too long,” she moaned, twisting to get closer.

“Shhh, dulia,” he whispered, licking her nipples. First one, then the other. Over and over again. It
seemed asif he couldn’'t get enough. “We have dl night, baby. And I, for one, want to taste that tequila
onyour skin.”

Helicked her throat, making her moan yet again. Her throat, to her breasts, and bending her back over
hisarm, lower.

Juliafelt something warm pour over her skin and opened her eyesto see him staring at her, tequila bottle
in hand, as helet athin stream of warm liquor make a path across her belly.

Logan watched her eyes as he lowered her to the floor, naked from the waist up, athin sheen of acohol
upon her skin. He watched her eyeswiden, then go dark, as he removed his shirt, undid hisbelt, and
took that off, too. He watched the moan gather forcein her throat as he stood up and pulled hisjeans
down, down, down over atrim waist, lean thighs, and his straining cock.



He heard that same moan escape as he stepped out of his shoes, removed his socks, and threw the
jeansinto the corner.

This man, Logan, was perfect. And he was hard, and throbbing, and big.Julia’ s mouth watered, and not
from thetequila

“God. Oh, God,” she moaned as he lowered himsalf back down between her legs. He held her still
when shetriedtorise.

“I need to be naked,” she said, fighting hishands. “I want you insde of me.” She gasped as his mouth
went to the dight rise of her belly.

“Please,” she begged, but al he did was shake his head and lay her back down.
“Patience, dulia, patience,” he whispered, and his mouth took hersin adevastating kiss.

She knew shewas quivering, every nervein her body dive and screaming. She wanted him. Why didn't
he take her? Oh God, she wanted him to take hernow.

Logan’ s mouth trailed fire from her chin, down her neck, to first one breast then another. On to her
belly, where he stopped to drink the liquid from her bellybutton.

“Body shots, en?” he laughed, unsngpping her pants. And then findly, findly,her pants were off, and she
lay before him, naked and shivering from thefire within her.

“You'regorgeous, Julia,” he said, grabbing the tequila bottle once again. She gasped when the liquid
dripped between her thighs, onto that place that was burning for histouch. She closed her eyes against
thefedling, too overwhelmed to think.

She had been willing, and right now she was willing to do whatever he asked of her.

“Open your eyes, baby, and watch me,” he demanded. He licked her belly, low, right above that spot
that throbbed. He repeated it, just alittle lower, but not low enough.

“Please” she begged, hating the whinein her voice.

“Pleasewhat?’ heteased, histongue stresking like alightning bolt across her inner thigh. “ Please go?
Please stop? Or please fuck me? Tel me what you want, Julia” His voice was rough, from control or a
lack of it shedidn’t know.

She opened her eyesto find him staring a her. Eyes gone dark with desire, cock pulsing between his
legs, muscles straining from holding back. And she smiled, dowly, the smile of awoman who knows she
holds the power.

“Fuck me, Logan, and fuck me hard. But firgt, touch me, before| die, wherethefireisburning me
aive” And she grabbed his hand and put it on her mound. She amost came then, with just that touch.
But hewouldn't let her.

L ogan teased the curls guarding that most secret place, the one that was dying for histouch. He stroked
her where she was wet and they both moaned. One finger, lightly, just teasing the entrance. And then two



fingers, with her bucking hard againgt his hand.

She was going to beg again, dammit. Thiswasnice, it felt so good, but it wasn't enough.She needed ...
sheneeded ... oh, fuck.

Logan’s mouth was on her, on her pussy, and yes, yes, thiswas what she needed.

Long, hard strokes had her gasping for air. His hands gripped her ass, lifting her off of the floor and
closer to hismouth. Closer to that wicked tongue of his. Now soft, feather-light quick little jabs. Shewas
going to comeif he kept thisup.

“Logan, Logan,” she moaned, head twisting Sdeto side. “I’m going to come, Logan,” she gasped, ashis
teeth gently imprisoned her clit, and histongue stroked it once, hard.

She came then, agush of wetness that seemed to go on and on.

She shook and thrashed and bucked in hisarms.

* * * %

Logan was in heaven. No woman, ever, had responded to him this completely, had given herself to him
thisfregly. And now it was histurn, to take in kind.

Juliawas till moaning, bregth hitching, when he turned her over with her torso resting on the couch. Her
breasts were heaving, nipples hardened, when he grabbed them from behind. He flicked them, at the
same time biting her neck, with his cock against her ass. She squirmed, trying to get closer. Ever closer.

“Now, Julig,” he groaned, and lifted her ass up higher. With onethrust, hewasinside of her to the hilt.
Hot silk, wasdl he could think as she surrounded him, enveloped him in that tightness that he had
needed for so long.

Histhrusts were hard, strong, and sure. Juliamet him, thrust for thrust, as her whole body geared up for
another orgasm. She was holding on to the couch cushionsfor deer life, straining againgt him to be closer.

“Takeme, Julia,” hesaid in her ear, “take me now.” Logan felt her push harder as his hands tweaked
her nipples. Her gorgeous asswasin the air, straining to meet the pounding of hisdick. And she did take
him, squeezing the muscles of her pussy together to hold himiin.

That squeeze, that tightness, was dl it took. Logan cameingde of her, hipsthrashing and hisdick onfire.
He came with agroan of gratitude, her name on hislips. And he heard her scream, once, as sheflew
over the edge with him.

When it was done he couldn’t speek, just gathered her to him and lifted both of them to the couch.
Logan lay down next to her, his cock against her ass, hishand still upon her breast, and promptly fell

adeep.

* k k %

Julia stongue was covered in carpet. At least that' sthe way it felt. She sat up and immediately regretted
the decision. Her head throbbed and there was something wrong with her eyes. They seemed to be glued
shut. She pried the left one open with her fingersand immediatdly yelled out in pain asthe light streaming



through the window blinded her. She dived back under the covers and into the sanctuary of darkness.

Under the quilt her brain cdlls started to dowly function again. It was morning and Logan was gone. Julia
carefully lowered the covers, forcing her body into asitting position. God, shefdt like shewas going to
die. Too much tequilalast night. She needed a pot of coffee and abottle of aspirin.

Logan’ sbody had |eft an impression in her bed. That'swhat she got for degping with ahunky stranger.
A hangover and an empty bed in the morning.

| amtoo old to do something this stupid. One night stands--something you did once or twicein
college--was not the action of arationd thirty-two year old woman. But she hadn’t been rational last
night. Logan had been too yummy to res<.

She hadn’t had sex like that in years. Three orgasms. Complete sexua overload.

She gtretched her arms and laughed as she redlized she had been avery voca partner last night,
screaming out his name at least a dozen times. Thank God she didn’t have any neighbors.

Juliawas glad he had | eft before she' d woken up. It made things less complicated. Morning-afters were
never comfortable. Trying to make smdl talk with astranger, one whose tongue afew hours earlier had
skimmed every inch of your naked body, led to more than afew uncomfortable pausesin conversation.

The last thing she needed in her life was more complications, but the sex had been incredible. Mind
boggling sex with astranger. Logan was a complete stranger and she had jumped his bones. Which made
her awhat, a hussy?

No, a tramp, avoice whispered in the corner of her mind, avoice which sounded suspicioudy like her
mother. Her mother, awoman who went to her death bed believing there were two kinds of women--the
kind men used and the kind men married.

But Juliawas not her mother and this was not the 1950's. Women now-a-days were free to explore
their sexuadlity. Julia had always been afree spirit when it came to sex. At least she dways thought she
was, but now, even though she knew deep down she was being slly, shefdt kind of dutty. Well, dutty
was better than living alife of self-imposed isolation.

Over thelast year she had been hiding awvay from people, from conversation. Solitude had become her
daily companion. Hours, days and, on occasion, weeksfilled with silence. She had never been much of a
people person, but she suddenly redlized she was dowly morphing herself into a hermit.

On onelevd it was acomforting thought; ahermit never felt the pain of losing someone. But Julia
suddenly redlized that she didn’t want to hide herself away anymore. She was the one who had survived.
She had to art living her life again. She had to force away the guilt she felt about surviving, while her
Sster had not.

Thismorning wasthefirg timein along time shetruly felt dive. Her body gtill hummed with the aftermath

of sex. Logan had ridden her until she had collapsed againgt him. Thetaste of his body mixed with tequila
made her suddenly ache with wanting. Her fingers unconscioudy ran over theimpression his head had |eft
inthepillow.

It was than that she noticed the green apple. It lay just below the pillow, and beneath the apple anote.



She picked up the apple and the note and carried them to the kitchen.

After three aspirins and two cups of coffee she started to fed amost human again. Taking a bite of the
apple shetried to make her blurry eyesfocuslong enough to read the black scribble.

Julia,

Sorry | couldn’t stay for breakfast. | had an early meeting. | promise to make it up to you. How
about dinner, tonight? | am smart enough not to wait for your answer. Expect me around 9:00.
Hope you like sausage on your pizza.

He was coming back. Tonight he would be back into her life. Juliawasn’t sure how she felt about seeing
him again.

* * % %

The doorbell rang at 9:20. She had dmost convinced herself he wasn't coming. All day she had told
hersalf he wouldn't show, but just in case she had gone to the store, filled her pantry, and picked up the
gpartment. She was aso wearing asilk robe in adeep, dark purple, with nothing undernesth.

She was nervous. Which was stupid, she chided hersdf as she brushed her hands through her hair. She
took a deep breath and opened the door.

He stood in the hallway, pizza box in one hand, six pack of beer in the other. “Y ou look good enough to
eat. Hope you're hungry. | brought an extra-large.”

Helooked incredible.

The moment he stepped through the door, Julia s hands were on him. She didn’t even think, just reached
out and pulled him into the room. The door dammed at his back and she used the dement of surpriseto
push him up againgt the door.

“You left. Y ou left thismorning and we weren't done yet. Not by along shot.”

“dulig, | ... what the hell are you doing?’

Juliawatched as his eyestook in her naked body as she dipped out of her robe, asthey widened in
surprise as she moved closer and undid his own pants and pushed them down histhighs.

Logan didn't speak. She didn't ether. When his shoes and pants were off and hewas standing inonly a
polo shirt, Juliawent to her kneesin front of him. Using onelong fingernail, she traced the length of his
cock from thetip to the base. And smiled when he jerked and alow growl came from histhroat.

“Julia, let’ sgo to bed. Come on, baby.”

Juliashook her head “No. Thistimeisfor you. Later, we'll go to bed. Right now, though, it'syour turn.”

Her lipswere on hisdick before he could protest. Damn, but he even tasted good. His scent was heady
and the throbbing of his cock in her mouth had her pussy tightening in response. Juliaused her tongueto



stroke him, then sucked him in until there was no moreto take.

She pumped him, using her fist around the base to add friction. Logan’s hands were fisted in her hair and
the shallow breaths he forcibly exhaed riffled against the top of her head.

Juliafelt him coming, felt the power building. She was delirious, crazy with lust and wanting, jubilant that
her touch could make this man lose control. She sucked him harder and used her teeth to lightly tease the
tip of his cock, where drops of pre-cum were aready gathering.

