
Chapter One

			“I’d get rid of Paula before I’d rehome Bear,” Rachel said.

			“But she’s allergic to cats. If I don’t rehome him, she said she won’t come over anymore. And we can’t go to her house because her mother is living with her, and she doesn’t approve of Paula being gay.” Kelly James sipped her sloe gin fizz, letting the fruity flavor envelop her mouth. She felt guilty enough about Bear without Rachel making her feel worse.

			She shifted her weight on the tall barstool. She would have been more comfortable at a table with the shorter chairs, but Rachel liked sitting at the bar. Who was she fooling? She had her reasons for sitting at the bar too. 

			“Did she tell you she was allergic before?”

			Kelly thought about it for a moment. No, she hadn’t. But Kelly didn’t have a cat when she and Paula met eight months ago. So there was no reason for her to mention it. Getting Bear while Paula was out of town on business wasn’t something Kelly had planned on, but when her friend Marley called and told her about the stray looking for a new home two weeks ago, Kelly thought she could provide a good one for him. She had no idea it would cause such a problem for her girlfriend.

			“Well?” Rachel asked. Patience had never been her strong suit. She was a tell it like it is kind of person. Kelly usually loved that about her. Not so much at the moment.

			“No. But she didn’t have a reason to before. I’ve only had Bear for a couple of weeks. I’ve had her for eight months.”

			“I thought it was a rule that all lesbians had to like cats,” Rachel said.

			“I said she was allergic, not that she didn’t like him. Besides, you aren’t crazy about them.”

			“I’m bi,” Rachel said. “We don’t have a strict set of rules like your people do.”

			Kelly tilted her head “My people?”

			“You know. Lesbians. Kelly, you’re thirty-four years old, for God’s sake. You should be able to keep your cat if you want to.”

			Kelly shook her head. “That’s exactly the point. I’m thirty-four years old. This is my last chance at love. I’m not willing to give it up.” 

			“What are you talking about? You make it sound like you’re over the hill. I’m three years older than you.”

			Kelly drained the remainder of her drink and motioned the female bartender over. The very hot female bartender, with her dark blond hair that hung down a few inches above her shoulders and dimples that could kill you if you looked at them long enough. Her black button-down shirt was neatly pressed, and she had the sleeves rolled up several turns, almost to her shoulders, showing off very toned arms. She wore very little makeup, mostly just a bit of eye liner and maybe mascara. It was hard to tell; her lashes were so thick they probably didn’t need any help. 

			Kelly and Rachel always sat at the bar so she would be the one serving them, despite the barstool’s lack of comfort for Kelly. Rachel, being a few inches taller, never seemed to have a problem with them. They’d checked out several of the bars in the area in the past couple of years, but the Queen of Hearts was their favorite. They didn’t play loud, obnoxious music, so you could actually have a conversation, and the lighting was adequate enough that you could read the menu if you wanted to order snacks. The hot bartender was certainly an added bonus. They had yet to find out her name. 

			The place had been around for at least several decades and had changed hands a few times. Rachel said it was twice. Kelly was sure it was three. The newest owner had replaced the old well-worn bar top with a new, fine grain wooden top—oak, Kelly guessed, and had taken the obnoxiously large mirror out from behind the bar. Kelly was grateful. She hated when she caught her own reflection in it. She was convinced that she never looked good, especially when she was sitting next to Rachel or worse yet when Hot Bartender was near her.

			Kelly turned her attention back to her friend. “It doesn’t matter how old you are. You have a husband. And besides, you’re beautiful.” Mark, Rachel’s husband, was equally as good-looking. They were the kind of couple that turned heads when they walked into a room. Mark didn’t seem to mind that Rachel drooled over beautiful women. He knew she was bi way before they got married.

			“Refill?” Hot Bartender asked Kelly.

			She nodded, barely glancing at her. Kelly knew that if she gave the woman her full attention, she’d end up staring. She was that off the charts hot. 

