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Chapter One

	 

	A long anticipated, late summer night’s sleep ended with an ear-piercing screech of Waltz music and a vibration rattle as the cell phone on the nightstand lit up with an incoming call. The nude figure under the thin silk sheet rolled towards the ringing sound, one sun-tanned arm poked its hand out fumbling for the obnoxiously loud device. 

	“Greer!” A raspy, half-asleep voice spoke out. 

	“This is Walter Hudson with the NTSB-Aviation Department-Washington office. We have a major accident reported just outside of La Guardia in New York. Your flight leaves in forty-five minutes, the Crash Crew is en route. Your itinerary has been faxed to your office, Agent Greer.”

	Logan Greer rubbed her tired eyes, cursing silently into the night. Why the hell did I choose this career? Her lazy form rose from the bed as she stumbled into the bathroom. The cold water under the faucet was penetrating her skin like icicles as she splashed the sleep from her face. 

	“Forty-five minutes, man they’re getting ridiculous with this shit. One day I’m going to miss one of these red-eye flights and then whose ass will be on the line? I can bet you it won’t be mine. They’ve known for over an hour, and they wait until the last goddamn minute to call someone about it.” Luckily, she kept a travel bag packed in the closet. She threw it on the floor as she pulled on a pair of jeans, a black polo shirt with the NTSB logo on the front left breast, and black Doc Marten shoes. As if out of routine, she tucked her black Sig-Sauer compact .45 into its waistband holster in the back of her pants, then she slid her investigator badge into one rear pocket, and cell phone into the other, all with precision movement. 

	Ten minutes after the night ending phone call, Logan was walking out of her condo building towards her black Ford Sport Trac. She glanced down at the thin silver band around her left wrist.

	“Hmm… ten minutes and counting... oh, you’re good, Greer. Damn good!”

	She reached blindly into the passenger seat for the khaki-colored ball cap. She slid it over her short dirty blonde hair and drove off into the darkness towards Jacksonville International Airport.

	 

	***

	 

	The First-Class flight attendant stopped abruptly to help Logan store her bag into the overhead compartment. 

	“What about your briefcase? I think we have room for it up here.” The tall brunette smiled at the slightly shorter woman standing next to her. 

	“No, uh… I need to... keep this out,” Logan mumbled as she reached for the black case and ducked below the compartment to get to her window seat. She knew the seat next to her would be empty, the NTSB tried to keep the emergency flights as private as possible. There was no need to alert someone sitting on a perfectly good plane, about a devastating one that just crashed. 

	Logan took her laptop out and started inputting the accident data that the Washington Office faxed to her office. Luckily, this would be a short flight since it was non-stop. That rarely happened in the airline industry anymore. Just about every flight had a stop with some sort of layover in the middle of nowhere. In the case of a layover only flight that would leave her delayed, the NTSB would send their Crash Crew with her on a private Leer Jet. Usually, she was the first one to go and all alone since she was the Investigator In Charge or IIC. It was her job to be the National Transportation Safety Board representation and head up the entire accident investigation.

	 

	***

	 

	Logan was the first passenger off the plane since she was practically standing when it landed. One of the perks of getting in and out of the airport in a hurry was not checking any baggage. She walked right past the long lines at baggage claim and towards the rental car area. Suckers.

	“Can I help you, Ma’am?” The salt and pepper haired man at the counter called out to her. She pulled the badge out of her pocket; her Driver’s License was tucked behind her NTSB Identification on one side of the leather fold and a shiny metal eagle encircled by National Transportation Safety Board, was on the other. Logan handed both her license and badge fold to the man.

	“Ah, yes, Miss Greer, we have an SUV saved for you.” He tapped the keys on the computer in front of him and handed her a few pages of papers. “Sign here and initial here, here, and here. Then sign again down here.”

	Logan was happy to see the Black Explorer had a built-in navigation system. “I don’t have to fumble with a map in a city I’ve barely been in. How the hell did that happen?” She punched in the GPS coordinates that were on her fax and followed the voice prompts. The voice in the dash was highly upset when the driver took a wrong turn to enter the nearest Starbucks drive-through.  