“Julig, baby, yes. I’m going to come, baby, so unless you want meto do it in your mouth, you’ d better
stop now.”

Logan’ s hands dug painfully into her scalp, but still she shook her head “No.” Onelast suck, one last
pull, and shefdt his seed spilling into her mouth.

When it was over, she rose until they were once again eye-to-eye. She reached out for hishand and
placed it upon her throbbing pussy, which was wet and dripping.

“Now we can go to bed.”

Chapter 3

Loud music hummed againgt her skin. Juliafelt the beat vibrating through her body as she reached up
and stroked the canvas with the brush. Sheliked to play the music loud when she painted. It took her
focus from the outside world. She was transformed deep into her subconscious where dl her cregtive
magic lived, the place her dreams came from. A placelately she seemed to havelittle control over.

Dressed only in awhite t-shirt and pink flowered panties, Julia squeezed paint from atube onto a
wooden palette. She wasfinaly painting again. Joy raced through her body as she painted faster, her
hand working across the canvas, her mind blank but for the music. She stopped only to reach for more
colors, mixing them impatiently against the palette.

And then it started to happen. The painting full of bright colors began to change. Slowly it was
transformed as the rage filled her mind and body. Black emotionsfilled her soul, forcing a stream of tears
down her paeface and amoan of horror from her lips. But she didn’t register these reactions. Juliawas
no longer aware of the world around her. She waslost in aworld of mayhem and murder.

Suddenly she cameto her senses. Like adiver breaking the waters surface, she gulped for air. Her body
trembled with exhaustion as she stood in front of the large canvas, looking with bleary eyesfor thefirst
time at her crestion--awoman with short blonde hair was hanging halfway off abed, a piece of thin rope
tied loosely around her neck.

No matter how hard Juliatried, al of her paintings for the last year were of murder. At first she had
fought againsgt the darkness, but finally, unable to contral it, she had opened up toit. And to her horror,
the dark canvases brought her success. She was selling more work than she ever had. Two showsin



three months, adozen articles about her work, and aloud buzz in the art world. As much as she despised
the themes of her paintings, hated the fedling of anger and hatred that pumped through her body as she
painted, she had resigned hersdlf to the fact that killing women on canvas was making her famous.

She wondered what Logan would think of this piece. She looked over towards the bed. Somehow even
with theloud music, helay deeping. Shewatched him; took in hisdender hipsand narrow wais, his
muscled thighs and toned calves.

The man was tanned al over. She'd have to ask him how he managed that. And he was so muscular that
just looking at him had her breath hitching and her mouth watering.

This man was more than just abig dick. Logan’ s body was awork of art, ascul pture worth painting.
Long, lean, smooth yet filled out in al of the right places. Juliahad never seen such a perfect example of
male.

She could dip back under the sheets next to him. Her eyes dowly trailed down his body. He had
crumpled the blanket down around hiswaist while he dept. But the red sheets couldn’t hide the huge
bulge of hiserection. She unconscioudy licked her lipsat the thought of taking him into her mouth.
Fedling hiswarm, pulsating cock as her tongue dowly worked itsway around the tip of him. Likelicking

aladllipop.

She grinned as she imaged his expression if he awoke and found her sucking his cock. She was tempted,
too tempted, to join himin bed.

But suddenly she felt shy. What would she say to him when he finadly woke up? Would he make another
dash for the door?

Juliawalked over and turned down the music. She wondered how he could deep through the racket. It
was agood thing she didn’t have any neighbors to complain about the loud music or the noise they'd
made again last night. This man took her to new sexud heights. She had never been thisverba in bed
before--screaming out his name, screaming outGodGod'’ s name.

Widll, any moment he would wake up and he would either make a bedline for the door, or stick around.
Either way, shewould find out what he thought of her and of their relationship. If you could cdl nothing
but sex and ten minutes of conversation in aforty-eight hour period arelationship. The problem was she
was kind of getting used to seeing him in her bed.

Walking back to the easdl she hunched down infront of the painting. She studied it, not with admiration,
but with critical eyes. Noting the places where she could improve, seeing dl theimperfections. Maybe if
she spent her whole life painting one day she would paint something that she couldn’t find fault with. Until
then she could only strive to get better. Thank God she had so much space to work in.

Her eyestook in the warehouse. She had moved in six months ago, and it had taken alot of time and
cash to convert the place into aliving space and studio. During the day the commercia street bustled with
people but at night it was like aghost town. She should have been scared but she wasn't. Sheliked living
aone. Sheloved feding the emptiness surrounding her at night. Night time was her favorite time to work.
It was the time when she could free her mind of al thoughts.

Julia stood up, took a dab of red paint on thetip of her brush and started on the canvas again, dowly
making corrections.



“I’ve seen that woman before.” A malevoicein her ear caused Juliato jump and drop her brush.
“Areyou trying to give me a heart attack?’ She asked, suddenly shy and feding uncomfortable being
half dressed. She was sure he could see her nipples through the thin cloth of thet-shirt. You're being silly
, She scolded hersdlf,he saw all of that and more last night.

“Sorry,” Logan chuckled, holding the sheet around hiswaist with one hand as he bent and picked up her
brush. The sheet rode up and she glimpsed his strong thigh, his rounded ass. Chrit, but the man had an
incredible ass.

“Who have you seen before?’ she asked, trying to tear her eyes away from his body.

Logan handed her the brush and motioned towards the painting. “ That woman.”

“Impossible. | didn't useamodd. She came straight from my imagination.”

“Where have | seen her?’ he asked himsdlf doud as he stalked back and forth in front of the painting.
The man was built like atanned Greek Adonis.

“I’ve got it. The newspaper. She wasin the newspaper.”

Julia shook her head and tried to concentrate on the conversation. “ Newspaper?’

“Yeah, last week when | wasin Denver, she was on the front page. 20 year-old college student

missing.
“Thegirl you saw lookssmilar tothisgirl...”

“No. Sheisthe spitting image of the woman on your canvas.”
“That’ sridiculous. Impossble!”

“I'll proveit to you. Do you have a computer?’

“Over inthe corner.”

Logan stopped in front of her. Strong fingers reached up and caressed her chin. Hetook it in his hand
and smiled. “You look tired.”

She couldn’t help hersdlf and she grinned. “I didn’'t get much deep last night.”

“What timeisit?’ he asked as he moved his body into hers. Hislips caressed her neck and her earlobe.
Juliawas having a hard time concentrating. “Two in the morning.”

“I'm ravished. Where sthe pizza?’

“In the corner. Want a beer?’

“Sounds grest,” he said as he continued to nuzzle her neck. Hisfingerstraced aong her skin, sending



eectrica bursts throughout her body. “What' sthisscar?” he asked, his voice suddenly husky with more
than deep.

She moved away from him, ingtinctively covering the scar with her hair. “I wasin an accident.”
“Redly?’
“Yeah, but | don't redly want to talk about it.”

“Okay.” He put both of his hands on her butt and gave her agentle push forward. “Y ou promised me

“It looksjust like her.” Juliahanded him back the printout.

“I told you.” Logan took asip of beer and studied the photo of the woman. There was no denying it; the
woman in the newspaper photo was the same woman Juliahad painted. “Y ou’ re sure you' ve never seen
this woman before?’ he asked.

“No. I'm positive. I’ ve never seen her.”

“Wdl, how do you explain the likeness?’

Juliasghed. “Youknow | can't explainit.”

“Have you dways painted women being murdered?’

Juliaheard the biting tone in his voice and winced. “No, only for the last year.”

“What made you take on such a grim subject matter?’

“I don’'t know. It sjust something that started to pour out of me.”

Logan glanced at her. “What are you not telling me?’

Julialooked away, avoiding the questionsin hiseyes. “1 don’t know what you mean.”

“I guess| don't know you well enough to call you aliar outright. But | get the distinct impression that
you' re hiding something.”

Damn him. “1 don't like to talk about it. | don’twantto talk about it.”

“Doesit have to do with the accident?’

“Yes” Theman just wasn't going to give up.

Logan’ s sudden silence stretched on and she found hersdlf talking again. “I wasin acar wreck.”

“How long ago?’ he asked.



“It' sbeen ayear and six months.” She self-conscioudy began rubbing her scar. “ A drunk driver hit the
car. The accident was pretty bad. | wasin the hospita for eight months.”

Now that she was talking about it she couldn’'t stop. “My sister and afriend werekilled. | wasthe only
onewho survived.”

Logan stood and started towards her, but Julia backed away. She didn’t want his sympathy, didn’t want
him to pity her.

“I'mfine...redly. | just haven't been ableto talk about it. | wasin acomafor four months.”
“And that’ swhen you Started painting these images?’

“Yes, when | came out of the hospital. My therapist says |’ m working out the grief | fed for theloss of
my sder.”

Logan’ s attention was no longer solely on her. He stood up and walked across the room.
“What isit?” Juliaasked him, rising to stand beside him at one of her other paintings.
“Another face that looks familiar.”

“You can't be serious”

“Thisone. | know I’ ve seen her before.” He pointed a the woman dumped over achair, awhite rope
twisted around her neck and body.

“That' s452.Woman in Despair .
He moved closer to the painting and stared at the woman. “1 can’t remember where I’ ve seen thisface.”

“I think your imagination is starting to play tricks on you. Someone you know looking like one of my
cregtionsisjust acoincidence.”

“Yeah, you're probably right. The student’ s face was plastered dl over the papers and news. Maybe
you saw astory aboutiton TV.”

“IdontownaTV.”

He grabbed her and pulled her towards him. “Woman how can you survive without televison?’
Shelaughed and swatted as his groping hands. “I spend most of my spare time painting.”

“And what do you do for fun?’ He asked nuzzling her neck.

“Fun?’

“Yeah fun, I'm sure you heard of it.”

113 | pa' r]t.”



“That' syour livelihood. | mean what do you do for smple enjoyment and amusement?’

Shelooked a him blankly.

“Okay, maybe you haven't heard of fun. That's something we can rectify. Do you like boats?” He asked
letting hisfingers caress her neck and collar bone,

Shetried to focus on what he was saying. “I’ ve never been on one.”

“Youdon't’ watch TV and you have never been on aboat. Weredly are going to have to do something

about these lapsesin your life” He reached up and gently brushed the hair from her eyes. “ Tomorrow is
Monday. Do you have any plans?’

“No.”

“Great. I'll pick you up at 10:00 and we' |l go boating.”

Shelaughed and pushed out of hisarms. “Don’t you have to work?’
“No, | set my own schedule.”

“Doesthisjob have atitle?’

“Yeah”

“Do you want to share thetitle with me?’

“Not yet. | want you to get to know me better before | try to sway you with my business suave.” He
walked around the room gathering up histhings.

“Areyou going to try and sell me avacuum cleaning or something?’

He chuckled, “No, I'm going to show you how we both can make alot of money.” He pulled on his
pants and reached for his shirt.

“Doing somethingillegd or legd?’

“Legd,” Helaughed.

“Trying to be mysterious for any particular reason?’

“It' saploy to keep you guessing. | figure aslong asyou areintrigued you' |l keep agreeing to seeme.”

