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Give In to Me

Whitney Ainsworth has had a very tough year. First up
was the very public divorce from an A-list actress, and then the
third book in her popular suspense series bombed. She’s got a
chronic case of writer’s block and feels like a fraud getting paid
to give speeches about achieving success. After a particularly
disastrous event, Whitney’s manager suggests a romantic distraction
might be in order.

Gabriela Talbot never expected to hear back when she
requested an interview with her favorite author—certainly not after
the scathing review she’d given Whitney’s latest book. She’s
thrilled when the opportunity arises.

What happens next isn’t what either expected, and
although passions flare, Whitney is furious when she learns she’s
slept with the enemy. Their already rocky road to friendship—or
something more—is complicated by family, Hollywood’s expectations,
and an ex-wife who’s set to star in the film adaptation of
Whitney’s first book. Will they find their way to love or will
insecurities and outsiders prove too much to overcome?


Praise for Elle Spencer

The Holiday Treatment

“If you are looking for the perfect Christmas read,
The Holiday Treatment should be top of your list for Santa.
Light-hearted, laugh-out-loud funny with all the right ingredients
for a perfect Christmas rom-com, it would make the ideal screenplay
for a Netflix special…It’s well written, well-paced and brings
welcome relief after a difficult year. Perfect reading for the
holiday season and a great stocking filler for your
friends.”—Curve Magazine

“The whole book is funny. Holly, our main character,
is a hot mess. She is adorable, witty, and keeps you in stitches.
Meredith is 100 percent taken with her and the chemistry is
palpable. The push-pull of their love story keeps you engaged the
whole time. At times it is so sweet and the other times, well it is
super sexy. Great read, highly recommend. If you need a book to
escape, this is it. You will love this adorable read that gives you
a ton of fun.”—Romantic Reader Blog

“Do you ever read a book, and when it comes to
writing the review, you just don’t know if you could possibly do
the book justice? That’s how good this book is. [It] was the warm
Christmassy hug I was looking for. I did not stop to put this book
down when I was reading it. It just pulled me in from the first
chapter…The best way to start the festive season is with this
fantastic Christmas rom-com! You won’t regret adding this to
Santa’s list!”—Les Rêveur

“As always, Spencer comes through with a novel that’s
engaging on all levels. It has everything I want in a story—great
characters, witty dialogue, an original plot, hot sex, a fair
amount of angst, and an ending that got me all verklempt. It’s got
all the elements to get you in the mood for Christmas. It even
smells like chestnuts roasting on an open fire. (Really, Victoria?)
I think you’ll delight in it. I’m ready to break out my ugly
Christmas sweater and start humming Christmas carols.”—Lesbian
Review

Waiting for You

“I laughed, I cried, I fanned my face (hot, sexy
scenes)…Elle Spencer is becoming one of my favorite
writers!”—Marcia Hull, Librarian, Ponca City Library
(Oklahoma)

“This book is so much fun to read. The dialogue is
fun and funny…This is definitely recommended: lovely ladies,
excellent chemistry, great supporting cast and high fun factor in
the writing.”—Best Lesfic Reviews

“I do have to give it to Spencer: she is really,
really good at writing chemistry between romantic leads…This is a
book that has just about everything, comedy, feelings, sexy scenes,
a great supporting cast and past lives. Fans of rom coms or
dramadies will love this.”—Colleen Corgel, Librarian, Queens
Public Library

“I’ve come to count on Spencer to take me away from
whatever drama is going on in the world to a place where sharp,
attractive women will entertain me with their wit and
warmth.”—Lesbian Review

“I love the books Elle Spencer writes. Ever since her
first novel, Casting Lacey, I have gravitated to everything
she has written. BIG FAN! Spencer does a great job with this book,
the story reels you in and holds you captive chapter after
chapter.”—Romantic Reader Blog

30 Dates in 30 Days

“I’m an Elle Spencer fan. I want to say that this was
surprisingly good, but I guess I shouldn’t really be that
surprised. She generally delivers on everything I love about
reading romance. Feelings, chemistry, conflict, angst, tears, and
happiness. The characters were likable. Fun situations. Great
chemistry. A slow burn romance that satisfies in the
end.”—Bookvark