	“Oh, shut the hell up, I’m getting coffee. Excuse me if I made an invalid left turn.”

	The machine was back on track and Logan was drinking a Grande Mocha. Before she knew it, she was already at the roadblock. She pulled over to the police barricade and stuck her badge out of the window.

	The young female officer gave her a wink as she pointed towards the escort truck parked a few feet away. “That truck is with you guys. He’ll take you to the wreckage, Ma’am.” Logan nodded and drove off behind the other black SUV. 

	She could see the smoke rolling above the wooded trees about a hundred yards away. In the beginning, every accident felt as if it were the very first one, the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, goose bumps rose on her arms, and she quivered slightly. Her hands were cold and clammy. She brought the Explorer to a stop and looked through the open window at the smoldering fireball, barely three-hundred feet away. 

	She was immediately bombarded by NTSB and FAA field investigation members, followed by arrogant Police officers, when she stepped out of the vehicle. She merely shoved her badge fold in their faces as she took in the scenery. There were metal fragments scattered as far as she could see, black smoke filled the air from the still smoldering jet fuel, and the smell of burning flesh mixed gruesomely with it. She could barely hear the people talking to her over the loud generators and background chatter of fifty people talking at once. White ‘official’ tents decorated the outskirts of the main wreckage area. As Logan walked closer to the enormously large crater, she could see what would have once been the fuselage torn in two with jagged metal fragments sticking out on all sides, and wires protruding in every direction. As she kept walking, she could see what appeared to be a wing all twisted and mangled a few feet away. Gotta get the worst part over, Greer. She winced only once as she continued examining the debris along the path to the main tent. 

	Inside she found the person she was looking for. A young, slightly shorter woman with an olive complexion and very light brown, honey blond colored hair pulled back in a bun, walked slowly over to her. If Logan had to guess, the woman was younger than herself, probably still in her twenties. 

	“Can I help you?” the woman winked as she spoke softly.

	“I’m the NTSB Investigator In Charge, Agent Logan Greer.” She extended her right hand.

	“I’m Brooke McCabe with the FAA, nice to meet you.” She shook her hand and looked her up and down, openly sizing up her competition. She was expecting a man when she heard the name of the IIC.

	Oh, give it a rest you piss ant, you’re stuck with me for as long as this thing takes, so deal with it, Logan thought to herself.

	“Well, I guess we should get started. I need to go meet with my field team. They should be here by now. That’s my cell number if you can’t reach me on the radio.” Logan gave a slight nod as she handed the woman her business card. 

	 

	***

	 

	Logan gathered up all the NTSB members and went under one of the tents. The morning sun had barely risen, and she already had small sweat droplets beading up on her forehead. The first week of September is supposed to be cooler than a hundred degrees, at least in New York. She glanced around at the twenty or so men and women staring patiently at her.

	“I’m Agent Greer, Investigator In Charge. Anything and everything you find, hear, think, or see, goes through me first. I’m not here to make friends, nor am I here to babysit. We all have a job to do. I trust all of you know exactly what that is.” She only recognized some of the faces since the NTSB has agents all over the United States. They don’t have to send the same ones to every crash site, except for the IIC which basically is called to head up the investigation at every major accident. The athletic looking, bluish-green eyed blond leaned back against the small folding table behind her and opened her palm pilot that she’d uploaded the data into. “This was a Boeing 727... flight number 897 New York to Dallas... pilot, co-pilot, and three crew members... 110 passengers... 115 casualties on scene. The ATC reports the pilot having a mechanical failure at 23:14 and was turning due north, heading back towards La Guardia when flight 897 disappeared from the radar at 23:28. No one on the ground witnessed the plane coming down. There were, however, reports of a loud boom at approximately 23:32. So far, this is all I have to go on. I need you and you.” She pointed to a man and a woman to her left. “Both of you gather up anyone who heard anything. We need official statements from everybody. It doesn’t matter if they’ve already given them to the FAA.” 