			“Me too, please,” Rachel said.

			The bartender took their empty glasses and set about making them fresh drinks.

			“Do you know how crazy you are?” Rachel asked Kelly.

			“Why, because I want another drink?”

			“No. Because you are always putting yourself down.”

			“How am I putting myself down?”

			“You are so darn cute it’s ridiculous. But you think you can’t do better than Paula because you don’t think you’re good enough.”

			“I have at least fifteen extra pounds on me, my nose isn’t straight, my ears stick out, and I’m not outgoing. With all these flaws I’m lucky to have Paula.”

			“That’s why I said you’re crazy. And I can follow that up by saying you’re full of crap. I don’t know what you see when you look in the mirror, but no one else sees what you do.”

			Ms. Hot returned with their new drinks. 

			Kelly slid two bills across the bar to her. “Keep the change,” she said without making eye contact.

			“Did you see that?” Rachel asked.

			“See what?”

			“She smiled at you. Super-hot Bartender smiled at you.”

			“Of course, she did. I just gave her a decent tip.”

			“You should get her phone number.” Rachel took a sip from her glass. “And she makes the best damn drinks. What more could you ask for?”

			“She may be hot, but she doesn’t have the best reputation around here. I hear she’s more into one-night stands than relationships.”

			“Nothing wrong with that. I would have a one-night stand with her if Mark wouldn’t insist on joining us.”

			“You’re a liar. You would never do that. I know you and I know how much you love him. Why can’t you understand that I want the same thing? Paula and I are heading in that direction.”

			“Did she say that? Has she talked about marriage—or even moving in together?”

			Kelly pulled the lemon slice off the rim of her glass and flicked her tongue against it. It made her mouth pucker, but she knew her drink would taste even sweeter in contrast. “No. But she can’t think about that right now.”

			“Her mother lives with her,” both Kelly and Rachel said in unison. 

			“Shut up,” Kelly said. “The timing just isn’t right.” 

			Rachel just didn’t understand. She and Mark had been together for ten years and married for six. She couldn’t possibly know how hard it was to find someone at this age. And meeting a single gay woman was especially hard when you didn’t go out much and worked at a solitary job as a dog walker. 

			“So, you’re really going to do it? You’re going to give Bear up?”

			“What choice do I have?”

			“You don’t really want me to answer that, do you?”

			Kelly shook her head. No, she knew exactly what Rachel would say. But it was either give up Bear or give up Paula, probably forever. “I’m not bringing him to a shelter. I want to find him a good home where I can visit him.”

			“I guess that’s better than abandoning him altogether.” Rachel pushed a lock of red hair behind her ear. Kelly envied that hair. Every piece stayed in place. And that new short bob looked so good on her. Kelly couldn’t seem to control her hair no matter what length or style she wore.

			“Thanks for making me feel worse about this.” Kelly took a large swig of her drink. 

			Rachel rubbed Kelly’s back. “I’m sorry. I know this isn’t easy on you. I just wish there was another way. I would take him, but Jack would probably terrorize him to death. You know that old dog doesn’t like cats.”

			“I know. I’ll think of something. Paula said she can’t come over until he’s gone.”

			“She actually said that? Until he’s gone?”

			Kelly wished she hadn’t said anything. She knew admitting that, yes indeed, that was exactly how Paula had said it, would make Paula seem heartless. But Kelly was all about honesty and there wasn’t a way to answer without Paula looking bad. So she ignored the question.

			“She did. No need to answer. How do you want to do this? Find Bear a new home? I’ll help you.”

			“Who’s Bear?” Hot Bartender was back.

			“He’s my cat,” Kelly said, staring into her drink, watching the ice move as she swirled the glass.

			“Why do you have to find him a new home?”

			Kelly was embarrassed to answer. Not that she was choosing her girlfriend over a pet she’d only had a couple of weeks, but because she had taken responsibility for an animal that she couldn’t keep. 