“As usual with Spencer, the characters are
wonderfully layered and flawed, [and] the chemistry is out of this
world.”—Jude in the Stars

“Spencer imbues the story with some great humour and
witty banter that brings the characters to life, and the romance
works wonderfully. I really enjoyed this one–it hit all the right
notes for me and left me with a bit of an aw, shucks smile on my
face when I finished.”—C-Spot Reviews

“Ms. Spencer knows how to build the tension so thick
that you could cut it with a proverbial knife. The intimate scenes
are really hot…Overall, a clever, funny and light romance with
great chemistry and a superb cast.”—LezReviewBooks

 


Private Equity (in
Hot Ice)

 


“This story had a lot of heart and quite a bit of
depth for so little time. This was the strongest among the three
novellas.”—Bookvark

The Road to Madison

“The story had me hooked from its powerful opening
scene, and it only got better and better. I feel like Spencer
tailored this book just for me. For anyone who has read my reviews,
it’s no secret that I love romances that include lots of angst, and
The Road to Madison hit the bull’s-eye.”—The Lesbian
Review

“Elle Spencer weaves a tale full of sadness, remorse
but one filled with those little moments that make you have the
flutters. Her characters are well developed, the dialogue is
seamless and natural, you really get thrown right into Madison and
Anna’s world. You feel what they feel. This book grabbed my
attention and had me turning the pages through the night. A
delightful story that I thoroughly enjoyed. I cannot wait for the
next adventure Elle Spencer takes me on.”—Romantic Reader
Blog

“Elle Spencer is fast becoming one of my favourite
authors. She transports me into the story and I feel like I’m
living vicariously through the characters.”—Les Rêveur

Unforgettable

“Across both novellas, Elle Spencer delivers four
distinct, compelling leads, as well as interesting supporting casts
that round out their stories. If you like angsty romances, this is
the book for you! Both stories pack a punch, with so much ‘will
they or won’t they’ that I kind of wondered how they’d turn out
(yes, even though it’s marketed as romance!)”—The Lesbian
Review

“I was stunned at how Elle Spencer manages to make
the reader feel so much and we end up really caring for the women
in her novels…This book is perfect for those times you want to
wallow in romance, intense feelings, and love. Elle Spencer does it
so well.”—Kitty Kat’s Book Review Blog

Casting Lacey

“The characters have a chance to really get to know
each other, becoming friends and caring for each other before their
feelings turn romantic. It also allows for a whole lot of angst
that keeps things interesting. Casting Lacey is a
compelling, sexy, angsty romance that I highly recommend to anyone
who’s into fake relationship books or celebrity romances. It kept
me sucked in, and I’m looking forward to seeing more from Elle
Spencer in the future.”—The Lesbian Review

“This is a very good debut novel that combines the
fake girlfriend trope with celebrity lifestyle…The characters are
well portrayed and have off-the-charts chemistry. The story is full
of humour, wit, and saucy dialogues but also has angst and drama. I
think that the book is at its best in the humorous parts which are
really well written…an entertaining and enjoyable read.”—Lez
Review Books

“This is the romance I’ve been recommending to
everyone and her mother since I read it, because it’s basically
everything I’ve been dying to find in an f/f romance—funny voices I
click with, off-the-charts chemistry, a later-in-life coming out,
and a host of fun tropes from fake dating to
costars.”—Froli
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Chapter One

Whitney spotted her agent sitting at a small table
in the hotel bar. Perfectly made-up face, unimaginably expensive
hair. A suit that fit so well she might as well have been born in
it. That was Liz. For her, the effort—and the cost—made the
girl.

Liz had already ordered the margaritas along with
what looked like homemade tortilla chips and a bowl of guacamole.
The perfect bar food. The only thing that would’ve made it even
better was a booth Whitney could slide into and fully relax in
after her massage. One that faced the entrance and anyone who might
approach them. Instead, they’d be sitting at a high-top table with
hard wooden chairs.

After a quick scan of the place, Whitney realized
Liz had chosen the best option available. A table in a quiet corner
with a view of the entrance beat sitting at the bar with a bunch of
sweaty, sunburned golfers. She noticed a woman sitting alone at the
end of the bar far away from said golfers. She kept her gawking to
a minimum—it was nothing more than a quick glance—but it took some
effort.