“Doesit work? Thistype of ploy. | mean hasit worked on other women?’ She asked as she wiped
paint from her hands.

“Many times”
“Never mind. I'd rather not know.”

He kissed her on the forehead. “Now be good until | get back.”



“ And when will that be?’

“I'll beback in...,” Logan looked a hiswatch, “ Seven hours. Wear comfortable shoes and bring ahat.”

Chapter 4

“I’ve never been to Canyon Lake.” Julie lathered suntan |otion across her legs.

“It doesn't look like much, but wait.” Logan pointed across the lake towards the mountains. Dramatic,
majestic, imposing. A gradua dope carpeted in desert foliage and stately cacti, morphed dowly into solid
rock. Golden rock etched by weather and time forming rugged peeks that seem to cut into the clear blue
ky.

“Seethat opening? That’ swere we' re going. The waterway goes back about twelve miles.” Logan
started the boat, dowly backed it out of the dip, and headed towards the middle of the lake.

It was agorgeous day. October--the perfect month to be on thelake in Arizona. Today highswerein
the eighties. Only the truly devoted would suffer through ahundred plus summer day in search of outdoor
fun.

Julia sat back againgt the white leather seat and closed her eyes, enjoying the fed of sun on her face. It
had been along time since she felt thisrelaxed.

Fingers gently stroked her cheek. “Y ou’re as pae as aghogt; you' re going to fry.”
She opened her eyes and smiled. “Y ou don't find lobster-red attractive?’
“No, | don't,” he laughed and tossed her awide brimmed straw hat.

She put on the hat and leaned over the Side of the boat, running her fingers through the water. “Ready to
tell mewhat you do for aliving?*

“I runacoupleof gdleriesinL.A.”
“Only acouple?’

“I want you to come and do ashow. But more than that | want to talk you into reprinting your work. |
would liketo seeit in posters, print lithographs.”

She laughed. “How about calendars and greeting cards?’

“Why not?’ Logan countered with astraight face.
“I don’'t paint sunflowers and landscapes. My work istoo dark for what you' re looking for.”



“Not for the right type of collector.”

“I think I’'m scared to ask what type of collectors you' re talking about.”

Logan glanced at her with asmall smile. “People with amore sophisticated taste.”

“The crimindly insane, you mean?’ she asked, laughing. He couldn’t redly be serious, could he?
“No joke, your work strikes a cord with people. Look at the success you' ve had so far.”

“You'reright. | know you'reright. It'sjust, | don’t understand why people want to buy my paintings.
I’m il struggling with why | fed compelled to paint women in such dark circumstances.”

“What did you paint before the accident?” he asked, hisfingerstrailing the back of her neck.
“Desert landscapes.”

“And you haven't painted one Since the accident?”’

“No. I’'ve only painted murder, death and mayhem.”

“And you aren’'t happy with your work?’

“My work isdark and twisted. | can’'t understand why anyone would want to paint nightmares. And
that’ swhat | am painting.”

He planted akiss on her forehead. *Y our work is not twisted. It' s beautiful. Y ou'reatruly talented
woman.”

“Morelike atruly unbalanced woman.”

“Joke dl you want, Julia, but people like your work. And | would like the opportunity to take you and
your paintingsinto awhole new venue.”

“I think you're nuts.”
“Sothat’sayes”

“You'reanidiot. Okay, yes. | will doashow at your galery and you can try out this crazy ideaabout
reproducing my work. But for therecord, | till think you' re crazy.”

“Duly noted. Now, hold onto your hat with both hands. Let’ s see what this boat can redlly do.”

* k% k %

They spent thewhole day on thelake. They didn’t pull back into the marinauntil the sun had dipped low
inthe sky. By the time they docked, gathered dll their belongings, and secured the boat, the sun had long
ago sunk below the horizon and it was dark.

Logan lowered the cooler and turned back towards the water. “Let’sgo for aswim.”



“It' sdark.”

“I know. Thewater iswarm, and it will fed good. Don't you fed sticky?’

“Yeah.” She pulled her hair from the back of her neck. She did fedl hot and swesty.

Logan jumped in and Julia hesitated for only amoment before following him into the water.

A few lights sprinkled aong the dock blinked on. The water was now ink black but warm against her
in.

“What if aboat comes by? Will we get run over?’

“Don’'t worry. Most of the boats are dll ready in. Come on, there sasmall cave created by the overhang
againg the mountain. It’' slessthan ten feet.”

They swam across to the rock face. Logan grabbed her hand and put it againgt the smooth edge of the
rock. “ See, thereisanatura ledge here, just below the surface. We can sit and watch the stars.”

“Y ou’ ve been here before?’
“It' smy favorite place to vacation in the winter.”

She pulled hersalf onto the ledge. Her legs where still covered with water. She looked up at the rock
ceiling s feet above her head. “Thisiscozy.”

He settled in next to her. “Yeah it is. Cozy and private.” He reached over and pulled down the strap of
her bathing suit.

Julie swatted at his hands as she turned to look a him. “What are you doing?’

“Hmm, not much.” He lowered hislips onto her bare shoulder and swiped her warm skin with his
tongue.

“Y ou can't do this here, Logan, someonewill seeus.”

His hand cupped her breast and afingernail scraped across her nipple. “No on€' saround here a night.
The security guard stays up in his office by the restaurant. There’sno oneto see, Julia”

“But someone could come down to the dock,” sheingsted, trying to ignore the sensation of his hand
brushing againgt the wet materid of her suit at her breasts, and the hair on hislegs rubbing againgt the
damp skin of her back.

Shetried to think of something else, anything else but hisfingers stroking her nipplesinto hard points of
pleasure. A groan escaped her mouth as her nipple rose againgt his hand, searching, seeking. Her back
arched againgt him as she lost control of her own body.

He dowly pedled down the other strap of her suit. “| suppose they could.”

Julia' s breath caught in her throat as he lowered his mouth to the newly exposed patch of skin. “Logan,
please, sopit.”



Histongue glided across the skin of her shoulder blade. But he stopped and raised his head, looking into
her eyes. “Do you redly want meto?’

His other hand was caressing her leg, moving dowly up to rub againgt her where the materid of her suit
ended high up againg her hip.

It was dark but the moon was full and bright. There were no clouds. Anyone standing on the dock
looking inther direction could see them.

Juliastopped worrying about who might see them as Logan’ sfingers played alight tap-dance againgt the
sengtive skin of her inner thigh. Goosebumps rose on her flesh as she leaned her back againgt his chest.
No one was around, and if they were, did sheredly even care?

She sighed as L ogan used one finger to tease itsway across her mound. The friction between her
sengtive flesh and the wet materid of her suit had her heart picking up arapid beat. A groan dipped out
through parted lips as he stroked her...once, twice, athird time.

Julia sbody was on fire. Her back arched against Logan, and she could fedl his erection pressing against
her ass. She squirmed, trying to get closer, as hislips lowered once again to her shoulder.

“Shhh. Just relax, Julia, and let it happen.”

Shedidn’t know what he meant, didn’t understand, until hisfinger dipped under the edge of her suit to
dipingdeof her. The contact of hiswet, cold finger had her pussy tightening around him.

She gasped as he dipped hisfinger in and out, in and out, mimicking the strokes of histongue against her
bare shoulder. Julid s hipstilted as she strained toward him. Logan’s mouth went to her ear, to the
sensitive skin behind it. Histhumb moved to caress her clit as hisfinger remained buried ingde of her.

It was over dmost before it began. Julia used her hands to clench Logan’ s thighs as she leaned her head
back for hiskiss. Hisfingers continued to work their magic as histongue raked her palate, her teeth. Julia
used her own tongue to dud with hisas she felt him dip another finger insde of her.

Shefdt the orgasm coming and sucked histongue harder into her mouth. Logan moved hisfree hand to
her belly, pushing her back againgt him to rub hisdick againgt her ass. Shefdt it diding, dipping, probing,
as histhumb expertly grabbed hold of her clit and flicked it once.

Juliacame with a series of shudders and a haf-scream that Logan swallowed into his own mouth. When
it was done, and her shivers had subsided, Logan fixed her suit back into place and gently ran ahand
across her long hair.

“That, Julig, iswhat we cdl having fun.”

* * k* %

Logan started pedling off his clothes the minute they made it through the door of her gpartment. The
phone rang and as she moved to answer it he sprinted past her, yelling over his shoulder. “ Gredt, | get the
shower firgt!”

“Nofair! Don't usedl the hot water.” Juliayelled back and picked up the phone. “Hello.”



Her agent Cindy’ s voice was on the other end. “ Julia”
“Hey! How isthe conference?”’

“Grest. It's beautiful here.”

“Areyou okay?" Juliaasked.

“Yes, why do you ask?’

“I don’t know you sound funny.”

Cindy coughed into the phone. “I think I’m coming down with acold. Did you finish the paintings for the
show?’

“Yes, they’redl finished, and not amoment too soon.”
“I'm dying to seethem.”
“When are you coming back?’ Julia asked.

“Wadll, I'm going to be detained longer than | thought here. | have an idea, though. It’sbeen along time
snce you took avacation.”

Julialaughed. “Exactly what isavacation agan?’

“Come up here.” Cindy begged.

“To Lake Tahoe?”

“Y es, why not? Take some snapshots of the paintings and bring them with you.”
“I can email the photosto you.”

“Chrigt, you know I'm technicaly chalenged. Julia, it’sjust an hour flight. Y ou can fly into Reno and
thenrent acar. I'mtelling you, it’ s bresthtaking up here”

“Y ou know, you' re right--why not. Okay, you convinced me.”

“When can you come?’ Cindy asked.

“I can't makeit for acouple of days. How long are you staying?’

“Another week at least. Come up thisweekend. | can’t wait to see your new work.”
“Cindy.”

“Yeah?

“I met someone.”



“Y ou met someone. Wl it’sabout time. Is he hunky?’

“Vary.”

Cindy laughed and asked,” Employed?’

“yes”

“Does he have acrimina record?’

Julialaughed, “1I’m not sure, but I'll ask him when he gets out of the shower.”

“Isit serious?’ Cindy asked.

“Seemsto be.”

“Bring himwith you.”

“Y ou don't mind?’

“Areyou nuts? | can’t wait to see the guy that swept you off your feet. How did you meet him?”’
“It'sLogan Walker.”

“Who?’

“Logan Walker. He made an appointment to see my work. He owns acouple of gdleriesin L.A.”
“Hmm, name doesn’'t ring abell,” Cindy said, sniffling into the phone.

“It doesn’'t?”’

“Areyou kidding? In thelast month | barely remember my own name. God, | need avacation.”
“| thought you were on one.”

“Honey, thisisaworking vacation. Which means 90% work and 10% vacation. | haveto go, but get
yoursdf and your hunk up here.”

“Okay, | will.” dulie promised and hung up the phone just as Logan came out of the bathroom, atowel
wrapped around hiswaist.

“Who wasit?" he asked, shaking hishead in her direction and spraying her with water.

“Stop that!” She shrieked taking refuge behind the couch. “1t was Cindy. Did you use dl the hot water?’
Juliademanded as she admired the half-naked man standing in front of her. “How would you like to get
away for the weekend?’