			“Her girlfriend is allergic,” Rachel answered for her.

			“That’s too bad. I might be interested. Can you tell me about him?”

			Kelly raised her eyes to the bartender’s. They were deep green, the color of an emerald with what could only be described as a sparkle, the kind you only read about in books. “Seriously?” She held her gaze and found a kindness there she hadn’t expected. Her breath caught in her throat.

			“Absolutely. I live above the bar here. It’s not a huge apartment, but there’s a big bedroom and a half bathroom, so there’s plenty of room for a litter box and room for him to roam. I’m home a lot and usually go upstairs on my breaks, so he wouldn’t be alone much.”

			I’ll bet you aren’t alone much, Kelly thought. Not with those dimples and toned arms and those… She shook the thoughts away.

			“She needs him to go somewhere she can visit him. Even though she’s only had him a little while, she’s attached,” Rachel said.

			“I can understand that. I had my cat for almost eighteen years. I lost him three months ago. It’s been lonely without him. And it would be no problem for you to visit.” She put her hand out. “I’m Logan Spencer by the way.”

			Kelly briefly shook the hand that was offered to her. But she didn’t respond. She couldn’t seem to speak. Those eyes. Those dimples. That face.

			“That’s Kelly James,” Rachel said. “I’m Rachel Pruitt.” 

			Logan shook her hand as well. “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot, Kelly. I can tell this is really hard for you.” She put her hands up and started to back away.

			“Wait,” Kelly said. “It is hard. But I don’t want to give him to just anyone. How did you lose your cat?”

			Logan took a step closer. “Well, at eighteen he really was an old man. He developed an upper respiratory infection he just couldn’t fight off.” Tears filled her eyes. Her incredible eyes. She wiped them as they spilled over her thick bottom lashes and down her cheeks. She didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed to show emotion in front of strangers.

			Kelly was touched. Logan must have really cared about her cat. Maybe she could care about Bear just as much. “The vet guessed Bear to be about two. We don’t know for sure because he was an unclaimed stray. I made sure he had all his shots and he’s been dewormed and of course neutered. He’s been an indoor cat since I got him, and he doesn’t seem to mind. He’s great at using the litter box.” She pulled her phone out of the back pocket of her jeans, turned it so Logan could see, and scrolled through the pictures.

			“He’s beautiful,” Logan said. “And he looks like a sweetheart.”

			Kelly glanced at the phone. The last picture was a selfie she took of Bear curled up with her on the couch. Damn it. She didn’t mean to scroll that far. Bear looked great in all the photos. Kelly was never crazy about the way she looked. “You can come over and meet him if you want. You know, to see if it would be a good match.”

			Logan’s face lit up. Kelly didn’t think that face could have gotten any more beautiful, but she was wrong. That smile took it to a whole new level. She glanced at Rachel. If she had been a cartoon her tongue would be hanging out of her mouth and her eyes bulging out of her head. She was staring at Logan that intently.

			“I would love that.” A customer on the other end of the bar waved Logan over. “Be back in a few.” She put her hand on the bar in front of Kelly. “Don’t leave.”

			Kelly stared down at the hand in front of her. She loved Paula. So why did she have such a strong desire to place her hand on top of Logan’s and feel the warmth and softness of it?

			“That woman should be a model,” Rachel said, staring after her. “Not that too thin, ultra fem model, but the one that has a natural beauty that shines through so strong it can give you a sunburn.”

			“Put your eyes back in your head. Do I have to remind you that you’re married?” Kelly said.

			“I know. I know. I can look. I’m not touching. Tell me you don’t think she’s beautiful?”

			“She’s okay.”

			Rachel bumped her shoulder, spilling a few drops of the drink Kelly had just picked up. She lifted the glass higher, trying to avoid spilling it on her shirt. She was successful for the most part. “Hey.”

			“Come on. She’s more than okay and you know it. You aren’t so in love with Paula that you’re blind to a beautiful woman.”

