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      Jordana swung into the Ritz-Carlton valet in her old sedan, thrust the keys into the attendant’s hands with a ten-dollar bill, and hurried past the long line of San Francisco’s elite.

      They donned crisp tuxedos and glittering gowns, murmuring among one another as she rushed by, sporting yoga capris and a faded yellow hoodie.

      She followed the signs directing her to the volunteers’ and models’ area in one of the ballrooms, hoping she’d find her sister without too much hassle.

      She’d called Lucee’s cell phone as soon as she got the anxious voice mail, but as per usual, no answer, which forced Jordana to make the drive to find out what was wrong.

      Down the hall, she spotted a group of long-legged beauties fussing with each other’s hair and taking selfies.

      Bingo.

      Pushing through the doors, Jordana was hit with a wave of loud chatter and wafts of designer perfume. Bustling bodies rushed by with racks of bright, colorful clothes. There was a mix of overwhelmed volunteers and harried charity coordinators in between the ruckus of models.

      Lucee spotted her first. “Jordana! Over here!” Five foot seven and clad in a snug red dress, she scampered through the bodies and hugged Jordana tightly. “You made it! I had zero doubt you would come, and you’re right on time.”

      Jordana’s voice strained from the pressure of her sister’s hug. “You said it was an emergency. What’s going on?”

      “Adam called. He needs me.”

      She checked the need to groan…and reach for her sister’s throat. This so-called emergency had to do with Lucee’s stud boyfriend? She’d driven all the way from San Jose for this? The budding actor better be on his deathbed. “You leave me some hysterical message to come quick because Adam is acting mysterious again?” As much as Jordana liked her sister’s boyfriend, he could be self-centered at times and disregard other people’s responsibilities when it came to his needs.

      Lucee shrugged, toying with her manicured nails. “Something’s up, but he won’t say what over the phone. I hate it when he does that. Can’t focus on anything.”

      Don’t roll your eyes. Don’t roll your eyes. “What’s he up to now?”

      Lucee gave a small whine. “Don’t be like that. You should’ve heard his voice. Sounds serious.”

      “Does he need money?”

      “I don’t know! So I’m going to meet up with him, and I need you to cover for me tonight.”

      Jordana jerked in surprise. “What? That’s why I’m here?”

      “Please, Jordana. It’s only for an hour or so. There’s nothing to it. All you have to do is walk around and show off this piece, before and during the auction.” She held up a photocopy of a stunning necklace— round yellow and white diamonds in platinum settings, linked in a perfect circle.

      “Wear that?” This was no ordinary accessory. Instead, it was something for royalty or celebrities.

      “Memorize who designed it, what kind of stones, yada, yada, and encourage people to bid on it tonight in the name of charity.”

      Jordana wanted to help out, but the thought of taking her sister’s place, even for a couple hours, made her squirm. “I’m no model, Lucee.”

      “Oh, please! You’re a natural knockout. What are you wearing, by the way?” She pinched the hem of Jordana’s sweatshirt. “I told you to donate that fugly hoodie.”

      Jordana gave a helpless sigh. 

      Lucee had lucked out with her enviable height and bright blue eyes from their father, her wavy blond hair from their mother, which hung all the way down to her Pilates-enhanced bottom. Her closet door couldn’t even shut with all the clothes and shoes stuffed into it. 

      To her sister’s constant frustration, Jordana was content with her light brown, shoulder-length mane and classic but flattering wardrobe. She didn’t need to turn heads. 

      As her aunt once murmured to her parents, “Jordana is a natural beauty. Not a walking Barbie like Lucee. She’ll be less trouble to deal with.” 

      Ha. Her aunt had been right.

      Nonetheless, she did need to stop running whenever her sister cried wolf. This time, she would again cave in, having driven this far anyway. And really, she couldn’t say no to her only sibling. “All right, but I have nothing to wear.”

      “So you’re going to do it!” Lucee grabbed her in another squeeze. “That problem is easily solved. This way.”

      Lucee tapped the shoulder of a fellow model, a slim redhead. “Felicity, find my sister something to wear tonight. She’s going to cover for me.”

      “Sure, Lu. Hmm.” She looked Jordana up and down with a critical eye and then snatched a dress from the rack. “This one. It’ll show off the necklace the best.” She shoved the champagne-colored garment into Jordana’s arms.

      “Perfecto,” Lucee exclaimed and then leaned down and grabbed at her right foot. “Here. Take my shoes, too.” Jordana scrambled to catch the five-inch designer heels. Luckily, she wore the same shoe size. Without pause, Lucee grabbed flats from her satchel and slipped them on. “Let Simone do your makeup. She’s over there at the mirror. Don’t be nervous, it’s a piece of cake. Thanks, sis!”

      Wham-bam, gotta go. Typical Lucee. “Call me when you get home,” Jordana called while her sister strode off with a backward wave.

      Felicity shook her head. “I keep telling her actors are a waste of time.”

      “Yeah, but she loves him,” Jordana said with a smile.

      “Hmph. Anyway. Let’s get you dressed. We’re supposed to be out there in twenty minutes. That doesn’t give us much time to…revamp you.”

      With a wry smile, Jordana followed Felicity across the room, the dress in her arms. She had to change behind a flimsy fabric screen. The cocktail dress fit her well, although it was clearly made for someone taller than five foot five: a strapless frock with a deep, heart-shaped neckline that crisscrossed tightly over her breasts as the rest of the gown flowed around her hips and to the floor.

      “Need help with the zipper? Come out,” Felicity ordered.

      She did as told, a self-conscious tug at the neckline. “Maybe you have something with straps? I can’t wear my bra with this dress.”

      “No worries. You have perky boobies.” Felicity snatched Jordana’s hand and positioned her in front of a mirror, and then she stood behind and made her assessment. “Very nice. You should wear your hair up and show off those pretty shoulders. The necklace will stand out more. Don’t fuss about the length, your heels will take it off the floor. Gotta say, you look fab.”

      “Er, thanks. I feel a little overdressed.”

      “You’re just not used to wearing art, sweetie. We must maximize the glam so all those rich housewives will want what we’ve got on. Don’t forget to memorize all you can about the piece. I’ll grab the details for you. Be right back. Simone! Help Lucee’s sister with her makeup and hair.”

      Simone’s hands were quick and confident. 

      When she handed Jordana a mirror to see the results, she had to give the girl some major credit. 

      The makeup was subtle. Her hazel eyes were softly highlighted, her lashes plumped heavy with mascara. A little blush, a softly pink lip gloss and boom, she went from Old Navy to Vera Wang. 