“What do you havein mind?’



“Cindy wants me to come up to Lake Tahoe. She wants to see my new paintings.”
“Soundslike fun.”

“I thought I" d spend a couple of days up there. Take amini-vacation. Do you want to come?’ Julia
asked.

“I think | can clear my schedule. I’ ve to go out of town tomorrow.”

“Redly?’

“Yeah. But I'll only be gone afew days.”

“When will you be back?’ she asked, trying to keep from sounding like a pouting child.

“Friday. I'll be back before you know it.”

* k *x %

It had been only been twenty-four hours since Logan left. Julia poured hersdlf another cup of coffee and
difled ayawn. It was eleven o’ clock in the morning and she had just dragged herself out of bed. She had
spent dl of last night painting. The painting was just an excuse--the truth was that she wasfinding it hard
to degp without Logan in her bed. It was adisturbing thought. She had gotten use to him being around
and, even worse, she was starting to depend on him being around. It was a dangerous thing loving

people.

She stopped in shock as she redlized she had just used the word love. Dear God, she had falenin love
with Logan. A man, she reminded hersdlf, she barely knew. A man who probably thought of her as
nothing more than afun bedmate, amomentary distraction. How could this have happened? How had
shelet her guard down enough for thisto have happened?

“Doesit redly matter?” she asked hersdlf, dipping on a sundress and her sandds. For thefirst timeina
very long time, she was enjoying hersdf. Having fun, Logan cdled it, and being around him, taking time
for hersdf, flirting and joking with such a handsome man,wasfun.

She grabbed her sunglasses from the table beside her door, a ong with the cloth bag she used when
going to the market, and made sure to lock the door on her way ouit.

The phone rang and startled her. She picked it up as the door to the hallway stood open, her voice
sounding rushed as she uttered aquick hdllo.

Silence. Breathing. Nothing else.

Julid s brows furrowed as she said hdllo afew more times, but whoever was on the other end of theline
wasn't answering. Until avoice, so soft she bardly heard it, whispered to her.

“Y ou are the one that got away.”
The hair on the back of her neck stood up asthe caller disconnected. Just an obscene phone cdl she

told hersdlf, replacing the handset into it’s cradle. Just someone out to rattle you. Sherefused to let it her
bother her, and mentally gave herself ashake to remove the tingle of unease the cdler’ swords had



brought her.

Never mind. Move on. She left her gpartment, locking the door behind her, and set off, the phone cdll
dready nothing more than anuisance.

It had been too long since she' d been shopping. Her refrigerator was stocked with nothing but afew
bottles of beer, some applesthat weren't fit to eat, and agtick of butter.

It wasn't until she was halfway down the block that the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. A chill
like ice spread from the base of her neck, dong her spine, until it wrapped around and lodged in her
throat.

Someone was following her.

Juliaturned around quickly, glancing in al directions, but the few people that were out and about today
weren't paying any attention to her.

“Nerves, that’sdl itis” But as she scanned the shadows one more time, she couldn’t shake the fedling
that someone was there, watching her.

Threatening her, without saying aword.

She kept walking, picking up her pacejust alittle, until she cameto the small market that she' d been
using since she moved to the neighborhood.

“Long time no see, Julia,” Tom, the owner, hollered out to her as she entered. “Where ve you been
hiding?’

Julialaughed with the man, and the feding of being followed was quickly pushed aside. But not
forgotten.

* * * %

She spent the rest of the day and most of the night painting. It was close to midnight. She didn’t know
how much longer she could keep her eyes open.

The phone rang and she picked it up. “Hello?

“dulig?

“Yes thisisdulia” she answered, sifling ayawn.

The voice whispered acrosstheline, * Y ou arethe one.”
“Whoisthis?’

“The onethat got away.” The phone clicked dead.

The receiver wasin her hand as her eyes searched the wall of windows. The crank call had freaked her
out. Her nerves were raw. She needed to get drapes.



The dark had never bothered her before, but she kept imagining someone looking in and watching her
movements. She got up and turned on dl thelights. Shefdt like anidiot for being scared. What she
needed was a wegpon, anything to make her fed lessvulnerable.

Juliarummaged through her closet, searching until she found an old baseball bat. Carrying the bat, she
made her way to the kitchen. Maybe some warm milk would help her deep.

Milk in one hand, bat in the other she started across the floor back to bed. Suddenly someone started
pounding on the door. Startled, Julia s cup of milk spilled dl over thefloor.

“Hold you horses!” she yelled as she wiped milk from her fingers and made her way to the door. She
put on the chain and dowly opened the door a crack. Half of Logan’ s face appeared. Julie threw off the
chain and opened the door. “ Y ou’ re back!”

“I"'m back.”

Shethrew hersdf into hisarms. “It's so good to see you.”

“Did you missme?’

“Yeah.” And shedid. Thinking of him made her fed good and happy for thefirst timeinalong time.

“What have you been doing?’ he asked brushing the hair from her eyes.

“Painting.”

“| can seethat,” he said, histhumb wiping astreak of paint from her chin.

“I finished another painting.”

‘“Let mesee”

“Kissmefirgt,” she demanded.

He kissed her and her body hummed with fire.

“Have you eaten?’ She asked.

“No, I'm starved.”

“| was going to have spaghetti.”

“Sounds like heaven.”

Juliawent into the kitchen.

Logan voice cdled out from the living room, “It's Cindy.”
“What?" she asked as she came out of the kitchen carrying a bottle of wine.

L ogan pointed at a painting of abrown haired woman draped over aboulder, her neck decorated with a



thin rope. Behind her acircle of large pinetreesand asmall stream ran not far from her left arm.
“It'sCindy. Y our agent.”

She handed him thewine. “Cindy? Y ou're nuts. Thisdoes't look anything like her.”

“It'sher, but with long brown hair instead of short red.”

Julie studied the painting. “ Do you redlly think it lookslike Cindy?’

L ogan opened the bottle and poured out two glasses, handing her one. ” Y ou didn’t use her asamode ?’
“No, | don't usemodelsat al.”

“It could be her twin. You redly can’t see the resemblance?’ Logan asked, his eyes sudying the face.
“No, | redly don't.”

“Do you have her picture somewhere?’

“Sure. In the promotiona stuff from my last show. | just haveto find it.” She walked over and started
rifling through ametd filing cabinet. “1 know it’sin here somewhere.” She picked up astack of laminated
cards and started flipping through them. “Hereit is” She walked back to where Logan was il standing,
holding up the card next to the painting. “ Oh my God, itisCindy.”

“Youredly didn’'t know?’

“No, of coursenot! | wouldn't purposdly paint her without asking. | don’t think she’d mind modeling for
me, but I'd still never paint her without permission.”

“That'sodd,” he said.

“What?’

“It'sjust odd you didn’t recognize her.”

“Maybe | was unconscioudy thinking of her.”

The phone started ringing. Juliajumped.

“Aren’'t you going to answer that?’ Logan asked.

“No.”

“Why not?’

“I"ve been getting crank cals”

“Sincewhen?’ He asked as he walked over to the phone. His hand reached for the receiver but it

stopped ringing before he picked it up. “ Y ou should get caller ID. Hey, what isit. Y ou look scared.
What' swrong?’



“I' know this sounds nuts, but | think someone has been following me.”

“Following you?’

“Someone might be stalking me. Y egh, | know, maybe I'm just being paranoid, but for the last couple
days |’ ve had this feding someone has been watching me. Y esterday | could have sworn someone was
behind me dl the way to the market. I’ ve heard footsteps in the hallway late at night, but when | open the
door no oneisthere. And then there are the phone calls.”

“What phone calls?

She garted to tell him and then felt foolish. But by thelook on hisface he wasn't about to let her get by
until she explained about the calls. “ Crank phone calls started afew nights ago. | know it’s probably a
bored teenager. But they have been unsettling.”

“Inwhat way?’

She unconscioudy twirled her hair between her fingers as she answered, “A strange voice on the other
end, amale voice, which says‘you are the one that got away.’”

He reached out and took her hand in his. “It' skids. But tomorrow we'll hook you up with caller ID,
okay? And I'll go out and buy awhistle, so the next time the bastard calls you can blow out his eardrum.
Hey, you'retrembling.”

Logan gathered her into hisarms. “1’m here now. Y ou don’t have to worry, dulia, I’'m hereand I'll
protect you.”

* * k* %

Rain poured down in sheets from the sky. They stood locked together staring out at the storm. His hand
caressed her cheek and dowly did down her body.

“Areyou deepy?’ he asked as his hand did indde her blouse.

Histouch made her body hum. Sheleaned into him enjoying thefed of hisfingers gliding across her skin.
He pulled the blouse off, dropping it to the floor and suddenly turned her around gently pushing her
againgt the window. The cold surface of the glass againgt her nipples sent shivers of pleasure down her

back.

His hand trailed down her back. A moan escaped her lips. A moan suddenly replaced with ashriek of
horror.

“What’ swrong?’ Logan demanded.
Juliascrambled behind him. “ There' s someone out there.”
“Where?’

“On thefire escgpelooking in.”



Before she could react Logan opened the window and was gone into the night.

Juliastood uncertain what to do. She could call the police and tell them what? Any minute Logan would
be down the fire escape and on the main street. And then who knows what direction he would be going.

She grabbed her blouse from the floor, quickly buttoning it as she sumbled around in the dark looking
for her shoes.

She opened the window and was immediately pelted with raindrops. It was cold and the night air was
chilly. Sheignored the water dripping down her face and held on for dear life as she made her way down
the fire escape to the street. What direction had he gone?

She saw a body heading around the corner. At thistime of night, in thiswegther it had to be him. Sheran
down the wet pavement, her heart pounding. As she rounded one corner and then the next.

Logan was sanding in the aley looking over afence.

“Hegot away,” Logan said trying to catch his bregth.

“Did you seewho it was?’

“No. Chrigt, what the hell are we doing out here?’ He started laughing. “ Sorry | reacted beforel

thought. It was probably some teenager playing peeping tom.” He stopped laughing as his eyeswent to
her shirt. It was plastered against her chest, making her breast clearly visible through the soaked materid.

“Logan, I'm cold.”

“You're beautiful.” He reached out and touched her cheek, the warmth of hisfingers burning her skin.
Shewanted to melt her body into his. His hand moved down and hisfingers brushed against buttons.
Fingers sarted working the buttons on her shirt.

“What are you doing?’

“Finishing what we Started earlier.”

Julia s breath hitched once more as shetried to meet his burning gaze. Logan’s eyes had gone dark with
desire, just likethat first night at her house

She heard the sound of materia tear asimpatient hands pulled her shirt gpart.
“My blouse!”
“I'll buy you another one.”

She waswell aware of her torn t-shirt, her breasts spilling between the folds for anyone who happened
to wak by to see. Her nipples were hard, but from the cold or the green fire of his eyes shewasn't sure.

Hislipslowered onto hers.