			Kelly didn’t like the way Rachel said Paula’s name. She made no secret of the fact that she didn’t like her. Kelly didn’t know why. She’d only met her once at Kelly’s apartment. She was the only one of Kelly’s friends who had met Paula, even though they’d been dating for months. Paula liked it to be just the two of them when they were together. She didn’t even like to go out in public together, preferring to keep Kelly all to herself, she said. Kelly thought it was sweet—most of the time. Although if she was being honest with herself, she often hated that they never went out or did things—anything—except share an occasional meal, watch a movie, or have sex. Those were all great, but it would have been nice to go for a walk, eat in a restaurant, or anything else that would get them out of Kelly’s apartment.

			“You don’t like older women?” Rachel asked.

			“How do you know how old she is?”

			“I know things.” Rachel sipped her drink. “I asked Joe.” Joe was the bartender on Logan’s days off. They both worked on Friday and Saturday night. 

			“You asked her age, but you never bothered to ask her name?” Kelly shook her head.

			“I just asked about the hottie behind the bar. He didn’t offer her name and I didn’t even think to ask.”

			“Why did you ask her age?”

			“Because I couldn’t quite pinpoint it. She has old soul eyes—like she’s seen a lot. But there isn’t a single wrinkle on that beautiful mug.”

			“There isn’t, is there? I have this one forming on my forehead.” Kelly raised her eyebrows.

			“Everyone gets a wrinkle there when they do that,” Rachel said.

			“Are you going to tell me how old she is or just keep talking about it?”

			Rachel fished the cherry out of her drink and popped it in her mouth before answering. “I thought you didn’t care.”

			“I don’t. Just curious.”

			“She’s…” Rachel let the word trail off as Logan made her way back toward them.

			“Sorry about that,” Logan said. “You were saying I can come over and meet Bear. I would love to do that.”

			“Are you working tomorrow evening?” Kelly asked, even though she knew the answer. Wednesdays and Sundays were Joe’s shifts. Logan wouldn’t be working.

			“As a matter of fact, I’m not. I’m supposed to help my mom with a few things, but I can be done by five or six. If that works for you. I don’t want to interrupt your dinnertime or your time with your girlfriend.”

			“Her girlfriend won’t come over as long as Bear lives there,” Rachel volunteered.

			Kelly gave her a sideways glance that she hoped would convey the message to shut up. 

			Logan’s eyes shifted from Rachel to Kelly. “I don’t want to cause any trouble.”

			Kelly cleared her throat. “It’s no trouble. I don’t usually eat any kind of formal dinner. I just grab whatever.” She let a beat or two pass in silence before adding, “I know I should probably plan my meals better. I mean I’m trying to lose weight, and if I plan—”

			“You should eat whenever and whatever you want. Life’s too short to worry about stuff like that,” Logan said.

			Kelly was surprised at her response. She looked like she took good care of herself, probably only ate health food, and definitely worked out—a lot. “Um…anyway, five or six works.”

			“Can I have your phone again?” Logan asked.

			Kelly hesitated, confused. 

			Rachel discreetly elbowed her. “It’s in your back pocket.”

			“I know.” She didn’t need Rachel making her look like a fool—she was capable of doing that all on her own. She handed her phone to Logan.

			Logan tapped on it and turned it back toward Kelly. Kelly watched as it registered her face and unlocked. She was still confused.

			Logan typed something and handed it back to Kelly. “Now you have my number. Text me your address when you get a chance. And I’ll text you before I come over to make sure it’s still okay.”

			“Um…yeah…sure…okay.” Way to look stupid. Kelly hated that she stumbled over her words sometimes—maybe more than sometimes.

			“Great. I’m so excited.” Logan paused. “You probably think I’m silly getting so worked up over a cat. It’s just that my place hasn’t felt the same without my little guy.”