	She looked over to her right and informed three people standing there that they needed to drive back to town to the airport and get statements from everyone who had contact with that plane before it took off. “Take another person with you and go to the Air Traffic Control center. Get statements from everyone in the control tower. As for the rest of you, we are here to recover all the wreckage and try to piece this plane back together. Hopefully, we will find the Black Box in the next twenty-four hours. The Cockpit Voice Recorder and Flight Data Recorder should be able to lead us in some sort of direction. Does anyone have any questions?” She looked around as the group broke up. 

	When Logan finally checked into her hotel room, it was two a.m. She was lucky that one of her team members had fled to McDonalds late in the evening for the group. She fought off heartburn from the sloppy Big Mac and large fries that she’d inhaled. Just as she was about to doze off, her cell phone rang loudly with the sound of a Waltz as it shook wildly on the table. 

	“Greer.”

	“Hello, Agent Greer. This is Brooke McCabe. Did I wake you?”

	“No, I’m sure you know I just got into my hotel. What can I do for you?” She was too tired to be annoyed at this point. She had spent the rest of her day avoiding the FAA Investigator at all costs.

	“I was just making sure you knew we had a meeting at 05:00. I didn’t get to talk to you before you left this evening.”

	“Yes, I’m aware of it. I’ll be there.”

	 

	***

	 

	The meeting had gone rather well for Logan, she only had a small pissing contest with the FAA over the results of the CVR and FDR and who was credited for finding it. The Pilot had radioed the control tower stating that the tail rudder was not engaging. ATC instructed him to change course and head back to La Guardia. 

	Logan drank a cup of the only decent coffee she could find. She bent down and brushed some dirt off her pants. Brooke McCabe walked up behind her and unknowingly put her hand into the small of Logan’s back. Both women jumped at the light touch. The shorter, petite woman backed away wondering what the hell she had just laid her hand on. Logan’s light bluish green colored eyes grew very large and changed to dark blue as she turned towards the woman behind her. 

	“Can I help you?” Her voice was deeper than normal.

	“Are you packing heat there, Agent Greer?” Brooke rolled the words off her tongue in a low sexy drawl.

	“Yes, Miss McCabe. I have a concealed permit and I’m a government official. Do you have a problem with that?” Logan shot back at her with a raised eyebrow. You’d be good for a roll in the sheets, she thought when she felt the tension in her body relax slightly.

	“No.” She ran her hand gently down Logan’s arm. “You look nice today.”

	“As opposed to yesterday?” Logan laughed slightly. “My first day on scene is usually hell. I didn’t feel like wearing a pantsuit and silk shirt yesterday, but today is a new day, and I’m supposed to be dressed like a government agent. Besides, I need to deal with the press as well as the Mayor. Obviously, you are too since you’re wearing a skirt.” Short enough for me to see just about everything you’re purposely letting me see. 

	Brooke ran her hand down her thigh past the point high up on her leg where the tight black skirt stopped.  “Yes, well we can’t have our government employees slumming now can we, Agent Greer?” Logan’s cell phone rattled on her belt as the Waltz music played. 

	“Please excuse me.” She stepped away.

	“Greer. Hello Gary, did you get all the statements?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” a male voice answered back. 

	“Great, meet me in the conference room at my hotel.”

	 

	***

	 

	Four long grueling weeks later, all the documentation that was gathered confirmed Logan’s hypothesis. The plane’s tail rudder was not functioning properly when the plane took off. The mishap caused the plane to veer off course, and as the pilots tried to recover, they lost control of the vertical direction of the plane. They plunged twenty thousand feet to the ground at a forty-five-degree angle, straight into a wooded area. Logan sat in her hotel room typing up the first part of her accident report. “In the morning I’ll be back in Florida, and I can finish this at my desk, no need to bother with it tonight.” She took her gun and holster off her belt and slid it into her briefcase on the table. Her mind drifted briefly to the dramatic incident that caused her to begin carrying a firearm. Logan stretched her frame, feeling the tense pressure in her muscles from not working out during the last four weeks, crawling in and out of a smashed-up heap of metal, and helping to move bits and pieces around the hanger where the wreckage remained. She glanced down at her left wrist. I bet the bar’s still open downstairs. 