Her hand came up and touched his chest. One touch. Just that one simple touch upon skin, and Logan



was hit with afist of lust. Pure and untainted, but surrounded by al of the doubts he had had for weeks, it
hit him square in the groin. He grew hard, and throbbing, from that one light caress of her fingers upon his
chest

“Logan,” shewhigpered, “we rein the middie of an aley, in the middle of the night. Inpublic. And you're
looking at me like you want to fuck meright here”

“Because | do, Julia, | dowant to fuck you right here. Public or not, aley or not, to hell withital. You
can fed what you doto me,” he groaned, pushing himsdlf harder against her palm. “Y ou can fed it, and
screw therest of this damn city’ s population, because | want to take you here. Now. Later, we can do it
right, in abed. But for thelove of al that isholy, if you don't kiss meright now, I’'m going to go crazy,”
he growled, and pulled her towardshim.

Her lipsmet his, hot, hungry. Soft and pliant. And damnit al if he gave aflying fuck asto where they
were a or who might possibly see. He wanted to possess this woman, and he was going to take her
here.

Logan'slipsdidn’t tease thistime, or linger. They were hard and hot, demanding entrance, plundering
her mouth with wild abandon.

Thethrusts of histongue burned Juliato her center, where she was aready hot and wet. His hips ground
againgt her as she strained to get closer. When she was around Logan Walker, al she wanted wasmore.

He grabbed her hand to pull her with him. Without giving her timeto think, or to protest, he pushed her
back againgt the dley wall. The old bricks were cold and damp, and bit dightly through her thin shirt. She
didn’t care, not as his hands grabbed afistful of her long, dark hair in histwo hands.

Logan couldn’t get enough of her mouth. So wet, he thought,so wet a man could drown in this mouth.
Hetook, and took, until hefelt her legs go weak and she had to grip his shouldersto stay upright.

One hand l€ft her hair to grab a breast peeking out of the ripped shirt. Hislips soon followed, down her
throat, to the nipple already hard and puckered. His tongue |apped gently at it until she moaned, and then
he heard her gasp as histeeth bit, hard, and he sucked asif hisvery life depended onit.

Juliacried out hisname. “Logan, please,” she said, grabbing hisasswith both hands. “ Please,” she sad
again, as his mouth moved to her other breast. “| need you. | need you inside me. Please,” she gasped,
thelast syllablesending with aplea

Helet go of her so quickly she amost fell. He moved her over afew inches, then grasped the bottom
rung of the fire-escape stairs next to where they stood. With one pull, musclesrippling, he managed to
bring them down with a horrendous squeak.

Logan turned back to her with an unreadable ook in hisfiery green eyes. He reached out one hand and
grabbed the front of her shirt. Juliawastoo Startled to say aword.

He kissed her, still holding on to the ripped shirt, and lifted her skirt with his other hand. Hisfingers
unerringly found that place that was oh so ready for histouch.

She gasped when he touched her, the fed of hisfingers burning her even through her panties. She ground
againg him, straining. She couldn’'t help it. She needed it, neededhim. She moaned.



“Logan,” she breathed, his name escaping asasigh.

“Yes, Julig, | know. Hard and fast thistime, baby, because | can’'t wait. God help me, | can’'t wait any
more,” he said, leaving her dripping as he moved his hand away and brought it to the snap of hisfly. The
Zipper sounded unnaturdly loud inthe dark, quiet dley.

Hisjeans pooled around his knees, and he pushed her onto the bottom rung of the stairs. Off her panties
came, ripped by hishurrying hands. Straining now, gasping his name, Juliagrabbed his strong shoulders.

Throbbing, she was throbbing, aching so badly for that first thrust. But dthough Logan said he couldn’t
wait anymore, he took time to stroke her; once, twice, threetimes, hard. So hard shejerked against him,
urging himto doit again. And again.

Logan’ steeth fastened on to her nipple as he urged her to that first peak with hisknowing fingers. Julia
fdt it coming, growing beyond her control, as hisfingers expertly rolled her dit into arolling, boiling
frenzy. Her breathing was out of control, her nipples ached, and fire burned when she called out his
name.

“Logan,” sheyeled, bucking againgt him as she came. “Oh, Logan, Logan,” she moaned, riding the
waves as shefdt his cock come into contact with her gill throbbing pussy.

“My turn,” he growled, and plunged himself into her up to the hilt. The stairs rocked and squeaked out a
protest, but neither one of them cared.

Herode her hard, like astalion mounting amare, thrusting again and again until hisfever reached a
burning pitch. On the brink of a pleasure so strong it was almost pain, he grabbed the handrails of the
garsand plunged histongue into her mouth.

Julid s gasp, her moans, her twitching hips and grinding torso. Her wet, hot pussy and her hard nipples
againg hischest. Her thrusting tongue and hands on his ass. All of it came together in one blinding
moment of awareness and need. Need so powerful he was helplessto resist it.

Logan grabbed her waig, lifting her from the stairs and pushing her back against the wall of the aley.

And asthe bricks of the building dug into her back, Juliawrapped her long legs around hiswaist, arched
up, and brought him home.

* k% k% %
“1 don’'t care what the damn computer says! I'm here at her request and | know she wantsto seeme.”

The clerk gave Juliaan gpologetic smile. “I'm sorry, but Ms. Parker left strict ingtructions not to be
disturbed.”

“Canyou at least tell mewhat room sheisin?’ Juliaasked.
“The hotdl does not give out the room numbers of our guests. It's hotdl policy.”
“Can you check to seeif sheleft anote for me? Julia Madson.”

The desk clerk punched afew keys on the computer and shook hishead. “ Thereisno message. I'm
sorry.”



Julie turned to Logan. “Great. So now what?’

Logan finished filling out the forms and passed the clerk his credit card. “We check in, get something to
eat and go seethe sights. Y ou told her we were coming in tonight right?’

1] Rigm.”

“Wel, my bet isby breakfast she'll be tracking you down.” Logan held up the room key and smiled. “A
nice cozy room, with abig king-sized bed. Are you sure you want to eet first? We can go straight to the
room and take along, long nap.” He gave her alecherous wink.

Shelaughed, “I’m starving. So the nap will haveto wait.” She watched hisfacefill with disgppointment
and laughed again. Stepping closer she whispered in his ear, “How about if we egat fast and the nap can
be our dessert.”

* * % %

Juliatook her timein the bath after returning from dinner. They’ d had an evening of pleasurable
conversation and good food, and she was hoping that they’ d have an even better night of great sex. She
had called down to the front desk the moment she got back in the room. Cindy till had the do not
disturb request up.

After drying off and pulling her hair into aclip on top of her head, she dipped on ashort silk teddy and
went back into the bedroom.

And there he was, the man she’ d gotten so close to in such a short amount of time. Lounging on the bed
wearing only hisbriefs, rifling through afile folder of papersasif he owned the world.

Juliasmiled to hersdlf. Damn, but he was hot. And not just hislooks either, which were nothing to frown
about. Just the way he carried himself, the way he took control of thingsin both his persond and business
life, the way he made her fed ssfe.

“Areyou busy, or can | joinyou?’

She watched him glance up from the paper he had been reading, and his eyes darkened with instant
desirewhen they landed on her.

In response, dulid s nipples hardened, and shefedt atirring of desire deep down in the pit of her
somach.

“By dl means, pleasejoin me.” Hisvoice waslow and rough, with an edge of sexua chemistry that had
Julid stoes digging into the carpet and her pussy clenching benesth the thin silk of her panties.

She made her way to the bed and gingerly sat beside him, trying not to disturb the piles of paperwork
he’ d made. Logan solved that problem by grabbing them al up in one large hand and dumping them over
the side of the bed.

He smiled at her, and she smiled back.

Their kisswasn't gentle; neither were their hands. She couldn’t touch him enough, couldn’t reach enough



places on his body for her hands and mouth to explore. She felt him everywhere on her body--his hands
on her arms, her legs, between her thighs. His mouth devoured hers, and shefelt him come up over her,
between her legs.

They didn’'t spesk. Thishunger, this need, had no place for words. Juliawanted him inside of her,
wanted Logan to take her to that place that only he could.

She didn’t know when it happened. He was holding her hands above her head, histongue laving her
nipplesinto iff points of desire, and suddenly her wrists were firmly attached to the bedposts.

“Logan.” Shewas gasping, straining, trying to free her arm from their binds.
“Shhh, dulig, it' sdright.”

Her head pulled back, trying to see what was holding her to the bed. Necktie. He' d used anecktieto tie
her to the bed.

“Logan?What isthis?’ Juliawas sarting to panic. She’ d never been into bondage, and thiswas starting
to scare her alittle.

Logan ran ahand down the silky smoothness of her hair, which he' d freed from its clip. “ Something
different. | want you to givemeal of you.” His hand continued itsjourney, down her neck, across her
breagts, until it stopped at the juncture of her thighs. “I want you to watch what | can do to you.”

Julia s heart was pounding in her chest. She wanted to tell him to let her go, to release her, but part of
her wasthrilled that he wanted to try something new, something different, something that would excite
them both.

Logan’ s mouth made its way back to hers, and she lost hersdf in hiskiss. Hisfingers were teasing the
curls between her spread legs, and when he urged them farther gpart with one of hisown, shedidn’t
hestate.

He abruptly pulled away from her, and she arched her head to see him making hisway down her belly,
to that pot that he was dtill flicking lightly with histhumb. Shefet the fire growing in her bely, and the
thought alone of where his mouth was going had an orgasm threatening to break loose.

There were once again no words as he teasingly used histongueto lightly flick her clit. GodGod, the man
knew just where to touch her, justhowto touch her, to have her hips bucking off of the bed.

Her moans echoed in the stillness of the bedroom as he wrapped hislips around her clit and sucked. She
camein agush of wetnessthat he lapped up with histongue. Juliatwisted her armsin her bonds, trying,
needing, to get closer. To hismouth, to his hands, to everything.

Shewas gtill fedling the aftershocks as he wasted no timein taking his placeingde of her.

In onethrust hewasin her to the hilt. Juliafelt Logan go till as her body tightened and released around
him in itsown natural rhythm. She opened her eyes, only to meet hisintense green stare upon her.

He started his own pace, nice and easy, using his handsto lift her hips up to meet histhrusts. She saw
the passion build in him, dmost asquickly asit built in her.



She couldn’t reach him, couldn’t touch him, because she was il tied to the bedpost. But she wrapped
her legs around hiswai <, taking him as deep as he could go.

Julialet go of thelast of her reserve, and used her pussy musclesto squeeze the head of hisdick.
Logan'seyes closed againgt the fedling, and Julia smiled. They both had power here.

Shefelt him growing harder, felt the blood rushing into her own ears, and dug her heds harder into his
back. His hands were dmost painful where he held on to her, and she arched her back up asfar asit
would go.

They came together, and the sounds they made were the only noisesin their cabin.

It was, as vacations went, the best damn one she' d ever had.

* k k %

The next morning there was till no sign of Cindy. Juliawas beginning to worry. It wasn't like Cindy to
blow her off. Julia made her way to the front desk, determined thistime to get the clerk to et her into
Cindy’sroom.

Hirting, bribery; whatever it took. Luck was on her side. The morning clerk wasin histwenties. She
plied him with smiles. Laughed at dl hisjokes and batted her eyes until hefindly gavein and handed over
Cindy’ sroom key.