			Kelly didn’t think it was silly at all. She’d been excited when Marley called and told her about Bear. She’d had no idea that only a short time later she would have to give him up. But Logan said she could visit, and that was important. 

			“It’s not silly at all,” Rachel said.

			“It’s not,” Kelly said. “If you like him, I think you would give him a good home.” Kelly felt her eyes well up. Oh shit. Don’t cry. Don’t cry. She swallowed hard and managed to keep the tears in check.

			“Well, I better get back to work,” Logan said. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.” She smiled. “Or when you need another drink.” She worked her way down to the other side of the bar.

			Rachel bumped Kelly’s shoulder. “Oh my God. You got her phone number.”

			Kelly stared at her for several long moments.

			“What?” Rachel asked.

			“It’s not like it’s a date. She’s coming to meet Bear. This is actually very hard for me, by the way.”

			“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I know. Thirty-eight.”

			“What?”

			“She’s thirty-eight.”

			“She’s not that much older than me. She’s not an older woman.” Kelly made air quotes.

			Oh shit. It hit her that Hot Bartender—Logan—was coming to her apartment. She was suddenly very nervous at the thought.

			




Chapter Ten

			“Thanks for meeting me early,” Kelly said to Rachel. “I wanted to talk to you without Marley around.” They found an empty table in the food court and sat down across from each other.

			“What’s up?”

			“I think I slept with Logan.”

			Rachel sat up straighter. “What? Wait. What do you mean you think you slept with her? How can you not know?”

			“Remember the other night when we were at the bar, and you left early?”

			“Of course.”

			“I stayed later.”

			“Yeah.” She made a rolling motion with her hand, indicating she wanted Kelly to get to the point.

			“I had too much to drink,” Kelly said.

			“You never drink too much.”

			“It was the first time. I got drunk. Very drunk. I woke up the next morning in Logan’s bed. Naked.”

			“Was she naked too?”

			“She was already up when I woke up. She had a bathrobe on with a nightshirt under it and no pants.”

			“Like she’d gotten up and just threw something on?” Rachel rubbed her chin.

			“That’s what I thought too. The bed was a mess. Like there had been quite the wrestling match.”

			“Holy cow. And you don’t remember it?”

			“No.”

			“You slept with Logan and have no memory of it? That’s wild.”

			“Rachel, you aren’t helping here.”

			“Oh geez. I’m sorry. But I told you she was into you. What happened in the morning? I mean did she say anything about it?”

			“She said she was surprised to see me up so early after last night. She also asked me if I wanted to go back to bed.”

			“Like do it again? Have sex again?”

			“I’m not sure. I don’t know what to think.”

			“What did you do?”

			Kelly leaned in. The food court was starting to fill up around them. “Nothing. I waited until I felt good enough to drive and went home. It’s not like I could ask her if we had been intimate,” she whispered.

			“How would you have ended up naked in her bed if you weren’t?”

			“No idea. I could have died from embarrassment.”

			“Have you heard from her since then?”

			“She called twice. I didn’t answer.”

			“And you didn’t call her back?”

			“Call who back?” Marley asked as she approached the table.

			Rachel looked from Marley to Kelly and raised her eyebrows.

			“Logan,” Kelly answered.

			“That’s the hot bartender. Right?”

			Kelly cringed at the description that she and Rachel used to use.

			“Yes,” Rachel answered. “You’re here early.”

			“We’re doing inventory today and got our lunch breaks sooner than normal. I didn’t know you were here already. I’ve just been wandering the mall. I’ve only got a half hour left. I’m going to grab something to eat.”

			“You go ahead,” Rachel said. “We’ll get something in a minute.”

			“You guys all right? Kelly looks like she’s ready to crawl out of her skin.”

			“We’re fine. Just talking. Nothing major,” Rachel said.

			“Okay. If you don’t want me to hear, I’ll be over there getting Chinese. Want to signal me when it’s safe to come back?”

			“Don’t be silly,” Kelly said. “Come back as soon as you get your food.”