She had no idea what they were doing there. Her
plan—and it was a good one—had been to drain the minibar of whiskey
while watching Notting Hill. She already knew the hotel had
it on pay-per-view. She didn’t care if it was old. Or straight. It
took her out of her head, and that was enough.

She chose to sit with her back against the wall so
she could see who came in and out. She said it was for people
watching. And that was true. She was people watching. Some of her
best side characters were based on actual people. She’d study their
movements, their speech patterns, their facial expressions. Even
though she wasn’t currently writing, it was a habit she’d always
enjoyed. People were interesting from a distance. She could draw
her own conclusions and make up her own stories about who they
were, where they lived, who they loved.

But it wasn’t quite so simple. It wasn’t just people
watching. Whitney always sat with her back to the wall. Was she
protecting herself? Obviously. Paparazzi? Sure. At least some of
the time. Did she need to know who was coming? Absolutely. One
hundred and ten percent. For sure. She wanted to be prepared.

“How’s your room? Mine is fabulous.” Liz held up
what little was left of her margarita and signaled the server that
she was ready for another.

Whitney took a sip. It went down so smoothly, she
knew Liz had ordered the top-shelf tequila. God, she loved her
friend. Because really, Liz had become more friend than agent.
“King bed,” Whitney said. “Fireplace. Big tub. I can’t
complain.”

“What?” Liz said with surprise in her voice. “Is
this a come-on? Finally?”

“No. Never.” Whitney shook her head for effect. “Not
ever.”

Liz took a sip through her straw. She smiled and
shrugged. “If you say so.”

“You asked how my room was. I was answering.”

“Right. Of course.” Liz transformed into the
consummate professional once again. It was so fast and effortless,
a normal person might have found it disconcerting. But Liz never
encountered normal people. Liz wasn’t normal people. Hell, she
wasn’t even human. Liz was an agent. “Truth be told, this resort
doesn’t have a bad room,” she said. “I upgraded to one with a
whirlpool on my patio. You can join me later, but a word of
warning, I’ll be naked.”

Okay, so maybe the consummate professional thing was
an overstatement. Whitney didn’t really mind. When it came to
speaking engagements, Liz only accompanied her if they were held in
a posh hotel. Granted, that was almost always. She’d never had to
book a conference at the airport Ramada, but she imagined it for a
moment nonetheless. She pictured a coupon for two-for-one
appetizers at Applebee’s on the back of the ticket. At the rate she
was going as an author, her need for that coupon might not be that
far off.

So it was no surprise that Liz had offered to make
the three-hour drive to a beautiful resort east of Palm Springs
with Whitney. She loved being pampered. She loved the finer things.
It also wasn’t a surprise that once they were there, Liz had gotten
the best room available. Fortunately, Whitney had already done her
one better. It turned out the booker was a fan. She’d gone on and
on about how the Piper Kane books had changed her life. Needless to
say, Whitney had a very nice room. She made a mental note to send
over a signed copy of the Piper Kane series box set. She’d even
send the shitty one with the shitty reviews. God knew there was no
other way she’d ever get rid of them.

“Whitney? You with me?”

“What? Oh, right sorry. Naked. Hot tub. That’s a
hard pass.”

Not that Liz wasn’t in tip-top shape for her
sixty-plus years. Nobody wore a pantsuit better. It was just that
they weren’t quite that comfortable with each other. It
didn’t matter that Liz was straighter than any woman Whitney had
ever met. It was that hanging out with Liz in that way was kind of
like nude hot tubbing with your bossy older sister. It just wasn’t
done.

The way she eyed one of those sweaty golfers was
proof positive of just how straight she was. Of course, she’d
chosen the youngest of the bunch to undress with her eyes. He was
probably the hired pro, yukking it up with the older rich dudes so
he’d get a better tip. Actually, he was perfect for Liz. “Why don’t
you invite short, tanned, and handsome to your hot tub?” Whitney
said.

“He’s not that short. And don’t think I haven’t
mulled that idea over in my well-coiffed head, but I fear I’ll have
to settle for you.”