Cindy’ s room was neat and tidy and her bed looked like it had not been dept in.

The clerk had assured Juliathat Ms. Parker had not requested maid service for the last four days. Julia
knew Cindy well enough to know her inner most secret. Cindy was acloset dob.

Cindy’ s outward appearance was awaysimmeaculate and her office always orderly. But therewerea
chosen few who made their way into the inner sanctum of Cindy’ s home and quickly found themselves
confronted with day’ sworth of dirty dishes piled high in the sink, unfolded laundry scattered acrossthe
furniture. And if you knew her extremely well you got aglimpse of her never made bed.

Julia searched the room. No clues screaming out Cindy’ s whereabouts. Where had she gone? Asfar as
Juliacould tell, no onein the hotel had seen Cindy for at least three days.

She didn’t have a choice. Juliawould go to theloca police department, fill out a missing person’ sreport,
and hope to God the police took her serioudly.

* * % %

“You filled out the report and the police said they would be on the look out for awoman fitting Cindy’'s
description.”

“Logan, you weren't there. Y ou didn’t see the way they treated me. They acted like | wasanut job.
Y ou should have seen the Sergeant’ s face when | told him | was worried because her room was so clean
and her bed was made. The man thinksI’minsane.”

L ogan reached across the table and put his hand over hers. “Y ou’ ve done dl you can. Now it'sup to
the police. They handle caseslike thisal thetime.” He passed her a croissant. “'Y ou need to stop



worrying and eat something.”

“I can’'t eat. Where can she be?1 just talked to her on the phone the other day. At thetime | thought she
sounded odd, but she told me she was coming down with acold.”

“Y ou told me she' simpetuous, spontaneous. Maybe she met some young stud and took off boating for
afew days”

Juliadtill wasn't convinced. “Maybe. Cindy enjoys having fun, but I’ ve never known her to let lust or
partying interfere with business.”

“There' sawaysafirst time. Now eat something.” He poured her a cup of coffee. “Before | forget |
remembered where | saw that other woman.”

“What woman?’ Julia asked.
“On the newsthis morning there was astory about amissing woman.”
“Logan, | have no ideawhat you' re talking about.”

“The other night | told you | recognized another face in one of your paintings. That same woman was on
the newstoday. Well, her family was on the news. They just found her body.”

uWha?!

“The woman's body was found in awooded areanot far from her home. Cometo think of it, the area
looked smilar to the background in your painting.”

“That istotaly impossible!”

“My imagination might be playing tricks on me, but | know it was her facein that painting. | couldn’t
remember where |’ d seen her before until | saw the newscast.”

Juliafrowned. “1 don't understand. Are you trying to tell me you think I’'m painting women | seeinthe
news?| told you | don’t watch the news. | don’'t even own atelevison. How can | be painting women
I’ve never seen before?” Julia demanded.

“What about the papers? Y ou could have read the story somewhere. In newspapers or magazines.”

“I haven’t done anything for months but paint. I’ ve been arecluse, ahermit. Thiswhole thing isbeyond
bizarre. It has to be a coincidence my paintings resemble these women. Painting has been my whole

exigence. It was everything until I met you.”

He picked her hand up off thetable and held it in hisown. “Y ou’ re stuck with me now. I’'m not going
anywhere,” he said, turning her hand over and kissing her pam.

She laughed, “Good. I'm getting used to seeing your ugly mug across the breakfast table.”

“Eat up. Y ou need your strength. We Il go bug the cops again after breakfast. Make sure they’ re taking
Cindy’ s disgppearance serioudy.”



“dulia?’ A wel-dressed woman in her fifties called out from across the room.

Julia plastered a smile on her face and waved. “ Oh shit, it's Sarah Branford. Whatever you do, Logan,
don’t bring up the subject of dogs.”

Logan laughed. “Why on earth would | start talking about dogs?’

“I know you don't think you will, but | swear somehow it seemsto pop up in the conversation whenever
she'saround. And onceit does, forget it, you' re talking leashes, flea dips, and dog bonesfor the next
two hours”

“dulia, | just knew it wasyou.” Sarah turned and smacked her companion on the shoulder. “Ralph didn’t
believe me, did you Ralph?’

Her companion, Raph, dressed in adesigner suit and sporting agold Rolex, answered without an ounce
of expresson in hiseyesor on hisface. “No, dear, | didn’t believe you. My mistake.”

Sarah motioned to the empty chair next to Juliaand, before she could answer, Juliacollapsed into it. “He
never believes me. Ralph, for goodness sake, don't just stand there, Sit down.” Sarah turned to Julia,
“Themanisimpossble”

Sarah placed both hands on Julia sarm. “Darling, where on earth is Cindy?”
“You haven't seen her?’ Juliaasked.

“Not since we arrived two days ago. She told me she wanted to see my newest work.” Sarah turned
and gave Logan asmile. “I paint pet portraits.”

Logan kept hiseyes on hisfood as he answered. “How interesting.”
“Itredly is, isn'tit? It Sarted asahobby. Ralph said | needed something to occupy my time. And then

before | knew it, my career took off. I've done al the celebrities pets. But | try to do mostly dogs. |
adore dogs.”

Juliaquickly changed the subject. “ Cindy was supposed to meet up with you?’

“She told me she was coming up here. Ralph and | needed a break, didn’t we dear? So we hopped on
aplane and came up to get away. |’ ve been trying to track Cindy down since we landed, haven't | dear?
I”’m dying to see her new look.”

“New look?" Juliaasked.

“Shedidn’t tell you? She' d been complaining about feding run down and overworked. | told her, * Cindy
you need to spoil yoursdlf.” Y ou know her birthday is coming up and she was getting depressed about
turning forty-five. | gave her the name of my favorite spaand most adored hairstylist. He does wonders,
doesn't he Raph? What did you think of the new Cindy?”

“| haven't seen her.”

“Well, she seemsto be thrilled with the hair extensions. | know, it’shard to imagine her with long brown
hair. But anything isawe come change fromthat ‘1 love Lucy red’ she' s been sporting around for the last



couple of years.”
Juliacouldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Cindy has long brown hair?’

“Y es, she got the extensons afew days before she left for her vacation. She didn’t tell you?” Sarah
asked.

“ NO_"

“She probably wanted to surprise you. | hope | didn’t ruin her surprise.” Sarah leaned over and patted
Juligsarm. “Don't let on you know.”

“I won't.”

“Look at thetime. Ralph and | booked aromantic boat ride around the lake, didn’t we darling? Julia,
pleasetell Cindy when you see her that | will only be here one more day, then we' re heading home. It
was hice seeing you again, Julia. And nice mesting. ..

Oh Dear, | never caught your name,” Sarah said as she extended her hand in Logan’ sdirection.

“Logan, Logan Walker.”

Sarah took hishand into hers and held it as her eyesraked up and down his body. “Logan, atrue
pleasure to meet you. | hopeto seeyou again.”

Juliawaited until Sarah was out of hearing range and turned to Logan. “It’ s not possible!”
“ She never mentioned she changed her hair?’
“No.”
“It can’t be acoincidence.”
“Thenwhat?’ Juliaasked.
“Did you bring photos of al your new work?’ he asked.
“Yes, they'redl inmy briefcase”
“I think itstime wetried to put the pieces of this puzzle together.”
* ok Kk
Back in the room Juliafound her briefcase and handed it over to Logan.

Logan emptied the contents of her briefcase onto the bed. He started picking through the stack of
photos and laying them out in neat lines across the bedspread.

Julialeaned over and arranged the photosin two rows. “What are we looking for?’

“l don’t know.”



He picked out the two murdered women and put them aside. “ There are a dozen paintings here. And
you don't know any of these women?’

She studied each photo carefully before answering. “No, | don’t know them at all.”

“Almost al of them, with the exception of Cindy, arein their late twenties or early thirties.” He picked up
the closest photo, studying it intently. “Where would you say thisislocated?’

Juliasighed. “Logan, | just don’t know.”

“If you had to take a guess, what would you say?’

“ Someplace desol ate, rugged, cold and mountainous. Montana?’ she guessed.
“Yeah, | thought so too.”

“What are you doing?’ she asked.

He pulled out her laptop and hooked it up to the room phoneline. “I’ m going to search the net for
missng women in Montana.”

“Y ou have got to be joking.”

Two hours later they had found matchesto four of the women.
“Doyou believein ESP, in being clairvoyant?’ Logan asked Julia
“No, I’ ve never been abdiever in the supernatura.”

“Anyonein your family have the second sght?’

His expression was serious, and Juliaknew he wasn't joking around. “What are you saying? Y ou think
I’m apsychic? That'sjust nuts, Logan.”

His eyes never |eft her face as he asked his next question. “Have you ever had visons before that came
true?’

She got up and shook her head back and forth. “Never!”

His arms reached out and encompassed the spread of photos across the bed. “Thisal started after your
accident?” When she didn’t answer he continued, “They haveto betied in.”

She couldn’t believeit. Shewouldn't. It wasinsane. “ My accident and the visons?’
“Y eah. When did you start having them?’ he asked.

“Right after | came out of the hospital.” Thiswastoo much. Thiswastoo crazy. She got up and started
pacing the room, trying to maeke senseof it al.



His eyesfollowed her every movement. “Y ou werein acoma. I’ ve read accounts of people gaining
psychic powers after surviving an accident.”

She stopped pacing and exploded, “ Thisis absolutely nuts, Logan. I’m not a psychic!”
He grinned. “Wél, if you are, how about giving me some lotto numbers?’
Shedidn’t match hissmile. “Not funny.”

“I'mjudt trying to lighten the mood. But | redlly do think it'sdl tied together. If you’ ve been ahermit and
haven’t seen reports about the missing women, how do you explain the fact that you' re painting them?’

“l can't”

“The count now is a five women you have painted who have turned up murdered.”

A chill ran down her spine. “You redly think that al these women have been murdered?’
“yes”

“And somehow I’ ve had visions and I’ m painting those women the way they’ ve been found after being
murdered?’ she asked.

“Yes. Asnutsasit sounds, it' sthe only answer that makes any sense.”

“If that' strue, then that means Cindy is...” she couldn’t finish the sentence. Cindy couldn’t be dead.
Juliarefused to bdlieveit.

He got up and put hisarms around her. “1t means Cindy disappeared. We have no ideawhat
happened.” He picked up the photo with the figure resembling Cindy. “We just have to figure out what's
going on and how to find her beforeit’ stoo late.”

* k *x %

Another day passed and gtill no sign of Cindy. Julia spent the day talking to the hotel staff and calling
every number she had found in Cindy’ sday planner. Every artist and client Cindy had dedlt with for the
past five yearswasin that planner. Cindy use to joke the planner was her life. No way Cindy would have
left it behind.

Night fell and <till no one had heard from Cindy. She had smply falen off the face of the earth and
disappeared.

“I don’t think | can take going to talk to the police again.” Juliasaid, laying her head on her arms. She

couldn’t face their questions again. Her answers hadn’t changed and she didn’t have any new
information. So far there were absolutely no leads. Where the hell was Cindy?

“I'll go. You stay hereand try to get some deep. I'll seeif the night crew isany more informative than
theday shift.”