      She lifted a hand and touched the off-white artificial flower Simone had bobby-pinned into the simple chignon. She felt glamorous and sophisticated. 

      That didn’t happen much as she spent her days behind a desk in medical scrubs.

      “Wow,” Felicity said as she walked over, hands on hips. “You should dress up more often.”

      “I would need a reason to,” she half laughed, accepting the paper from Felicity. She had to walk around to get used to the high heels while she attempted to remember the necklace’s details verbatim. Minutes later, the coordinator brought her over to the people in charge of handling the jewelry. With security nearby, Jordana stood in awe as the gentleman in the suit brought it around her neck and fastened it.

      “Oh my…goodness,” Jordana breathed with a wide gaze in the mirror, her hand a little shaky as she touched it. The necklace sparkled under the lights as if it had a life of its own.

      Felicity linked her arm with Jordana’s and guided her to the ballroom entrance. “You look terrific. Just remember to smile a lot. At everyone. And don’t linger too long in one group.”

      “Okay.” Sighing, she touched the necklace, repeating the verbiage word for word. “Charles Sigvy, one-of-a-kind. Fancy yellow and white diamonds. Think I got it. I can’t believe I have thousands of dollars around my neck.”

      “It’ll be a popular piece because you wear it so well, and one of them will have to have it. If anything, they’ll bid on it to outdo one another.” Felicity gave her an encouraging smile and patted her shoulder. “Have fun.”

      Jordana took a deep, long breath.

      Mingle, smile, and talk about fancy jewelry.

      Like Lucee said. A cakewalk.

      Taking a step out, she gasped as her left foot caught the hem of her dress and she lost some balance, wobbling to stay on two feet. A couple of the guests noticed, but she recovered without a total tumble to the floor.

      Straightening her posture, Jordana smiled and pretended as though nothing had happened, even though her ankle knew otherwise.

      Lucee, you so owe me.

      “Welcome to the SFUA Children’s Benefit,” she said to a couple standing nearby. “I would like to show you this Charles Sigvy I’m wearing.”

      The guests admired the necklace at length, and as Felicity predicted, most of the women were intrigued by the fact it was custom-made for the event.

      As the champagne flowed, the energy of the cocktail hour transformed from a stuffy, low-toned affair to a more relaxed and upbeat gathering.

      One moment, she’d be laughing at an outspoken old woman’s dirty joke, the next she’d be yanked into the arms of a tipsy Spanish benefactor who asked if she knew how to tango.

      She caught snatches of conversations from plastic surgery to politics to scandalous marriages and other various things she knew very little about. Like dragon boat racing and horse breeding.

      After circulating around the ballroom, she scooted behind a fern for cover to discreetly tuck and lift her breasts back to their rightful place.

      The dress was obviously designed to show off an ample amount of décolletage.

      As she was about to rejoin the party, an older gentleman from a nearby group exclaimed, “It’s just like Dickens wrote, ‘One should always play fair when one has the winning cards.’”

      She froze and poked her head out, noticing everyone in the small group nodded in ignorant agreement.

      Apparently, no one knew he was mistaken.

      Although an inner voice told her not to, she stepped forward from the protection of the fern.

      Hands cupped behind her, she stated, “Um, sorry to intrude, but…I don’t think that’s accurate.”

      The group of six set their gazes on her.

      The older gentleman who’d misquoted—a serious resemblance to Colonel Mustard of the board game Clue, even had a pocket watch to boot—raised a brow. He frowned and gave her an intimidating sneer with a softly British accent. “I’ll wager I know a little more about Charles Dickens than you do.”

      “Oh, I’m sure you do! It’s only that I remember that quote because I’ve seen the play several times, and it wasn’t a Dickens story. It’s from Oscar Wilde’s An Ideal Husband.”

      The older man’s rounded cheeks flushed crimson. His regal wife slipped her hand into his arm and smiled. “I think she might be right, dear. She sounds quite confident.”

      “How confident are you?” a deep, masculine voice asked.

      A cascade of tingles raced down her spine. She turned, and her pulse tripped at the sharply attractive man in the middle of the group. He gave her a half smile, brows raised, waiting.

      “Oh. I’m…confident enough. In this case,” she faltered.

      He reached into his pocket and pulled out his iPhone.

      A few moments later, he announced, “The young lady is right. According to Google, the quote is from An Ideal Husband.”

      He was gorgeous in that ridiculously cliché way: tall, run-through black hair, straight nose, and sharp chin. Not a fleck on his tuxedo and he possessed a stance that spoke of an urbane countenance, money, and unapologetic sex appeal.

      He held up the phone, locking his dangerously hypnotic blue eyes with hers.

      Colonel Mustard huffed and puffed. “Put that blasted thing away, Savant! I stand corrected, no need to rub it in my face. Well, very good, miss,” he said, arching a wiry, dark gray brow at Jordana. “Who might you be?”

      “No one. Just a model.”

      “I was asking for your name. It’s not every day I’m bested by a girl my granddaughter’s age.”

      Her face flamed. “Oh. My name is Jordana Shaw. I’m modeling this custom-made Charles Sigvy.”

      “It’s very pretty,” said Colonel Mustard’s wife.

      “Custom-made, you said?” a tall brunette asked to her left.

      The women gathered around her, oohing and ahhing at the piece. While she recounted the details, the blue-eyed devil kept his gaze on her, and the pull of his stare had Jordana’s heart galloping.

      As he studied her over his champagne glass, she feigned ignorance, even though every cell in her body trembled with bright awareness. She lifted her lashes for a quick glance at him, and he tilted a predatory, provocative smile at her.

      After the ladies had taken turns viewing the necklace, she stepped away and headed for the refreshment table, suddenly parched. The bartender handed her a cup, and she took down the water in one giant gulp, attempting to extinguish the inner fire.

      “Excuse me, miss. I would like another look at the necklace. Please.”

      She set the cup down with a wry smile and pivoted to face him. Of course. The handsome guest responsible for her thirst. “Another? You couldn’t see it when I was standing a few feet in front of you?”

      “I wanted a more private opportunity. May I?” Without her consent, his fingers delicately lifted the necklace, bringing his tall, six-foot-plus frame closer. 

      She grasped the edge of the table as he towered over her. 

      His fingertips brushed the sensitive skin of her neck while he toyed with the piece, skimming from her rapid, telltale pulse to the base of her throat. Goose bumps rose on her skin, as if he’d grazed her entire body.

      “Extraordinary,” he murmured, lifting his gaze.

      So were his eyes. What color were they exactly? Carolina blue, she decided, rimmed with cobalt, surrounded by thick, black lashes, and dark brows above.