	As soon as she stepped out of the elevator, she saw Brooke McCabe, her long honey colored hair hung down to the small of her back. She was still wearing her black skirt suit. Logan couldn’t hide the lust in her eyes. 

	“Well, what do I owe the pleasure, Agent Greer?”

	“I was… uh… I wanted a drink. How are you, Miss McCabe?”

	“Please, call me Brooke, and do join me for drink.”

	Both women sat at a small table in the corner. Logan ordered a chilled glass of Navan, an expensive vanilla flavored Cognac and the woman across from her ordered vodka with a splash of cranberry. Logan was surprised when she saw Brooke’s birth date on her Badge ID and noticed she was actually a couple years older than Logan. She decided to keep it to herself. 

	“Well, here’s to the end of a long four weeks,” Brooke stated with a wink. This was the first time Logan noticed that Brooke’s eyes were almost the same viridian green color as her own, except Logan’s seemed to change from green to blue depending on her mood. She also noticed how naturally beautiful the petite woman was.

	“Yeah but, here’s to the next month of paperwork on my desk because of it.” Both women laughed as their glasses clinked together. Logan could feel the heat radiating off the woman in front of her. My god she has to know what looking at me like that is doing to the fire between my legs; I’m only human. 

	Brooke slid her stocking covered foot inside the right leg opening of Logan’s pants. The brief contact caused Logan’s body to shutter, and she splashed her drink on her shirt.

	“Damn it!”

	“We’d better get you upstairs, Agent Greer. You wouldn’t want that drink to stain the pretty silk shirt you’re wearing.”

	Brooke tossed a twenty on the table while Logan wiped the rest of the drink off her chin.

	 

	***

	 

	When the elevator doors shut, Brooke slammed Logan against the back wall with one hand in her short blonde hair and the other pinching a nipple under the sheer material. “Ah... god. You’re gonna... make me… come right here… If you…” 

	Brooke claimed Logan’s mouth with her own fiercely searching with her tongue when Logan’s lips parted to allow the entrance. Logan ran her hands down Brooke’s hips and hiked the skirt up on both sides. She gripped tight butt cheeks and thrust Brooke up against her thigh. The elevator chimed since it was about to stop on Brooke’s floor. Their interlude came to a screeching halt when the doors pulled apart. 

	“My room’s this way.” Brooke grabbed Logan’s hand and intertwined their fingers, pulling her unsteadily off the wall. 

	The door to her room was barely shut before she was fumbling with the buttons on Logan’s blouse. Logan had Brooke’s skirt up around her waist exposing the black lace thong underneath when she ripped the sheer panty hose off her. Brooke bent slightly forward and ran her lips down the uncovered cleavage at the opening of Logan’s bra. 

	“I’m gonna make you come so hard.” Brooke’s voice was thick with lust when she spoke. 

	She loosened Logan’s belt and dropped her pants to the floor. Then, she began massaging the soft wet folds between Logan’s thighs through her panties. Logan unbuttoned Brooke’s top and tossed it to the floor. She unzipped the tight black skirt and backed away just enough to let it pass between them. She ran her hands down Brookes back, through her long hair, and pulled the woman tightly against her as she pressed her lips to Brooke’s mouth. The kiss was long and mischievous, daring the other woman to take it further. As if on cue, Brooke pushed Logan back towards the bed. Both women lay down together, skin to skin. Brooke slid in between Logan’s legs, spreading her thighs, allowing herself to glide back and forth across her wet center. Logan choked back a loud moan when Brooke clenched a nipple between her lips and flicked it with her tongue. 

	“Oh… that feels so good!”

	Logan ran her fingers along Brooke’s swollen clit, slowly at first, teasing the woman above her. Brooke rocked back and forth sliding her wetness over Logan’s hand until she entered her gently thrusting in and out. 

	“I’m gonna… oh, god, I’m coming… oh yeah, oh god!” Brooke threw her head back and slid her hand down to the wet throbbing muscles between Logan’s thighs. Logan jumped with the contact and pushed her hips up into the hand that was touching her. 

	“That’s it… let it go, honey…”

	“You’re making me… ah!” Logan gripped the sheets as she released the lust that had been building up inside of her for the past four weeks.