Juliaraised her head and smiled. “I’'m sorry. I'm worn out.”



“Y ou haven't gotten any deep; you're bardly eating. Stay here and try not to worry. I'll be back inno
time”

Juliawatched as Logan walked out of the room. She closed her eyes and considered moving to the bed
and trying to get some deep.

Theringing of the phonejolted her out of her stupor. Juliaforced hersalf to her feet and picked up the
receiver. “Hdlo.”

“Ms. Madson?’
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“Someone dropped off a package for you at the front desk.”

“Thank you.” She hung up the phone and wondered who would be sending her a package. No one
knew where she was staying. Well, no one but Logan, Cindy, and her landlord. She only mentioned she
was going out of town to her landlord so he would keep half an eye on her place.

No way could she degp now. She might aswell go see what was waiting for her at the front desk.

Juliatook the eevator to the lobby and greeted the clerk behind the desk by hisfirst name, “Hi, Ted.”
She had talked to the hotdl staff so much in the last twenty-four hours she now knew them al by name.

“Hdlo, Ms. Madson,” the clerk said, reaching under the desk and pulling out a manilaenvel ope.

Julia put her purse on the counter and reached for the envelope. Her armed knocked against the purse,
sending it and dl its contents spilling onto the floor.

1] Da,r]n!”

Ted came quickly around the desk and bent down, hel ping her pick up her scattered belongings.

“Hey, thisis Devil’ s Pegk,” the clerk said, handing her a photo that had fallen onto the floor.

Julia had forgotten she had crammed all the photosinto her purse.

He pointed to the photo of her last painting. “1 recognize this place. Devil’ s Peak. About fifteen miles
from here, out in the wilderness. There' s even alake about another half-mile past the cabin. | used to go
fishing therewith my grandfether.”

Juliawas stunned. The placein her painting redly did exist. “ Can you write out the directionsfor me?’

“Sure.” He grabbed a pen and pad off the desk.

Logan. She needed to find him right away and tell him about Devil’ s Peek, its desolate wilderness, its
lake and cabin. She had to seefor hersdf if the location matched the background in her painting.

She took the paper from the clerk, thanked him and headed back to her room.



* * % %

Back in her room, she redlized she had not opened the mysterious envelope. Inside there was afolded
piece of yellowed paper. Julia sat down and spread it out on her 1ap and began to read.

The Denver Post. She stared at the article in front of her.Missing College Sudent Found Dead,
screamed the headline.

Kerrie Wilson was found in a deserted house not three miles from her apartment complex--found,
strangled to desth.

Strangled. The words blazed off the pages. She went on to read about the blonde twenty-year-old
college student who had been found lying across abed in an abandoned house, a thin rope entwined
around her neck.

Juliastared at the photo of the woman. It was the same face that had come out of her imagination and
onto the canvas. Another woman she had painted had been found murdered. As much as she refused to
believe Logan’ stheory, did sheredly have achoice?

She checked her watch. Logan would till be dealing with the cops, which meant if she hurried she could
catch him at the police station. The two of them could surely convince the copsto head up to Devil’s
Peak. With any luck they would find Cindy aive and well. Cindy had to be dive. Juliarefused to
consider any other aternative.

* * % %

It was achilly night and Julia s breath came out in small wisps. She buttoned her jacket and quickly
made her way acrossthe hotel courtyard. It was dark, and normally she would have waited for acab
insde. But if she cut across the courtyard, she could meet the cab asit cameto the front gates and save
hersdlf the ten minutes it would take the cab to negotiate around the large circular driveway.

Down the cobble steps she went, two at atime. It took her amoment to redlize there was another sound
of footsteps being carried on the night air.

She stopped and was met with silence. A chill went up her spine and she suddenly redlized therewas a
nagging question she should have been asking hersdf. Who had sent her the clipping? Who knew she
was at the hotel besides Cindy, Logan, and her landlord? If she hadn’t been in such ahurry to find Logan
she would have stopped and reslly considered her next course of action. But instead she had rushed out
the hotel, her only thought to get to him as quickly as possible. To get to Logan, so they could get to

Cindy.
And now here she stood, alonein the dark, in a deserted corner of the courtyard.
Moron! Thewords barely crossed her mind when astrong pair of hands forced something rough across

her nose and mouth and an odd smell assaulted her senses. The world around her spun out of control,
and her mind plunged into darkness.



Chapter 5

When Juliaawoke, thefirgt thing she realized was that she wasin a strange room. The picture that hung
on thewall of the cabin across from the bed was a snowy mountain scene--a picture that would have
been peaceful if it wasn't for the fact that she knew the framed print that hung in her own room back at
the hotdl was of agirl on aswing, leaning into the sunshine of asummer day. She had no ideawhere she
was, but she knew for sure that it wasn't the room she’ d been staying in with Logan.

Panic set in when shetried to move her arms and, when they didn’t budge, understood that they were
bound, tied to afour-poster bed with neckties.Neckties.

Dear God, no, it can’t be true. Her mind refused to takeit in. Thekiller she' d been searching for could
not be Logan, the same man she'd falen inlove with. Juliatried to break free, twisting and pulling at the
g1k that bound her armstightly above her head, but the materid smply cut into her skin and refused to
budge. As she struggled harder to get free, feding the hot dickness of blood begin to run down the
undersides of her arms, she kept repeating the words like a mantraover and over again in her mind...no,
it couldn’t be true, Logan could not have been the one who killed those women.

The door opened suddenly as she wasfighting the dud terrors of attempting to break her bonds and
convince hersdlf that Logan Walker was not amurderer. That the man who' d somehow worked his way
into her heart had not brought her here simply to torment and kill her. But when amasked figure entered
the room, camly shutting the door behind him and flipping the lock, the small sound bounced around
ingde her head like the cocking of agun.

Shetried desperately to free herself again asthe man--and it was aman, she could tell by the way he
was built--watched her with cold eyes of blue through the holes cut in his ski mask.

It took her three tries before she found her voice, and even to her own ears she sounded frightened and
pathetic. “Logan, don't do this. | promise | won't tell anyone, but please, you' ve got to stop.”

The man--wasit really Logan?--refused to answer her, wasn't even looking at her when he pulled a
blindfold from his pocket. There were no more words exchanged as hetied it around her eyes, gently,
carefully, smoothing her hair back to keep it from tangling in thefabric.

Julid s breathing was coming faster, her eyes attempting to see anything out of the corners of the
blindfold. With her arms restrained above her and no way to see what he was doing, panic threatened to
overwhelm her completely. It took amoment for her to redlize he was touching her. The dick, cool
surface of aleather glove did dowly, seductively, across her breasts. It was only with that first touch that
Juliaredized she was naked--naked, just like the women in her paintings.

“You are s0 beautiful,” the man whispered, hisfingers becoming harsher as he amost painfully tugged at
the nipple of her right breast. Juliafelt his breath even through his mask coming harsh and ragged against
her cheek, heard more than felt as he inhaled deeply the hair longside her neck.

“Don't do this. Please | beg you,” Julia pleaded, sure that he planned to rape her, to punish her, for
something that she didn’t understand.

Hisfingers encased in the glove ran through her hair, tenderly, softly. Shetried to move away, tried to
force her body off the bed, but she was bound and the more she squirmed the more the silk cut into her



skin. Every time she moved she wastightening the binds.

Sheforced hersdlf till, even though the thought of him near her, of his hands on her, made her physicaly
ill. Hewasin control and insane. He hadn’t killed her, but she didn’t doubt he would soon.

She had to think, to focus. All she needed was a moment, one second when he wasn't paying attention,
to get away and get help. But that was only if she could get himto et her go. If she wasfree, she might
get the chance to run or fight. Either option was better than dowing going rigid with fear ashishandsran
down her arm, across her belly, around to her hip. God only knew what he would do next.

Juliarealized her teeth where chattering and she forced hersdlf to think of something else. She had to
gtay cam if she had any chance of surviving.

Hisraspy low voiceforced her mind back. “I thought about killing you so many times. | would watch
you and your Sister every day.”

Every day. The words echoed across her head. He had been watching her--for avery, very long time.

Hisfingers grazed her face and she swallowed the scream that wanted to explode from her lips. “I
followed you that night you know. I’ d planned for months on how | would come to the two of you and
take your lives. It would have been done dowly. Watching life leave your bodies as you pledged your
love to me. But then you wrecked dl of my plans.”

His voice suddenly filled with anger, and the hands on her sides became rough. “The two of you had to
be careless! Y ou wrecked everything! And then she was dead. Dead! And it was all your fault. The both
of you. Shewas mineto do with as| pleased, but you took that away from me. | loved her, but | loved
you more. | had dways planned on making you my first. But then you ruined it all with your carelessness.
Wereyou drunk? Did you fall adeep at the whed ?”’

It wasn't her fault! The words screamed inside her head, bouncing around in time with theman's
horrible words. The other car had swerved into their lane and she just hadn’t been ableto react intime,

“It wasn't my fault!” Juliascreamed at him, and for thefirst timein her life she actudly believed it.
The man dapped her, hard, across her cheek.

“Shut up! 1t was her fault, and yours! Y ou left me. Went away and | had to give up my dream. My
beautiful dream. | had to move down my list. | had to forget about you and your sister. Y ou ruined al of
my perfect plans, you bitch.”

But then he laughed, and the sound was somehow more horrible than his screaming had been. “But then
you redly didn't leave, did you? Sneaky bitch. How did you do it? How did you get inside my head? It
wasjust dumb luck that | read about one of your shows. | couldn’t believe it when | saw the paintings.
How did you get into my head?’

Juliatook adeep breeth, trying to block out everything but the thought of escape. “What are you going
to do to me now?’

He dapped her again. “Kill you! It should have been done before. Y ou should have been the first!”

Julia pleaded with him, even though she knew, even if it was Logan, that pleading probably wouldn’t do



anything but make him angrier. “Y ou don't haveto. You can let melive”
“Why would | do that? he demanded.

She lowered her voice and tried to sound seductive. “ Because | would stay with you. | would be with
you.”

“Liarl” He screamed at her, pulling at the neckties binding her arm. She screamed out as they tightened,
cutting off the circulation to her hands even more. He tugged harder. “Y ou’ re lying to me, saying anything
to keep yoursdf divel”

His hands were suddenly on her and they dowly snaked around her neck. “ Fedl the rope?’

The nylon was cold against her skin. It suddenly tightened and she could no longer speak. Before long
she couldn’t fed anything, except for the blood pounding in her head as her body cried out for oxygen.

“Areyou ready to die?’ hisvoice whispered into her ear.

She wanted to cry out--"no, don't kill me, I'll do anything you want”-- but dl that came out was asmall
hiss

The man laughed and let go of the rope. Julia could bresthe again, and tears of relief fell down her
cheeks as she gulped for air.

And then there was only silence. She heard aclick, and in the back of her mind she knew it was the lock
of the door. Shefelt awarm breeze float through the cabin and across her naked body, bringing goose
bumpsto her skin.

Then she was aone, and determined to get away--no matter the cost. But she wastired, so very tired,
and lethargy pulled at her limbs as she weekly struggled to free her armsfrom their restraints.