      Unfair. A girl could lose herself in those.

      She’d been holding her breath so long it had to escape in a rush, which made her breasts contract behind the bodice of the dress.

      He noticed, eyes smiling.

      She lifted her chin, curling her fingers tighter on the table’s edge, and could hear it creak. “Have you had a good look at it now?”

      “Oh, yes,” he said and then changed to a businesslike tone. “What do you think my odds are of winning this?”

      “Can’t say. It has a lot of admirers, though.”

      He tucked his hands into his pockets. “Hmm. I like to take risks, but only when I know the outcome is heavily in my favor. I’m interested to know exactly what I’m bidding for.”

      “Well, as I explained, it was created strictly for the event. A piece like this will be owned by one woman alone, and I doubt any woman wouldn’t want something no one else has. Also, the point is to help the children, right?”

      “Of course,” he said with an inclination of his head.

      “But if you want the necklace so badly, then I suggest you get ready to sweat when you write the check.”

      He chuckled, stroking his clean-shaven jaw. “I’ve just got to have it… What was your name again? Jordana?”

      She nodded, wondering when her nerves would frickin’ settle down.

      “Well, Jordana…” he drew out with a small smile. “My name is Logan Savant, and once I’ve set myself on having something, it’s simply a matter of time before it’s mine.” A slow, sexy grin followed.

      Though she was no expert in men, she knew a double meaning when she heard one. 

      A professional flirt. In her experience, someone like him was attracted to femme fatales like her sister. 

      Must be the dress. 

      Or maybe the champagne he was drinking. 

      Probably a combination of the two.

      She touched the diamonds, the bold attraction in his gaze curiously shutting down her shyness. Why not flirt back? “Are you thinking of wearing it to the opera or afternoon tea? Because I think it’s versatile enough to be worn just about anywhere.”

      He laughed, showing off his thousand-watt smile and a light dimple in his right cheek. More unfairness. “My thoughts exactly. Although, I have to express some concern…” He made a flippant circle around his face. “Yellow diamonds tend to wash out my skin tone.”

      “Nonsense. All you need is the perfect outfit, matching shoes, and, voilà! Heads will turn when you walk in the room.”

      “Ohh,” he breathed with exaggerated passion and pressed a large hand to his chest. “A dream come true.”

      It was Jordana’s turn to laugh.

      Holy smokes, he had enough charm to fill the building and spill into the street. Not to mention every time she saw that dimple, a galaxy of giddiness bubbled in her stomach, threatening to come out, giggles and all.

      He was too attractive for his own good. For her own good.

      “You should definitely do your damnedest to be the winner of this necklace, Mr. Savant. As Joy Page said, ‘Dream, and give yourself permission to envision a you that you can choose to be.’ And you can verify that quote too if you’d like.”

      “Absolutely not. I wouldn’t dream of doubting you. That was great, by the way, what you did. Showing up that old smarty-pants back there.”

      “I wasn’t trying to show him up!”

      “Sure you were.”

      “I was simply correcting him. You were the one who looked it up and embarrassed him in front of everyone.”

      He gave a helpless gesture, palms out. “I was defending you. How else could you prove you were right?”

      “Well, I appreciate the support.” A smile pulled at her lips. “Do you always defend perfect strangers?”

      “When they’re as beautiful as you? Without question.”

      She arched a brow. “Nice line.”

      “I think so, too.”

      Fighting back another silly grin, she asserted, “I was being sarcastic.”

      “No kidding. I also speak sarcasm. Where did you learn it?”

      “On a farm with my grandfather. You?”

      “Die Hard movies,” he answered in all seriousness. “Let’s just say I felt compelled to make sure he knew you were right. I’ll never let him live it down. From now on, when he gets lofty and starts talking about how well-read he is, I’ll be sure to remind him of tonight.”

      He jutted his chin down and mocked his friend’s British accent. “Your opinions are so pedestrian, Savant. When I was your age, I didn’t have my numbers crunched for me by a computer…blah, blah, blah.” He switched to his natural voice. “Oh really, Lancaster? Remember the time you misquoted Oscar Wilde and looked like a bloody idiot in front of everyone? Hmm?”

      Jordana tapped his lapel. “You’re cruel.”

      “It goes both ways. I can only imagine what Lancaster says behind my back. I’m sure I’d be amused by it, though. He lived in England for eleven years and came back with an accent and a litany of pancake insults.”

      “Pancake?”

      He offered her his arm and she took it as he drew her away. “Flimsy. Soft. Harmless. The last party we both attended, he called me a ‘bellend,’ which, of course, I had to Google to know what the hell he was saying.”

      “And it means?”

      “Basically, he called me a dick.”

      Her brows rose. “Ah. That’s not very nice.”

      “The insult makes sense if you think about it. The British have such a knack for creative insults. It might not be the kind of thing you would shout in England, but here I could say it all day long.”

      “I certainly won’t see a bell the same way again.”

      “See? I taught you something. Now we’re both more well-rounded people. I can spit out a quick quote from Oscar, and you learned how to say dick in a whole new linguistic form.”

      She noticed a few pairs of eyes casting her way as she laughed. Swallowing, she tried to regain her composure and released his arm as they passed by the ballroom doors. “You have to stop making me laugh.”

      “Why? Are you allergic to it?”

      “Not that I’m aware of.”

      “Then I’m not going to stop.” He paused, softening his tone. “I like your laugh.”

      Her heart fluttered at his words, and she cleared her throat. “Thank you.”

      Just then, a slim blonde in a one-shouldered black dress floated to Logan’s side, and Jordana could hardly disguise the disappointment on her face as the woman’s hand slid around his bicep. 

      He cleared his throat before smiling at his companion—oh God, his wife?—then shifted his eyes to Jordana once more. “Rebecca, this is Jordana. The necklace she’s wearing is going up for auction tonight. What do you think of it?”

      Rebecca gave her a fast once-over, completely ignoring the Sigvy. A twitch in her lips said she didn’t think Jordana represented enough competition to affect jealousy. “Hmm, it’s okay.”

      “Only you could be blasé about diamonds.”

      “Maybe it’s her. She doesn’t really pull them off,” she commented, speaking as though Jordana weren’t standing right in front of her. “Oh, but I love your dress.”

      “Thank you.” Time to go. Jordana wondered how a woman as frostbitten as she captured such a charismatic man like Logan. Probably with her size-two body and a cache of family money. 

      Jordana stole a quick glance to Logan’s left hand. 

      Not married, but obviously taken due to the possessiveness in Rebecca’s eyes. The flirtation was over. 