Liz punctuated the insult with a wink, then thanked
the waiter for his quick delivery of her second round. Whitney took
a long sip and glanced over at the bar again. The gorgeous woman
with long brown hair lowered her gaze when their eyes met.

“She hasn’t taken her eyes off you since you walked
in,” Liz said.

Whitney huffed. “Well, then, she’s about to watch me
eat a salty chip slathered in guac.” She moaned her approval a
little louder than she normally would. “Oh my God, where has this
guac been all of my life?”

Liz raised an eyebrow. “You think I’m kidding. Well,
go ahead and stuff your face, but I’m telling you, she’s into you.”
She gestured toward the woman with her head as if Whitney didn’t
know who she was referring to.

“I know who you mean, Liz. You don’t have to be so
obvious.” She wondered if the beautiful brunette was also a people
watcher, and if so, what conclusions she was drawing about Whitney.
Was she making up a story for her? Something along the lines of
bored, lonely lesbian bemoans the loss of her charmed life over
what was sure to not be her last margarita of the evening. She’d be
spot-on, but Whitney was too good at disguising her pain. And she’d
mastered the art of the deflection.

“How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”

The question, which had been asked a little too
loudly for Whitney’s liking, startled her so much that the
guacamole-covered chip she was about to shove in her mouth took a
tumble down the front of her white blouse, leaving a trail of green
goodness. “Shit.”

Liz held up her glass. “If I actually manage to get
you laid tonight, it’ll be my greatest achievement in life. Here’s
to me.”

Whitney wiped the avocado chunks off herself while
swearing under her breath. Her ability to gracefully deflect the
rude question with a snarky comeback got lost under the table with
the chip. No five-second rule for the chip, and snarky comebacks
tended to lose their bite after about ten. “You don’t just ask
someone about their sex life like that, Liz. And besides, I’m doing
just fine, thank you very much.”

“Uh-huh.”

Whitney gave up on her blouse. She couldn’t do
anything more with it until she got back to her room. She took
another sip and willed herself to not look at bar-woman again.
“Look,” she said. “I know you think your gaydar is extremely
reliable.”

“I’ve never been wrong,” Liz said.

“Fine, but I’m still not ready to jump into anything
serious.”

Liz leaned in and lowered her voice. “Honey, I’m
only suggesting you jump into her panties.”

Whitney rolled her eyes. “Now you’re just being
crass. And you’re ruining my post-massage buzz. I’ll have to get an
alcohol-induced one.” She picked up her glass and licked some salt
before taking a good long sip. She smirked to herself because now
she could blame her desire to drink the night away on Liz.
Clever, Whit. Very clever.

“Well, excuse me if I’d rather see you in love again
and happily typing away on your next best seller,” Liz said. “This
is all Reece’s doing. If she hadn’t—” She seemed to notice the
glare Whitney shot at her for mentioning her ex-wife’s name. Liz
leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. “I’m going to shut up
now.”

Whitney sighed. Liz rarely stopped mid-sentence. In
fact, she rarely stopped talking at all. And how perfect that she’d
bring up Reece right after Whitney had spilled guacamole on
herself. Hell, maybe she should break down crying right there in
the bar so the humiliation would be complete. She looked Liz in the
eye and said, “You were about to say, if she hadn’t cheated on me
while I was finishing the final draft.”

Liz put a hand on Whitney’s arm. “I’m sorry. I know
you don’t like to talk about it.”

Whitney shrugged. “I finally did the math. We were
in talks for months on the movie deal for the first book. I think
her affair with one of the producers had been going on for at least
that long.”

“Well, sure. How the hell else was she going to get
the lead role?” Liz put her hands up. “Sorry. I realize that
insulting Reece’s acting abilities doesn’t help the situation. We
want the movie to be a big hit.” She softened her tone and said,
“But I know how much you love that character and how hard it must
be for you knowing you’ll have to watch Reece on the big screen
speaking Piper’s words. Being…Piper.”

Whitney held back her emotions. It was not the time
or the place to discuss why she never should’ve left her famous
wife all alone while she toiled away in her writing cabin for the
entire summer. Nor was it the time to discuss how angry she was
that she was powerless to change who would play Piper on the big
screen. She put on a fake smile and said, “Let’s talk about a
happier subject.”