“No, don't fall adeep,” she pleaded with hersdf, but it was no use. Darkness came quickly, ablack
even deeper than that of the blindfold still covering her eyes, and for the first time that she could
remember, Julia passed out.

* k% k %

Hands were on her face. She screamed and struggled to get away. It took her amoment to redlize her
hands were dready free. Julia scrambled from the bed and fell hard onto the floor. Her legs weren't
working. They’ d been stretched out too long. Julia cried out as the circulation started pumping back into
them.

She was wadting precious time. She had to get away. Whipping the blindfold off her face, shelooked up
and gtraight into Logan’ s face. He was standing over her, eyeing her with concern. She screamed, a
blood-curdling sound that went on and on, and began crawling away from him.

His arms reached down and pulled her to her feet. “ Thank God you' re dl right. We haveto hurry!”

She pushed her body away from his. “Get away from me!”

“Julia, what are you doing! I'm so sorry | left you, but now is not the time to talk. We have to get out of



here before whoever did thisto you comes back.”

Juliamoved to the fireplace and picked up the poker. “1 said stand back. | don’t know what kind of sick
gameyou' re playing, but just stay the hell away from me.”

Logan' s eyes showed confusion as he came afew steps closer. “ Julia, we have to leave. Right now! The
night clerk; he'sbeen off duty until today. | wastalking to the saff again, questioning them about you,
and he remembered the conversation the two of you had. Dear God, | was out of my mind with worry
when you disappeared.”

Juliaraised the poker as he took another step towards her. “1 said get away from me.”

" The clerk mentioned the last time he spoke to you it was about Devils Peak. | didn't even cal the

police. | just panicked and headed straight up here. Julia, we have to get out of here before that maniac
comes back.”

She swung the poker and it swished through the air, missing hisface by inches. 1 told you to get away
from me, you sick fuck! Back away from the door.”

Confusion had contorted hisface. “Okay, | don’t understand what’ s gong on, but look--1I"m over here.”
L ogan stepped away from her and placed hisback against the far wall. “The car keys are on the
dashboard. Go out and get into the car and head back to the hotel. Just get out of here. Please.”
Juliamade her way closer to the door, keeping her eyes on him the whole time. Three steps and shewas
outside. She dammed the door closed and alowed herself a short moment to rgoice. Shewasfree.Free.
She' d escaped, somehow. The word screamed through her head.

But Logan was dill in the cabin. She needed to make sure he stayed there until the police could reach
him. Juliawas gill afew feet from the when the cabin door opened.

Logan stood in the doorway. “Go. Get out of here. When you get back to the hotel, send the cops.”

The cops. Heredlly was playing thisup for al it was worth. What asick bastard. She had believed in
him. Thought she wasin love with him. And the whole time he was playing some kind of sck game.

One minute he was standing at the door, the next his body dumped over.

Juliascreamed. The sound was startling, and it echoed through the empty land. Standing over Logan
was a masked man holding the fire poker she' d dropped in her hurry to get away.

The man waved at her, then looked down at Logan’ s body and laughed. At the sound of his laugher her
body froze. She recognized it—it was the laughter of the madman that had held her hostage.

“Missme?’ hesad, pulling off hismask.

A man she had never seen before stood over Logan’ sinert body. Oh dear God, she had been wrong,
S0 very, very wrong. Logan. She started forward.

“Don’'t worry, dear, you'll bejoining him soon.”

Juliaturned and ran, but only made it afew feet before the man’s hands were around her waist. She



fought, screaming and kicking, like adesperate wild animal--biting and scratching any part of hisbody
that was exposed.

Thekiller didn’t seem to notice as he dragged her back to the cabin. He threw her on the bed and
picked up ayellow rope from aside table. Pulling the rope taut between his hands, he started towards
her. “Timeto die. It'ssuch awaste. Y ou're so beautiful, and we redlly didn't have enough timeto play.”

Shetried to scream, but no noise came out. She scrambled back against the wall and started to lean off
the side of the bed, but he was faster. His body pinned her down and he forced the rope around her
neck. Sowly hetightened it, hiseyeswatching hersasthe air left her body.

Julid s vision began to cloud. She struggled and he sat up, pinning her arms under his knees. Therope
tightened, harder and harder against her skin. Julia began to hear music and rain, the swish of windshield
wipers againgt awet windshield. And then she heard the gentle sounds of her Sster’ svoice Singing.

Shewas dying. Her fingers scraped againgt hislegs one last time before going motionless.
And then she suddenly could breathe.

She gasped for air. He was gone, the weight on her body missing. She struggled to take oxygen into her
starving lungs, as she watched two bodies crash to the floor. For amoment she was too disoriented to
figure out what was going on, but then it all made sense.

Logan and the killer werefighting. All she could do was gasp for air and watch.

Their bodies flew against thewall. Logan’ s head was bleeding and as his temple connected with the wall,
he went down hard onto the floor, lying motionless yet again.

Oh my God, he killed Logan.

As duliagtruggled to find her feet, she watched as L ogan pushed himsdlf off the floor and rushed the
madman watching from the middle of the room.

The two men flew through the doorway into the bathroom. A sickening thud, a crash, one single scream
cut off in mid-shout.

“Logan!” Juliascreamed, scrambling from the bed and faling to her knees. She crawled towards the
bathroom, intent on hel ping L ogan do something--anything--to keep that killer from getting away.

“Logan, please, answver me!”

It seemed to take hours, but she finaly made her way to the coal tile of the bathroom floor. Logan was
there, sitting on the floor with hishead in hishands. Blood till dripped from histemple, and there was
another nasty gash on his cheek.

The man who' d terrorized her for so long was sprawled on the floor, halfway between the toilet and the
shower. His body wastwisted at an odd angle, hisface dack, and his eyes open and staring at nothing.
He may have been watching her from adistance, but she had been unaware. The thought that she had
somehow tied into hissick mind with her paintings made her physicaly ill. But he was obvioudy dead,
which meant he could no longer hurt her. He could no longer hunt and torture women. This monster was
dead. And her lover, her heart and soul, was injured but still bresthing. Julia crawled toward Logan.



Laying her head in hislap, she' d never been so happy to be dive.

* * * %

“Morning, deepy head.” Julia put down her paints and walked over to the bed where Logan lay
sprawled under the covers.

Logan ran hishandsthrough hishair. “What timeisit?’

“Around seven...inthemorning.”

“Isthere any coffee?’ he asked, stifling ayawn.

“I made afresh pot about an hour ago.”

Logan got out of bed and came back with two cups of coffee. He handed oneto dulia. “Let me see.”

Sheled him over to her latest painting. She had been working through the night. But thistime shewasn't
ashamed to show him her work. “ Do you think people will buy them?’ she asked, taking asip of coffee.

He studied the desert scenario for afew minutes before speaking. “Yeah, | do. They'reredly good.” He
stepped back from the easal and took a seat on the end of the bed. “ Julia, there are some thingswe
really need to talk about.”

Juliasighed. “I know. And I’'m 0, S0 sorry.” Tearsfell down her cheeks as she took the chair afew feet
away from where Logan sat.

Logan' s gaze settled on her, his expression one of hurt, anger, and sorrow. “1 was mad, Julia, that you
could have thought | was akiller. But,” he added, when she tried to interrupt, “the anger isamost gone
now.” Heleft his spot on the bed to knedl beside her chair.

“Y ou were drugged, Julia, and led to acabin out in the middle of nowhere. Y ou woke up and had no
ideawhere you were. Y ou were tied to a bed--with neckties, just like the ones | had used during sex
only aweek before. Y ou were confused, disoriented, and scared.”

Hisfingers gently removed the tear tracks from her face. “Y ou might have thought it was me--for a
second, aminute, an hour. | understand that my showing up at Devil’ s Peak scared you, sinceyou'd
never had achanceto tell me where you were going. If it hadn’t been for Ted here a the hotdl, |
wouldn’t have known whereto look.”

Logan' seyes gazed at her tenderly. “But it wasn't me, baby. | would never, ever hurt you. And I’'m
pretty sure you know that.”

“I do, Logan, | do. | was so scared when | woke up in that cabin with that man standing over me. All |
could seewere hiseyes, and dl | felt was the madnessthat radiating from him.” Juliatook a deep breath
and framed Logan’ sface with her hands. “If | could have thought, redlly thought, for even just aminute, |
would have known it wasn't you. But | was so damn terrified, and then dl of asudden that man was
gone and you were there, and, oh crap, | didn’t want it to be you but | didn’t know what else to think.”

Juliatook adeep breath and leaned her forehead against Logan’s. “But you saved me. Y ou got rid of
that mongter, even if we till don’t know who hewas. I'm so sorry that | doubted you, even for an



instant. But I’ m so sad, Logan, so very, very sad, that | wasn't quick enough to save Cindy.”

Logan kissed her tenderly on the lips. “Baby, there was nothing you could have done to save Cindy. The
police said that Cindy had aready been dead for several hours before that bastard ever brought you to
Devil’ s Peak. dulig, | swear to you, there was nothing you could have done to save her.”

“I know. | know that, Logan, | do. But I'm alive, and Cindy isn't. And al those other women, they’re
dead to, just because that man wanted to make me pay for something | don’t even understand.”

Logan stood and tenderly drew her into hisembrace. His armstightened around her, wanting nothing
more than to comfort her and ease her pain.

“It'sgoing to be okay, Julia, | promise. Nothing bad is going to happen anymore. That man is dead, and
he can’'t hurt you again. | promise you, Julia, that you don’t have to be scared anymore.”

She burrowed deeper into the warmth of his embrace. Her need for him was so deep, so necessary, that
al shewanted right at this moment was to know she was safe, dive, far away from hurt and pain.

“Y ou know what | want, what | need right now, at this exact moment?’ Juliaasked him, raising her heed
to look deep into hiseyes.

“Me, of course. What more could you want?’

Juliagmiled, just asmall twitching of her lips, but she felt something break freeinsde of her. Sheloved
this man, and she would spend the rest of her life making him forget the mistake she had madein
doubting him when it mattered mogt. “Nothing. There snothing elsel want.”

“Good,” hesad, leading her tenderly to the bed, “ because there’ s nothing more that | want other than
you. You're everything to me, Julia, and if it takes me forever, I'll proveit to you beyond a shadow of a
doulbt.”

She climbed on top of him, pushing his boxers out of theway. It might have been niceto take their time,
to go dow and easy, but the energy from painting and the horrors of the previous day was till churning in
her blood.

Julialowered hersdlf onto him dowly, watching his eyes as he entered her. They were joined somehow,
by more than just their bodies. Heart, mind, and soul--the maniac who had terrorized her for so long had
somehow managed to bring them closer than they might have ever been.

Sherocked againgt him hard and fast, and thrilled as his hands dug into the skin at her waist. Logan’s
head reared up, and he took a nipple into his mouth as her head fell back and hair cascaded likeasilk
curtain down her back.

It didn’t take long, and soon only their cries and moans were the only soundsin the gpartment. As dulid's
climax neared, shelinked her hands with his. And as she flew over the edge, she screamed out just one
word.

“Logan.”



The End
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