      She didn’t belong in this elite group anyway. “Well, it was nice to meet you, Mr. Savant. Enjoy your evening, and good luck at the auction.”

      Spinning on a heel, she felt his eyes on her back as he called, “Er, it was a pleasure…”

      Later, after standing behind the side curtain so long her feet were numb, it was her turn to go onstage for the live auction. 

      Palms dampening, she was sure she’d fall on her face before she made it to her designated spot. Somehow, she managed to walk without turning an ankle. Hundreds of pairs of eyes were on her. 

      Including Logan Savant’s, she supposed. 

      She couldn’t see anything but a hot, bright spotlight and noticed a camera hovering nearby so everyone could see the jewelry on the projection screen.

      The announcer began. “This lovely young lady is wearing a Charles Sigvy one-of-a-kind diamond piece. Donated by the local designer for tonight’s benefit. Can we zoom in on this custom work of art please?” He waited for the camera to adjust. “Thank you. This captivating necklace features a sparkling array of white and yellow round diamonds. An extraordinary piece for any woman’s collection.” He tapped his gavel. “We’ll start the bidding at ten thousand.”

      Quicker than Jordana could keep up with, the bidding proceeded with rapid succession. 

      Her eyes widened as the price climbed higher and higher. 

      Fifteen thousand. 

      Twenty thousand. 

      Thirty thousand. Jordana grinned, knowing she was helping to raise such a high sum for the charity supporting needy children.

      “Sold! To you, sir, for seventy-five thousand!”

      Jordana clapped with the audience before turning offstage. 

      The necklace was taken off her, carefully placed in its velvet box, and it disappeared around the corner with security.

      She started to make her way back to the volunteers’ room, waving at a couple of models who passed by. 

      First thing she’d do when she got home was run a hot bath and soak her tootsies for a solid hour. Perhaps work on another page of her homemade children’s book. 

      And maybe fantasize about Logan Savant. 

      Okay, definitely fantasize about him.

      With a smile while turning the corner, she bumped into a statue. Or more accurately and to her shock, the fantasy himself.

      Logan flashed a wide smile. 

      His warm palm grasped her elbow, his fingers grazing under her forearm, igniting a river of electricity on her skin. He held a shiny, black bag in his other hand. “Jordana. I was hoping I’d catch you.”

      “Oh. Hello again.” Twice in one night? 

      She looked up into those sexy blue eyes. The easy effect his grin had on her senses was seriously ridiculous. So was the fact he’d sought her out…alone, no blonde attached to his side. 

      If he was going to hit on her when he had a girlfriend, she’d set him straight in no time.

      “Events like these can be pretty stale after you’ve been to one or two hundred,” he said. “You were the highlight of the cocktail hour.”

      “I’m flattered.”

      “And you’re beautiful,” he added, jerking his head to the ballroom. “Up there on stage. No man in the room could take his eyes off you. Especially me.”

      Could she go one minute without blushing around this man? Still, she managed to hold her composure. “I think you mean the necklace. Every man knew any woman who received it would probably thank the winner all night long.”

      His laugh tickled her ears. “Well then, I can’t wait to see what happens.” He held up the bag and it swung gently.

      Her eyes widened. “You were the highest bidder?”

      “Damn right, I was. I told you I had to have it.”

      He spent seventy-five thousand dollars just like that? “Your girlfriend is very lucky.”

      “My what?” He quirked a brow. “Oh, you must mean Rebecca. That explains why you ditched me so fast. No, you have it all wrong. She’s just a friend. Since I didn’t have a date lined up and she wanted to come, it worked out.”

      Not his wife, not his girlfriend. Surprise, surprise. “Sorry, I assumed from the way she glared at me, you belonged to her.”

      “Ah. Don’t mind Rebecca, she can be a little snobby at times. Anyway, it’s easier to go with someone platonic. She can do her own thing at the party, and I can steal away to talk to the only woman I know who can make Donald Lancaster speechless.”

      Ah yes, Colonel Mustard. “Maybe I shouldn’t have. It was a little rude, wasn’t it? I couldn’t help myself.”

      He gazed at her softly, his voice lowering to a silken tone. “Not at all. And I’m glad you didn’t.”

      Jordana had to swallow under the intensity of that stare.

      “Is this what you do for a living?” he drawled. “Model jewelry, quote literature, and charm innocent men into bidding thousands of dollars on jewelry they can’t wear?”

      “You’re an innocent man?” she teased. “I’m just filling in for my sister, who’s the real working model. She claimed she had an emergency, so I raced down here, expecting to see her bleeding or in handcuffs. Turns out, it wasn’t that serious, but she begged me to fill in. I borrowed a dress and here I am.”

      Breaking eye contact, she gave a light shake of her head with a smile. “I don’t even know why she couldn’t wait until the auction was over. Only that her boyfriend was involved and she had to go. She’s very dramatic when it comes to him.”

      “I see. You sacrificed your Saturday night to help your sister. Now that’s loyalty.”

      “No big deal. After all, I got to dress up and have some fun raising money for a good cause. Not exactly hard labor.”

      He grinned. “And we met as a result.”

      “We did.” His desire, however unfathomable, poured from his gaze. No doubt, if he’d seen her in the leggings and hoodie, he never would’ve looked her way, but he was definitely looking at her now.

      He took a step closer. “I want to see you again.”

      “You do?” She craned her head to meet his eyes. “When?”

      “Tonight. After the party. It ends at ten o’clock. I’ll make sure Rebecca gets home okay, and then you and I can go out, wherever you choose.”

      Was he kidding? She was too shocked to respond.

      “Or stay in,” he added. “I’m good either way. But just so you know, I don’t put out that easily.”

      She burst into laughter.

      “Okay, I do. A bottle of wine, some poetry, and I can be a sure thing.”

      “I don’t doubt that.”

      “Are you speaking sarcasm again?” He took a step closer and traced his fingers down her arm. “Say yes. I guarantee you won’t regret it.” At the drawn-out silence, he searched her features. “What do you say?”

      I can’t speak now that you’ve touched me again. 

      Jordana cleared her throat, meeting his smoldering gaze. “It’s just… I doubt I’m your type.”

      “Type? We’re labeling now? Well, I don’t doubt you are at all,” he countered.

      She swept a hand from her neck down. “What you see here is not really me. I don’t wear expensive dresses or go to parties where the lowest bid for the auction is a cool ten grand.”

      “This is just a social obligation. We can make it as casual as you’d like. I can eat at a hot dog stand on the corner.”

      “You don’t strike me as a man who eats hot dogs out of a cart.”