Liz held up her glass. “Good call. Here’s to happier
subjects, like the fact that she still can’t take her eyes off you,
guacamole-stained shirt and all.”

Whitney shook her head. “You don’t give up, do
you?”

Liz swung her head the woman’s way and then back
again. The second margarita appeared to be taking effect. “If I
were gay, I’d be all over that gorgeous girl. Tell me I’m
wrong.”

Whitney risked another glance. Liz wasn’t wrong. Of
course she’d set her sights on the hottest girl in the room. Liz
would probably take her back to her room too. But Whitney wasn’t
Liz. At least, not since her confidence had taken a nosedive off a
thirty-foot cliff. Being left for another woman would do that to a
person.

Whitney watched the woman tuck her hair behind her
ear and give the man who’d just stepped up to her a tight,
obligatory smile. It was clear she didn’t want his attention. For a
fleeting moment, Whitney wondered what would happen if she were the
one who’d stepped up and offered to buy her a drink.

With the woman’s attention focused elsewhere,
Whitney took the opportunity to get a good look at her. Her pink
sleeveless dress hit her at about mid-thigh, leaving lots of
smooth, tanned goodness to admire. Same with her toned arms. Her
fingers were long and slender. Short, manicured nails. She laughed
at something the bartender said, and Whitney found herself wanting
to join in the laughter too.

“What are you smiling about?” Liz asked.

“Nothing,” Whitney said. But it wasn’t nothing. Her
imagination had taken her from buying the woman a drink to running
her fingers under the hem of that dress until she found what was
surely a pair of matching panties. Because if the dress, sandals,
and toenail polish were all pink, everything had to be.

In her mind, she slid the dress up those thighs so
she could confirm it. Of course, that meant she’d have to ease
those legs open so she could get closer, and when her fingers found
lace—wait, make that moist lace—she’d definitely have to
lean in and taste those pink lips too.

She shook her head to clear that image from her
mind. Okay, so maybe it had been a while since she’d had sex, but
she wasn’t about to admit it out loud. She simply crossed her legs
a little bit tighter and hoped she hadn’t turned bright red with
how hot she was making herself. She looked at Liz and said, “What?
Stop staring at me.”

“I’m just staring at you staring at her, and as soon
as she gets rid of Mr. Three Bud Lights and Counting, she’ll go
back to staring at you again. Isn’t this fun?”

“Liz, even if I wanted to—”

“Stop,” Liz said, cutting her off. “It’s time to rev
up your love life, Whit. You don’t have to put your heart out there
right away, just get some action. Have some sex. Get some
inspiration. Remind yourself that you’re still alive and
kicking.”

Whitney put up a hand. “Okay, I get it. Believe me,
I do.” She paused. Could she even do casual sex? It sounded kind of
nice. No emotions. No baggage. Just the touch of a beautiful woman
who she could kiss good-bye and mean it. Whitney had never had a
one-night stand. She wasn’t even one for brief flings. On the other
hand, maybe it was time to do things differently. Judging from the
shambles of her current life, the old way clearly wasn’t working.
She stole another glance at the woman. “What do you want me to do?
Go ask her to dance and hope she doesn’t laugh me out of the
bar?”

Liz glanced around. “If she were to laugh, it would
only be because this isn’t that kind of bar.” She cupped a hand
around her ear. “I can barely hear the elevator music coming from
the lobby. I think it’s the easy listening version of ‘These Boots
Are Made for Walkin’.’ Then again, there’s nothing sexier than two
women making their own music, am I right?”

The big wink let Whitney know that Liz had no
intention of letting this go. In fact, it would only get worse the
more she drank. She’d get bolder and louder, and Whitney wasn’t in
the mood for that. Nor was she in the mood to walk up to a
beautiful woman while wearing her appetizer on her blouse.

In the past, the fact that she’d been married had
saved Whitney from Liz and her infamous matchmaking shenanigans.
Liz could claim a few success stories on that front. Or rather, she
could brag endlessly about hooking this or that friend up and how
great it was that they were still married. Right up until they’d
announce their divorce.