	 

	***

	 

	At five a.m. Logan snuck out of Brooke’s room with cat-like moves and made her way back to her own room. Her body was tender and sore in places that reminded her of the hours she’d just spent having sex. At eight-thirty, she was on a plane leaning back with her eyes closed, finally headed home. My god, Greer, you’re thirty years old. It’s time to get your life together. A one-night stand with the FAA Investigator is not the right direction!

	Brooke awoke to a note on the nightstand. 

	Thank you for a wonderful night. Maybe I’ll see you again. Signed, Logan Greer.

	“Well, Agent Greer, I’m sure I will definitely see you again.”

	



	

Chapter Two

	 

	After being home just over a week, Logan finally made it down to the gym. Donning only a black sports bra and tiny black gym shorts, she sat on the floor and stretched her hands to touch the sneakers on her feet. The tight muscles expanded and contracted under soft tanned skin with every movement. Satisfied with her flexibility, she strapped a pair of black gloves on her hands and walked over to the speed bag hanging from the stand in the corner next to the heavy bag. She started slowly with a rhythm of light punches. She kept up with the bag as it gained speed. Faster and faster, she threw her punches one after the other into the small bag. Arms burning, muscles loose, she turned to the heavy bag and began punching it. Harder and faster with sweat pouring from her face and glistening on her taut stomach. One night stand with a total stranger… jab… left… right left, left… right... What the hell, Greer, gotta hand it to you babe… uppercut… right, right, left... left… quick right… she was definitely hot, nothing like your usual type, but worth it… She continued punching until her fists throbbed with pain. She could feel her knuckles bleeding inside the gloves she was wearing. 

	 

	***

	 

	Two months had gone by since the major crash in New York was wrapped up.  Logan was dealing with minor accidents day in and day out at Jacksonville International Airport, which was her home office. One of which totally took the icing on the cake and had her in knee high paperwork for a week and a half when a 757 bumped its nose into the terminal, shattering the glass and sending the waiting passengers scattering for safety. The waiting patrons suffered only minor injuries, cuts, and bruises, but the building structure on that wing of the airport had to shut down for a month of repairs. She was sure the pilot would never be licensed to fly a paper airplane again, much less a million-dollar plane. Logan sat at her desk typing the last of the notes on the airport safety inspections.

	“When are you leaving, Agent Greer?” A young black man stood in her office doorway wearing an airport security uniform.

	“Next week. I’ll be in D.C. for about two weeks of meetings and then I leave for six weeks of airport safety inspections. Boy oh boy, I look forward to this time twice a year.” He could sense the frustration in Logan’s voice.

	“I don’t blame you. I’m not one for snow as high as a moose’s ass either.” They both laughed. Logan didn’t know why, but for some reason she always enjoyed talking to him. He wasn’t much younger than her, she presumed. 

	“Well, I guess I better head home for the night. Try to stay out of trouble.” She called back over her shoulder… “, Ricky, how about one night with no accidents, mistakes, wing benders, mishaps, or anything else you guys like to call it.” She grinned when he laughed at her.

	 

	***

	 

	Logan parked the Sport Trac in the spot marked eight-seventeen, the same number that matched her door. The eighth floor was the highest of the condo tower and she occupied the space in one of the four penthouses. Hers was beachfront with a master room including a full his/her bath with a garden tub, a study, and a spare room with a separate bath. The kitchen had a small island and a bar with marbled tops that matched the marbled tile floor. The counter and island looked out over the living room area. The Study also looked out at the living area through French doors. The balcony had French doors leading from the master bedroom, as well as the kitchen, and then going around the corner over by the study. A flat screen TV hung on the wall in the corner and a large square marble-topped table sat on the floor in front of the L-shaped couch. The place was large enough for a family but cozy enough for one or two and was always in show condition since she was rarely home. Logan walked in and set her keys on the small table in the foyer. Her briefcase was placed in the study on her desk, and her gun and its holster went on the nightstand by her bed along with her badge fold. 