      “I can be.” He cocked his head. “You’re married? You have a boyfriend? Wildly loyal to some drag-racing boy toy? God, I hope not.”

      “Ha. No.” She cast her gaze down, reminded of her very single status.

      A few months ago, if her fiancé hadn’t dumped her, she never would’ve been in the position to flirt with Logan Savant. She would be well on her way to a wedding in the spring with a guy she felt safe and comfortable with.

      Instead, he abandoned her to go find his spiritual side overseas, leaving Jordana with a pile of credit card debt, heartbreak, and questions of why she didn’t see it coming.

      “No husband, no boyfriend. I just don’t think we have much in common.”

      “That’s very presumptuous of you.”

      “I know, but I learned a long time ago it’s important not to get involved with men I have little in common with. Men I can’t handle.”

      “How do you know you can’t handle me if you’ve never laid a hand on me?” He dipped a hand into an inner pocket and gave her his card. “Think about it, at least.”

      She read the card.

      Logan R. Savant, President & CEO, Savant Financial Group, Incorporated.

      Whoa. He wasn’t some Joe Blow, randomly dressed up for a cause. In fact, she surmised he wore tuxedos and suits way more than he donned jeans and T-shirts. If he even owned any denim. “What does the R stand for?”

      “Relentless.”

      “Oh, really? How creative.” Some alarm inside her warned her about getting tangled up with a man like him, even for one night. Bad news bears. Another part told her not to discount him. If sweet, easygoing, predictable Zack didn’t want her but this guy did, maybe she should throw caution to the wind for one night. Although, Logan represented everything she didn’t do: impulsive behavior. One-night stands. Sexy players who made a game of getting women into bed.

      Then again, that could be a good thing. To know in advance what a man like him wanted. 

      It was those sneaky, sappy ones who professed love who really ripped a girl’s heart out. 

      Logan probably had one or two ex-wives already in his past. Either that or he committed to nothing but a good time, the eternal bachelor. 

      What harm could come out of having some fun with a handsome charmer like him? 

      “All right," she said. "Maybe I’ll take you up on a date some other time. But not tonight.”

      “Maybe will suffice. I like suspense.”

      She wanted to linger but knew she shouldn’t. “I have to go.” She flicked the bag. “Congratulations on winning. Goodnight, Mr. Savant.”

      When she moved to step aside, he mirrored her action, blocking her escape. “Wait.”

      She lifted her lashes.

      Without another word, he pulled out a velvet box from the bag. He lifted the lid, casting his gaze down to the diamonds.

      She became entranced as the gemstones sparkled brightly against the ebony velvet of the lining. What was it about sparkling rocks that could make a woman stop and stare as if spellbound?

      He snapped it closed. “You should have this.”

      Jerking her gaze to his, she caught herself from snorting with laughter. “Very funny.”

      “Actually, I’m being very serious.”

      Searching those blue eyes, she could hardly believe it and waited for him to recant it as a joke. He didn’t. “B-but…it’s yours.”

      “Exactly. It’s mine to give.” He gestured for her to take the box. “And I want to give it to you.”

      Jordana stepped back as if he were offering a hissing snake. “Are you crazy? Why? You don’t even know me.”

      He shrugged. “I’ve given much more to people I’ve never met. I just wrote a check for $75,000 for children I’ll probably never know, and I’d do it again. I insist. It was made for you.”

      She touched the ornate box with the tips of her fingers, expecting him to snatch it away as a game, but he didn’t.

      The whole gesture was preposterous.

      Who gave away high-priced diamonds to a person they’d known less than an hour?

      She shook her head and took a step back. “I can’t accept a diamond necklace for nothing. Plus, I couldn’t do it justice. I have nothing to wear with it—or any occasion to wear it to, for that matter. Seriously, it should go to someone else. Someone you know.”

      “My mind is made up, Miss Shaw. It doesn’t matter to me why or how often you put it on. Wear it washing dishes, wear it to the gym. Bottom line, I want to give the Sigvy to you. You inspired me to bid on it in the first place, so please accept it.”

      She eyed him. One of those too-good-to-be-true moments. He wanted something from her. “Are you trying to bribe me into a date tonight?”

      “I can see why you would think that, but no. Whether or not I see you in the future, this comes with no strings attached.” He chuckled, grasping the box with both hands. “I have to say, I’ve never had this much trouble giving jewelry to a woman before.”

      She didn’t laugh at his quip, still too stunned. “Surely there’s someone close to you who would love to have it. A sister? Your mom? A really deserving personal assistant or something?”

      He sighed. “I’m an only child. My mother has her own account at Bvlgari, and my assistant is married to a man who knows jiu-jitsu.” When she smiled, he lifted a brow and asked, “Don’t you like it?”

      “Silly question. It’s gorgeous.”

      “And I want to give it to you. Simple as that.” He opened the box again as if to entice her.

      She stared at the Sigvy for a moment then blinked and shook her head. “I can’t.”

      “Sure, you can. Okay, if you feel weird because I spent money on it, then let me ease your discomfort. I’ve spent a lot more for more honorable reasons, like helping fund a hospital wing, and for less honorable ones, like at a baccarat table. Before we met, I was planning to bid on the lunch with Warren Buffett. That sold for over five hundred grand, so you literally saved me thousands, and I gave the charity a nice donation at the same time.” He cocked his head. “Are you really going to turn me down? I feel like a real bellend standing here, begging you to take it.”

      She laughed with awkward disbelief. He really wasn’t giving her a choice as he gazed at her with those hopeful, sexy eyes. He’d made his case as well, and she could hardly keep turning him down at this point. Later, she’d think about what to do with it. She gave a lilting, almost shy smile. “This is overwhelming. I…don’t know what to say.”

      He closed the lid, and after she took the box, he tucked his hands into his pockets and inclined his head. “Keep quotes about gratitude to yourself. The expression on your face says enough.”

      This gift deserved a gesture of some kind. With a slight hesitation, she stepped toward him, placed a hand on his shoulder, and kissed his cheek. He smelled incredible. Warm, virile male with the barest scent of cologne. It made her want to close her eyes and sigh. She came down on her heels.

      He smiled. “Worth every penny, Miss Shaw. If I never see you again, tell me you’ll wear it one night and think of me?”

      “How could I not?”

      He locked his gaze on her lips so long, they tingled from the stare. “I wish you’d change your mind about tonight.” Moving around her, he walked away, the sound of his steps punctuated by the marble flooring. “You know where to find me if you do.”

      She stole a glance behind her, blowing out a pent-up breath, watching him stride away with an air of quiet elegance. She tore her eyes from his broad back and forced her feet to move forward.