			“We’ll continue this as soon as she goes back to work,” Rachel said as soon as Marley was out of earshot. “Let’s go get our food.”

			Marley returned to the table with a paper plate piled high with lo mein, fried rice, and cashew chicken. Rachel had half a sub and a bowl of soup. Kelly had a small salad.

			“That’s all you’re eating?” Marley asked her.

			She hadn’t had much of an appetite since the night she got drunk. “Not very hungry.”

			“But you’re always hungry. You sure you’re all right?”

			“I’m fine.”

			“She’s fine,” Rachel chipped in.

			Marley looked from one to the other. “Ooookaaay,” she said, dragging out the word.

			Rachel seemed to make sure their conversation was superficial, sticking to light topics and questions. Kelly was grateful.

			“So, Logan called you and you didn’t call her back?” Rachel asked, picking up their conversation as soon as Marley went back to work.

			“Yeah. I’m scared to talk to her. I don’t know if it meant anything to her or if it was just one of her one-night stands. I mean she said the kiss meant nothing. Why would sex be anything different?”

			“Are you going to avoid her forever? And Bear?”

			Bear? She hadn’t even thought about him in all this. She couldn’t stand the thought of never seeing him again. Or Logan for that matter. She needed to put this out of her mind. Pretend like it never happened and try to maintain a friendship with her. She was sure Logan would want to do that much. Stay friends. Otherwise, Kelly doubted she would have bothered calling. “No, I—” Kelly started to explain when her phone pinged with an incoming text. “It’s from Logan,” she told Rachel.

			“What does it say?”

			Kelly read it out loud. “Hey there. Are you okay? Haven’t heard from you in a while.”

			“You should answer it. She obviously cares about you.”

			* * *

			It had been a week since Logan had heard from Kelly. She’d called and left several messages, but Kelly hadn’t gotten back to her. She didn’t know if Kelly was somehow mad at her or if she was embarrassed for getting drunk. Either way she wanted to find out what was going on. She decided that if Kelly didn’t answer her text she was going to drive to her house and make sure she was all right.

			She threw her phone on the bed, stretched out next to Bear, and ran a hand down his back. “I don’t know what the heck is up with your Mama Kelly. But I’m starting to get worried about her.”

			He blinked a couple of times at her but had no answers.

			She grabbed her phone as soon as it pinged. It was a text from Kelly. “Finally,” she said.

			I’m fine. Lunch with Marley and Rachel.

			“That’s not as reassuring as I’d hoped it would be. I still don’t know what is going on with her.” She looked over at the cat. “You got no advice for me here, big guy? Come on. You used to live with her. No idea why she suddenly disappeared?”

			He licked his paw in response.

			“Me either.” Damn. Why did she feel so restless lately? She got up, grabbed her keys, and drove to her mother’s house. There was always something that needed to be done there and doing it would help keep her mind off Kelly.

			“Hi, honey,” her mother said. “I wasn’t expecting you today. Everything all right?”

			“Can’t a daughter visit her mother and see if she needs anything done?” She sat on the glider swing next to her mother. It was a beautiful day to be sitting outside on the front porch.

			“You can. You just usually don’t. I have iced tea in the fridge if you want some. You can fetch me a refill while you’re in there.” Her mother handed Logan her nearly empty glass with a smile. “Please and thank you.”

			Logan took the glass and headed inside. She grabbed a piece of American cheese from the refrigerator after replacing the pitcher of tea. With a glass in each hand and the cheese perched between her lips, she joined her mother once again on the porch.

			“What’s going on with you?” her mother asked after ten minutes of silence.

			Logan shook her head. She wasn’t sure how to explain her feelings when she didn’t totally understand them herself. “I’m not sure. You remember I told you I got Bear from a woman named Kelly?”

			Her mother nodded.