	Logan shed her business suit in exchange for loose fitting jeans, a black sweater over her white t-shirt, and Doc Marten’s. She grabbed the other set of keys on the table, stuck her badge fold in her back pocket with her cell phone, and locked the door behind her. She waved to the front desk staff as she exited the elevator. On the left side of the building, there was a small section of storage units for the condo owners. Logan walked over to number eight-seventeen. She made sure everything was numbered the same for her convenience when she’d purchased her unit. As the door rose up, she saw her pride and joy sitting there longing to come out and play, lusting to be rode hard and put up wet. 

	“Hey, Cat’s Ass. Sorry I’ve been too busy for you. Momma wants to go for a ride!” She stood back and stared at the only love in her life… a Buell Lightning XB9 sport bike. It was solid black with a custom chrome exhaust, chrome wheels, and neon green lights underneath. She grabbed her black night riding glasses with light purple tinted lenses off the seat. She put her khaki ball cap on backwards, swung her leg over the seat, kicked it into neutral, and rolled the bike out of the garage. With a flick of the wrist, the machine roared to life, the exhaust thundered in her chest steadily with the beat of her heart and the vibration became one within her thighs. God I’ve missed this. She left the bike to idle as she closed the storage unit door. When she turned back towards the back of the bike, a smile curled on her lips. The tag read: CATSAZZ. A minute later, she was riding with the wind down the streets of Jacksonville Beach. Free as a bird. 

	She maneuvered the bike with perfect precision through the streets across the bridge to the local lesbian bar, Jane’s Place. Not really in the mood to peruse the usual crowd for a one-night stand, she parked the bike on the sidewalk and tucked the hat under the bungee cord storage net on the seat. A few women were outside smoking, some of whom she knew from coming to the bar. When she passed through the doors, Logan heard a few girls saying hey to her. She smiled thinly and nodded. As soon as she planted her butt on a stool, the bartender slid an ice-cold bottle of Foster’s Lager down to her.

	“Hey, Logan. How the hell are ya, girl?” The tall curly haired bartender smiled brightly at the woman in front of her. 

	“Not bad, Bridgette. You?” Logan took a nice long swallow of the cold liquid. She could feel it tingle all the way to the bone. God, I haven’t been out in so long. 

	“Steady, the bar has its nights. I haven’t seen you in months. What’s up?”

	“Yeah, I’ve been working a lot lately. In fact, I’m leaving Monday for two weeks, then, I come home for a week and leave for six more weeks after that.” Logan nonchalantly ran a hand through her hair. 

	“Damn, I thought I had it rough…  Did you ride? I thought I heard the bike.”

	“You know it. I figured I had better take it now before it gets too cold. I’ll look like a damn Eskimo.”

	“Haha that I would like to see!”

	“Me too!” An auburn-haired woman sitting on the bar stool next to Logan spoke out. “Hi, I’m Carie.” She extended her hand to Logan.

	“Logan. Nice to meet you.”

	“That’s a nice bike, I saw you come up.”

	“Thanks.”

	“You come here often?” The woman slid closer than Logan would’ve liked her to, but she continued the conversation. 

	An hour later, Carie nodded towards the door and Logan turned around to see an adorable young woman walk through the opening, laughing, and talking to her friends. She was slightly shorter than Logan, but with the same athletic build and long naturally curly blond hair, twisted back and pulled up behind her head. She was wearing loose-fitting jeans, a small white t-shirt, and flip-flops. 

	“She’s fucking hot! I need to come here more often,” the woman next to Logan spat.

	“She’s more than that. She’s…” Logan was thinking out loud and she knew she’d better stop. She looks like a surf angel. Very similar to the one from my... oh my god the girl that comes to me in my dreams. Logan shook her head at the faint touch of déjà vu. She hadn’t been visited in her dreams lately by the mysterious blonde that seemed to haunt her.

	Their conversation continued until the blond came up to the side of the bar across from Logan. Logan winked at her as the bartender walked out and hugged the stranger. They were obviously friends, and the girl was more than likely a regular, and since Logan had been out of the loop for a while, she had no idea who this person was. 

	Another beer later, karaoke was well underway and various lesbians were belching out songs for their lovers. 
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