      Once she entered the models’ dressing area, she hid behind a privacy screen and opened the box, biting her lip with a wondrous smile. The Sigvy glittered, twinkled, and shone under the lights… It did everything extraordinary trinkets were meant to do.

      And it was hers.

      Received from an overly generous acquaintance who claimed he bid on it so he could give it to her. She closed the lid, shaking her head. She couldn’t wait to share her story with Lucee.

      “Jordana?” Felicity called from the other side of the fabric screen.

      She slid the box into her bag and then popped her head out. “Hi.”

      “You did great tonight. You know, if you want to get into some promotional modeling, I could book some work for you. The Charles Sigvy raked in a big donation.”

      “Thanks, but I don’t think I could walk around in shoes like this ever again.”

      “Yeah, but I do think having two Shaw sisters working a room is better than one.” She pointed a finger at her. “Don’t tell Lucee I said that. Anyway, you’re good to go home whenever. The models are responsible for their dry cleaning, so make sure it’s cleaned and have Lucee drop it off at the agency before next Saturday. Cool?”

      “Sure. I’ll take care of it.”

      Felicity winked. “I know you will. You’re the reliable sister, through and through. Thanks for stepping in. See you around, girlfriend.”

      The reliable sister. How unsexy. However, this reliable sister now had a unique diamond necklace in her possession…not to mention the business card of a gorgeous heartbreaker.

      With a smile, she picked up the bag she’d stuffed her clothes in and her purse, deciding not to change out of the dress until she got home. As she walked through the general chaos of the room, she said good-bye to a few of her sister’s friends and then headed toward the restroom.

      Every single stall was full, with a line forming. What crappy timing. Unfortunately, her bladder wouldn’t wait for even a minute. She walked farther down the hall until she found another ladies’ room. A sign outside indicated it was closed for cleaning.

      She pushed the door open. Empty. Maybe they forgot to take down the sign. There was one row of stalls, a wall of sinks, and another row of stalls on the other side. She disappeared behind one and did her business.

      The door to the restroom opened and a feminine voice called in. “Hello? Is anyone in here?”

      Jordana bit her lower lip. Busted.

      “Finally. Mother, I’m alone… Of course I’m still going through with it! I told you I would.” 

      The woman must’ve been on her cell phone and had been seeking privacy.

      Just as Jordana was about to open her door and make a discreet exit, she heard the woman say, “Trust me, it’ll work. It’s got to. Everyone knows Logan Savant would rather cut off an arm than do the less than honorable thing. Especially if he thinks the baby is his.”
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      Jordana froze with her palm on the stall door. 

      Logan Savant?

      “Mother, for the millionth time, I’m not stupid! No one knows I’m pregnant except you and the doctor. Ben and Logan went to UCLA together, but they haven’t spoken in months, since Ben went to rehab. I’m cutting it so close. I thought it’d be easy. Logan’s a certified womanizer; I didn’t think it’d be so difficult. And I can’t wait another day or the timing will be off once the baby comes. I have to do this. Logan will take care of me, I just know it.”

      Jordana turned her cheek and listened.

      Was she hearing this right?

      Was Rebecca really planning to trap Logan?

      “For heaven’s sake, Mother, I’ve told you a million times. I’m going to drop the stuff in his drink, and the guy said it’ll take fifteen to thirty minutes to take effect. I’ll take Logan to his room, get naked, and when he wakes up, he’ll think we had unprotected sex. Then I’ll wait a few weeks and tell him I’m pregnant. Done and done.”

      Jordana’s eyes widened at the manipulative plan coming from this woman’s mouth.

      Rebecca went on. “Remember how much he helped Carla after Martin’s heart attack? He’s got a big heart. Especially if he thinks he’s going to be a father.” A pause. “Doesn’t matter if he doesn’t commit. Everyone knows how he feels about marriage. He’s not so old-fashioned to ask me to marry him, but that’s fine. All I’ll have to do is sit back and let him take care of everything. We’ve been friends for a while, he trusts me.”

      Rebecca groaned. “Of course I’ve thought about the paternity test. By that time, I’ll hire someone to fake the results. It should be pretty simple to do that. All it’ll take is the right amount of money.”

      Disgust boiled in Jordana’s stomach. Unbelievable. This woman really had made a mess of things, and now she was going to rope Logan into it.

      Rebecca gasped. “I think someone’s coming. I’ll call you in the morning…okay…bye.”

      With extreme care, Jordana eased the door of her stall open and looked out to get a better view. It was Rebecca, all right. Jordana watched the blonde uncap a pill bottle and stuff one in her bosom. She then added more red lipstick and winked at her reflection.

      As soon as she left, Jordana came out of her stall.

      What should I do?

      Warn Logan, at the very least. She washed her hands, left the restroom, and headed toward the front desk. “Excuse me,” she said to the distinguished desk clerk. “Could I possibly lock my bag in your safe for a bit?” Best not to have her purse on her with the necklace inside. Less to worry about.

      “Of course.” He handed her a ticket.

      Jordana set her gaze to the open doors of the ballroom.

      Logan Savant was in there somewhere, about to be drugged by a two-faced friend.

      She took cautious steps inside. When she saw Rebecca approach him with a drink and a sinister smile, her hopes sank. Oblivious, Logan raised the glass to his lips, taking a long sip.

      Jordana cringed with a soft curse. It was too late to run interference on the cocktail. The woman’s eyes gleamed. She was going to get her way, and no one except her equally conniving mother would ever know.

      Except Jordana.

      She could imagine how he’d react when she said, Hi, Logan. I believe your date is trying to drug and seduce you and then claim she’s pregnant with your child.

      Why would he believe her word over Rebecca’s? She stared at him as he laughed at something, his guard down, trusting the woman beside him. He was a virtual stranger to her, but he didn’t deserve this.

      No one did.

      She couldn’t shake the feeling she’d overheard the twisted plan for a reason, and that by doing absolutely nothing, she was indirectly acquiescing to Rebecca’s scheme.

      Even if he did think she was out of her mind, she could go home guilt-free. She couldn’t stand the thought of anyone taking advantage of someone because they couldn’t handle their own circumstances.

      Time to act. Weaving through the crush, she tried to make eye contact with him.

      At most, she had half an hour to steal Logan away before the drug took effect. Shouldn’t be too much of a challenge. Their flirtation had been established; now all she had to do was take advantage and make him believe she’d changed her mind about a date.

      Dang, she’d lost track of him. He could be on his way to the room with Rebecca already.

      “I really hope you’re here searching for me,” Logan drawled.

      A shiver sprinkled down her spine. Even better, he had found her. How did Rebecca ever let him leave her side?