			“She’s visited him several times and we’ve gotten together as well. We even won a trivia contest.” She paused thinking back to that night and the kiss that almost sent Kelly running. She wondered if that kiss had anything to do with the way Kelly was obviously avoiding her now. Probably not. She’d seen Kelly since then and Kelly seemed fine.

			“So, what’s the problem?”

			“I thought we were friends, but she seems to have ghosted me.”

			“Ghosted you? What does that mean?” her mother asked.

			“She’s not answering or returning my phone calls and the one text that she did answer was vague. I don’t know if I did something to offend her.”

			“What could you have done?”

			Logan sipped her iced tea while she thought about it. Other than the kiss, she had no idea. “I don’t know.”

			“How do you know she isn’t just busy?”

			“I guess I don’t.” She pushed off the porch floor, causing the glider to gently sway. “It just seems strange and out of character for her.”

			“Have you asked her about it?”

			“I would if she would talk to me. Do you think showing up at her door would be a bad idea?”

			“The fact that you even asked me that question tells me that you think it’s a bad idea.”

			Logan nodded. If there was one thing she could count on it was good advice from her mother. “Yeah. But I don’t know what else to do.”

			“Are you sure she’s just a friend?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“It’s not unusual for friendships to have gaps. I know you’ve experienced that before with other friends. But you seem more worked up over this than you normally would be.”

			Logan was silent while she rolled the question around in her head. Yes, she was attracted to Kelly. Yes, she would have liked to explore the possibilities of more with her if the timing was right. Yes, she was worried that Kelly would retreat from her life with no explanation. “I care about her.” That much was true.

			“And you didn’t care about your other friends? Or maybe you didn’t care about them in the same way?”

			“I guess I’m trying to figure that out.”

			“Honey, I know Judith hurt you. But not all women are like her. You’ve had a shield around your heart since you found out she cheated on you. It might be time to let that go and let someone else in to love you.”

			Logan couldn’t argue with that. “How do I do that if Kelly won’t talk to me?”

			“Give her time. You can’t make someone else love you, but if you are willing to show her your true self and be honest with her, you might stand a chance. If it’s meant to be, she’ll be back around. Maybe she’s trying to figure out her own feelings.”

			Logan hadn’t considered that. The thought was as much anxiety provoking as it was comforting. If Kelly had pulled back to examine her own feelings, there was a good chance that she would conclude that the possibly of a relationship with Logan was something she wasn’t interested in. If that was the case, there was nothing Logan could do about it. And that thought scared her.

			* * *

			As hard as Logan tried to keep Kelly out of her head, she kept sneaking in. It was another four days before she heard from her again.

			The text was brief. Sorry I’ve been MIA. A lot going on.

			Logan took several long seconds trying to formulate her response. No worries. I just miss you.

			After a few minutes staring at her phone awaiting a response that didn’t come, Logan set it on the coffee table and went to make lunch. Relax, her sister had told her. Give her time was her mother’s advice. Both, hard to do.

			She’d just finished chopping eggs for an egg salad sandwich when another text came through. She tried to ignore it and finish the task at hand, but anxiety got the best of her, and she abandoned the eggs to retrieve her phone and read the text.

			She let out a grunt when she realized it was from her sister. How are you doing? How’s it going with Kelly? Anything new there?

			Logan: Want to come over for lunch? Egg salad sandwiches and tomato soup.

			Olivia: What kind of an answer is that?

			Logan: It’s the NO ANSWER answer. I’ll fill you in if you come over.

			Olivia: That’s blackmail.

			Logan: No. It’s a bribe. See you in fifteen.

			Logan set about finishing lunch and setting the table for two. It took her sister sixteen minutes to arrive.

			“You’re late,” Logan told her.

			“You’re lucky I’m here at all. I was catching up on General Hospital. Sundays are my only days to do that.”

			“How are Luke and Laura these days?” Logan poured them each a glass of soda.

			“Wow. You are way out of the loop. That was so nineteen eighties. Laura is married to someone else, and Luke is dead, for like the eleventh time.”