      She turned around, heart catching. “Hi, Logan.”

      He grinned, gesturing to her. “You’re a woman on a mission, I see.”

      If you only knew. “Yes…well…” What would her sister say? Something cute. “Mission accomplished. I found you.”

      “And now that I’ve been found, what did you have in mind?”

      “Um…” Rebecca stood not too far away, talking with someone, her eyes darting around in distraction. Keeping an eye out for her wealthy prey, no doubt. Jordana looped her arm in his. “I’d like a drink. How about you? Water, maybe?” She led him to the other side of the ballroom.

      He leaned an elbow on the bar. “Seven and seven for me, and for the lady?”

      “Malibu and diet, please.” She watched him closely. No signs of a drug-induced state so far.

      Maybe Rebecca’s dosage had been too light, or maybe she hadn’t drugged him after all. Feeling self-conscious as Logan studied her, she pondered her next play.

      His eyes slightly narrowed, as if wondering about her motives, but then he smiled again as the bartender slid over the drinks. “What should we toast to?”

      She accepted her cocktail. “To truth and justice.”

      He chuckled, clinking his glass to hers. “That’s a new one. Truth and justice.”

      She took a quick sip and then realized how thirsty she’d become and took several gulps.

      He was watching her with rapt amusement. “Are you an attorney?”

      “No,” she replied with a bubble of laughter. “Do I look strong enough to uphold the law?”

      “You’d be surprised. I know a female judge who’s less than five feet tall but can intimidate a room full of people with an ice-cold stare and three short words.”

      “Pfft. I couldn’t intimidate a basket of kittens if I tried. I work in medicine. For an ear, nose, and throat doctor.”

      His eyes crinkled at the corners as he sipped his drink. “I see. I was wondering why you chose to toast to truth and justice.”

      Because she wished she could tell him the truth about his friend’s intentions and, at the same time, justify her interference. “Something different other than ye old ‘health and happiness’ toasts.”

      “Did you just say ‘ye old’?”

      “Did I? I’ve been watching a lot of History Channel lately.” A very uncool confession. Her sister would’ve rather cut her face than allude to any sort of activity that made people think of sitting in flannel pajamas, listening to monotone narratives about war.

      “History Channel…interesting.” He gave her a quick once-over. “You don’t look like the type.”

      She flicked a glance over his shoulder, keeping an eye out for the schemer. “I bet there are a lot of things you’d be surprised to know about me right now.”

      Rebecca headed in their direction, fire coming out of her eyes. Mayday, mayday. Jordana snatched his glass out of his hand, set it down, and pulled him away from the bar. “Do you like to dance?”

      “On occasion,” he said.

      She led him to the middle of the crush on purpose.

      Rebecca came to a stop at the edge of the dance floor, fuming with delicate control.

      Jordana cleared her throat as he cupped her hand in his left and slid his other around her waist, bringing her flush against him.

      Lord, have mercy.

      Earlier, she’d guessed underneath that tuxedo could be a fantastically built body, and she’d been dead-on. With her thighs brushing his legs, her stomach and breasts pressed to his hard torso, Jordana suddenly felt way over her head.

      “From our last conversation, I thought I’d lost my chance with you,” he said, pulling her away from her thoughts of self-doubt. “What made you change your mind about tonight?”

      “I…well, I wanted to see you again.” She dared to lift her lashes.

      He smiled at her as they swayed to the sexy tune. “Good. I was hoping to see you again too, somehow, some way. I planned on attending every charitable event on the calendar, hoping your sister would make you stand in her place again.” His eyes twinkled as he led her in a quick turn. “I can’t wait for our night to really begin.”

      It’ll end before it begins, handsome. 

      Jordana half smiled, dazed, forgetting herself, caught in the arms of a devilishly handsome man, surrounded by decadence and splendor. A surreal atmosphere. “What exactly does the CEO of Savant Financial Group do?”

      “Never sleeps,” he joked. “But I’m not just a CEO. I also own a charter company, a couple restaurants, and commercial properties. Damn. Saying it out loud makes me realize how much I really have on my plate.”

      Oh. One of those. A workaholic with brains, looks, and ambition to spare. 

      Her job as a medical receptionist paid the bills, but she worked to live, didn’t live to work. 

      She felt the breadth of their differences widen. “One business wasn’t enough for you? How do you find time to sleep? Or have fun?”

      “I employ a lot of great people I rely on to help me run them. I sleep when I’m tired, and I schedule fun when I can.” His head tilted and he came close to her mouth, lowering his voice. “Jordana, what’s your idea of fun?”

      Her lips tingled. “At this moment? Dancing with you,” she whispered. 

      Unable to stop herself, she lifted her face just enough so that their mouths brushed. Electric shocks danced on her lips. She felt his quick breath, saw the flame in his eyes. 

      The spell he cast overtook her senses with such dangerous ease, and even though she was obviously under it, she didn’t bother to play coy. He made her feel desirable, seductive. 

      Like a woman with the power to bring a man to his knees. 

      For a breathless moment, her heart stopped in anticipation of a kiss. Would he? Right here, right now?

      “Logan.” The crisp, feminine voice broke the moment and the spell. They moved their heads in unison.

      Rebecca stood there, a smile as warm as a glacier on her red lips. Jordana could’ve sworn the temperature dropped.

      Logan’s friend propped a hand on her hip and shot her gaze at Jordana, barely able to suppress the contempt in her eyes. “My goodness, I’ve been waiting for a dance of my own. Mind if I cut in?”

      Time to improvise. She felt a little possessive of Logan now, still unstable from their sexy little dance. Finding her composure, Jordana chimed, “Of course I don’t mind. I should be going, anyway. Logan, will you walk me out?”

      He met her gaze with slight confusion. “I thought you and I had plans. You’re leaving?” he asked and she nodded, even though she didn’t intend to leave his side until she got him far from Rebecca.

      “We’ll talk about that on my way out,” she told him.

      He looked from Jordana to Rebecca. Jordana attempted to keep the desperation from her eyes. Come with me, Logan. Don’t go with her. I might not get you back.

      “Rebecca, I’m going walk Miss Shaw to her car. I’ll return in a minute.”

      Jordana controlled the urge to pump a fist in victory.

      Rebecca, however, bestowed a glare that said she wanted to punch a fist into Jordana’s face, but no doubt, social decorum forced her to keep her cool. “Fine. I’ll be waiting.” Swiveling on her heel, she marched off.

      Logan took Jordana’s hand in his and led her out of the ballroom. Her heart tripped at the strength and warmth enveloping her palm, while her mind screamed she had precious minutes to tell him the truth.

      They’d just entered the lobby when he stopped. Shifting his gaze to hers, his brows pulled together. “Why leave? Was it something I said?”

      She searched those incredible eyes, filled with questions and concern for offending a woman he just met.

      Logan Savant was a good man; her instincts told her so.

      “No, you say all the right things. I know this is confusing, but I had to get you alone. Come with me.” Looking right then left, she tugged at his hand and he followed. She found a dim hallway that led to the executive offices. Good enough. She pulled him in. “There’s something I need to tell you⁠—”

      “If you’re just trying to have your way with me, I have a suite upstairs,” he joked.

      “You do?”

      “I’m meeting with a client tomorrow, and it was more convenient to stay at the hotel than drive back to my house in Marin.” He stared at her for a long moment. “This is serious, what you’re about to tell me?”

      “It is.” When he skimmed his fingers along her arm, she shivered involuntarily. Good grief. She couldn’t form any kind of coherent sentence now. What was she about to say? “Logan⁠—”

      “I like it when you say my name,” he told her, his voice deep, hypnotic. “Really like it.”

      He moved in, and she steadied a hand to his chest. Uh-oh. He was going to kiss her. “Wait.”

      “I can’t.” He possessed her mouth before she could stop him. 

      Not that she really tried to. 

      His lips were warm, sweetly insistent, firm with silken power. 

      Whatever she’d imagined kissing him would be like didn’t come close to the real thing.

      He parted his mouth, cajoling her to do the same, and when she received the barest taste of his tongue, she gasped with the compounding desire overtaking her. 

      She drew back, breath lost, making it a challenge to speak. “Y-you need to know⁠—”

      “Whatever it is, it’s not important. This is. Please. Again.” He possessed her mouth with more urgency, and she couldn’t find the strength to break away, as much as she knew she must. 

      He moaned low, capturing her upper lip with a tender pull, then her bottom, taking her mouth over and over, wiping every kiss in her memory before this one. 

      His tongue touched her lips and she opened with a soft cry of surrender as he slowly slid inside.

      The taste of him knocked her senseless.

      A combination of sugar, a trace of liquor, and his own personal flavor. 

      She slid her palms over his broad shoulders, linking them behind his neck.

      This time, Logan pulled away. “Wow,” he breathed, his forehead touching hers, arms encircling her back. “More.”

      “Mm-hm.” Jordana grasped his face as he claimed her again. Addicted. Perhaps simply stalling. He might not want to kiss her again once she told him about Rebecca. What was that saying about the messenger?

      She dropped her head back, and he transferred his lips to the corner of her mouth, then down the line of her neck as her eyelids drooped heavy with lust.

      Oh, he was making this impossible. 

      She fought against the impetus pulling at her to let go and lose her mind in lust. “Logan, seriously. I…I don’t want you to stop, but you have to.”

      His hands splayed on her back, fingers digging in as he continued kissing her neck. 

      Just when she thought her legs would give out, he lifted his head. 

      Blinking up at him, she started to notice his eyes were glazed over, unfocused, pupils dilated.

      He squeezed his eyes shut. Then did it again. “What…what is it?” he rasped. “All of a sudden, I don’t feel…so good.”

      Oh, no. The drug must’ve taken effect. She hesitated, searching his glassy eyes. “I need to talk to you about Rebecca.”

      Logan shook his head short and fast. “Rebecca?” He leaned on her as if he had trouble keeping upright, only catching himself from collapsing on her by splaying a hand on the wall. 

      He cursed, squinting.

      Pretty soon, he’d fall asleep on her if she didn’t take action.

      What to do now?

      If she didn’t take him somewhere quickly, there would be a real problem on her hands: a passed-out millionaire on the floor of a five-star hotel, too drugged to move.

      “Your room,” she exclaimed, straining him to keep him upright. “Let’s go upstairs.”

      “You want to go to the suite? Really?”

      At the drowsy hopefulness in his tone, she couldn’t stop from smiling as she responded with a firm and clear, “Yes. Immediately.” 

      She pulled him out of the alcove. He stumbled a few steps, but blessedly, was able to walk on his own without aid. 

      The roofie was working and working fast. 

      Jordana growled inwardly. The conniver might have gone as far as drugging him, but she wouldn’t get anywhere near him now.

      The elevators were just around the corner. “Wait here,” she instructed.

      “I will,” he said, pinching the bridge of his nose.

      Jordana scampered to the front desk, and a minute later, a security guard brought her purse. Returning to the elevators, she pushed the up button and went to Logan, taking his heavy arm and putting it around her shoulders. “Here. Lean on me.”

      “I’m okay,” he claimed, even though he accepted her support.

      He definitely wasn’t okay from what she was witnessing. An elevator opened up. “What floor?” she asked.

      “Nine.”

      After the doors parted, Jordana wobbled on her heels down the long hallway, with Logan’s arm around her and her feet crying for a reprieve. 

      Thankfully, he found his room key without assistance. 

      The classically decorated suite was spacious and decadent, with elegant furnishings and a breathtaking panoramic view of San Francisco.

      For crying out loud, it was bigger than her entire apartment and her neighbor’s combined.

      After Logan shut the door, he took his arm off her shoulders and shuffled for the bedroom to the left. Stretching a hand out to the king-size four-poster bed, he sat down on the edge of the mattress with a soft grunt and tiredly peeled off his jacket.

      Sympathy bloomed in her heart as she took off her heels. Going to the bedroom, fiddling with her fingers, she stood in front of him. “I’m sorry, Logan.”

      Shoulders slumped, face drawn with fatigue, he shook his head. “Sorry? No…no, I’m sorry we couldn’t finish what we started.” His hands reached out for her waist, drawing her to him. “I’ll make it up to you.”

      Jordana set her hands on his shoulders. “You don’t have to. Now listen, I have to tell you something.”

      Ignoring her, he pressed a soft kiss between her breasts, causing her legs to want to give from the tenderness of it.

      With a hungered moan, he kissed the top of her right breast, then her left, between them again, clenching his fingers on her hips. 

      She gave a whimper and her eyes fluttered closed while she raked her hands through his silken hair, holding him close.

      When she felt the zipper on the side of her dress give, she flashed her eyes open, thinking she should stop him. 

      She did nothing of the sort as he pulled her dress down, exposing her breasts.

      He drew back, and the expression on his face—resembling awe, appreciation, and longing—had to be because of the drug.

      His mouth dropped open. “My God, Jordana,” he groaned. “You are…”

      She gasped as his arms suddenly dropped, his eyes rolled back, and he flopped to the bed.

      Out cold.
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"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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