			“Which means he’s not really dead?”

			“Is anyone ever really dead on a soap opera? Speaking of soap operas, I’m here. Spill. Tell me what’s going on with Kelly.” Olivia pulled out a chair and sat.

			Logan sat across from her, unfolded her napkin, and placed it across her lap. “Nothing. There is nothing going on with Kelly.”

			“What? You got me here under false pretenses.”

			“No, I didn’t. I’m filling you in.” She took a bite of her sandwich, chewing slowly.

			“You haven’t heard from her?”

			“As a matter of fact, she texted me a little while ago,” Logan said. “Didn’t say much.” She read Kelly’s text and her response out loud. “And then crickets again. No answer.”

			“I’m sorry.”

			“It’s funny. I mean not funny ha ha, but funny strange. I finally decide that someone is worth giving my heart to and she disappears on me.”

			“What happened to you worrying about it being too soon for her? Maybe that’s the case. Maybe she’s figuring things out.”

			“She’s given me the impression, when she was talking to me, that she didn’t miss Paula and was glad she was out of that mess.”

			Olivia dipped the corner of her sandwich into her soup and watched it drip before taking a bite. Why anyone would want to eat a soggy sandwich was something Logan would never understand. “Thoughts?” Logan asked.

			“I’m not sure.”

			“That’s helpful.”

			Logan’s phone pinged and her heart dropped to her stomach. She had protected herself for so long after Judith’s betrayal. It made her mad how much her current emotions seemed to be at the beck and call of Kelly.

			“Is that from her?” Olivia asked.

			Logan turned her phone over. It was. Logan nodded.

			“What does it say?”

			“Can we get together?”

			“Well, there you go. Answer her. Wait. Don’t answer yet. Let it sit for a while. Don’t seem too eager.”

			“Olivia, I’m not into playing games.”

			“It’s not a game. Let her wonder for a bit what your answer is going to be. It only works in your favor to keep her waiting.”

			“And that’s not a game?”

			“No. It’s a smart move. Put your phone down and finish your lunch.”

			Logan reluctantly did as she was told, although her appetite seemed to have abandoned her.

			After her last spoonful of soup Logan picked up her phone. She avoided eye contact with Olivia as she typed out her response to Kelly’s text. Yes. I would like that. We still have the tickets for the trip on the Riverboat down the canal. Would you like to do that?

			She set her phone down again and folded her hands.

			“Praying?”

			Logan laughed. “No, although maybe that’s not a bad idea.” She closed her eyes. “Dear God, Universe, Supreme Being. Please…” She opened her eyes. “I don’t know what I am supposed to pray for. It seems wrong to ask that Kelly like me. I mean I want her to like me because she does. Not because God makes her do it.”

			Olivia laughed so hard she snorted. “I don’t think that’s how God works.”

			“What should I ask for?”

			“Been a while since you’ve prayed.”

			“I’m ashamed to say yes.”

			“Ask that whatever is supposed to happen happens and that you are able to accept whatever that may be.”

			Logan looked up. “What she said.”

			As if it was an answer to her prayer, Kelly’s text came through. That would be good. When?

			Logan used her phone to look up the times available for the Riverboat ride. Does today at five work for you?

			Sure. Kelly answered.

			Should I pick you up about four thirty?

			Sure. Kelly repeated.

			Great. See you then.

			Logan wasn’t sure what to feel. Excitement? Fear? Dread? Was Kelly coming back into her life or telling her she was leaving forever? They were ridiculous thoughts, but Logan couldn’t help it.

			“What’s going on in that head of yours?” Olivia asked.

			Logan was too embarrassed to tell her the flip-flopping her brain was doing and how worried she was. “I’m not sure what to think.”

			“Why?”

			“What if she wants to tell me she’s done with me?”

			“That’s just crazy. Why would she agree to a boat ride if that was the case? I wouldn’t want to be trapped on a floating thing in the middle of nowhere with someone I
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