A group of men walked into the bar, all wearing
lanyards around their necks. “Tomorrow’s audience just arrived,”
Liz said.

“I need to leave.” Whitney took a final sip of her
margarita and stopped Liz before she could say anything. “Look at
my blouse, Liz. I can’t mingle with anyone right now.”

“Right. Okay, go change and hurry back.”

Whitney shook her head. “No, I think I’ll just chill
in my room tonight. Maybe get some work done.” Whitney hoped that
would be the end of it. After all, Liz-the-friend might have wanted
her to get laid, but Liz-the-agent wanted another Piper Kane book
to be written.

“What about…” Liz rolled her head and eyes so hard,
Whitney frowned at her.

“Are you okay? You look like you’re about to have a
seizure.”

She threw a thumb in the woman’s direction and
whispered, “What about her?”

“Oh.” The head rolling made sense now. Whitney
leaned in and said, “I think I’ll leave this up to my
wingwoman to figure out.”

Liz froze. She blinked a few times, glanced at the
woman, then blinked again. “Is that code for—”

Whitney stood. “Text me if anything interesting
happens.”

Liz grabbed for her sleeve. “Whitney, wait.”

Whitney pointed at her feet. “Boots. Walking.” She
smirked as she sauntered away because unlike Liz, she had one hell
of a saunter. There were a few perks that came with having been
married to a model turned actress. Long legs that wrapped around
you with ease was one of them. So was having her teach Whitney how
to walk like a boss, even when it felt like the world was crumbling
around her.

✥ ✥ ✥

The hotel bathrobe felt soft against Whitney’s skin
after her hot shower. She could count on the amenities being nice
when she was the keynote speaker, but that wasn’t the case this
time. She was one of several speakers at the large conference, so
the bathrobe was a nice surprise.

Calling an early night had been the best decision
she’d made all week. And even though she had a light buzz from the
margarita, she knew a nightcap would help her fall asleep. A good
night’s rest had become a thing of the past since her divorce. She
still hadn’t adjusted to sleeping alone in a big bed. She probably
needed to downsize to a queen so the empty space didn’t feel so
huge.

In-room minibars rarely had anything interesting,
but she bent down to take a look anyway. “Leave me alone,” she
shouted at her phone vibrating on the bed. She grabbed a little
bottle of the only whiskey they had and sighed as she looked at the
label. “I wish your name was Jill Daniel’s. Or Jane. Or Jodi.”

Her phone started up again with a barrage of text
alerts. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” She marched over to the bed, bottle
in hand.

The sexy Gabriela is on her way.

You’re welcome.

She has a sexy voice.

So does short, tanned, and hung. Bahahaha.

“What the…” Whitney put the phone to her ear.
“Answer, damnit. Liz. What the hell did you do?”

“I told you my gaydar was pinging like a submarine
under Russian attack. She’s totally into you, so don’t blow this,
okay? Just relax and enjoy yourself.”

Whitney threw a hand in the air. “I was joking, Liz.
Joking. Did you seriously think I wanted you to be my
intermediary?”

“You don’t have time for six-syllable words, Whit.
Neither do I, come to think of it.” Liz chuckled. “One-syllable
words for the rest of the night. Mostly just ‘fuck’ and ‘yes.’” Her
laugh was cut short when the line went dead.

Whitney lowered the phone from her ear and stared at
it for a few seconds. This wasn’t really happening, was it? She
turned and set her eyes on the door, waiting for the knock. “Oh
God,” she whispered before she sprang into action. She needed to
check herself in the mirror, so she raced into the bathroom and ran
her fingers through her damp hair. Her face was bright red because
of course it was. Anyone in their right mind would have a blush in
their cheeks in this moment. And possibly red streaks on their
neck.

She still had that little bottle of Jack in hand.
She couldn’t do this sober. No fucking way. She twisted until the
stubborn little cap finally gave way and downed it in one swallow.
She grimaced and wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. “I
could just not answer the door,” she said out loud.

That was one option. She could shout that she was
busy and sorry for any confusion. She ran through a few other
exceptionally good ideas. She could hold a lit match up to the
smoke detector to trigger the fire alarm. But she didn’t have any
matches, damnit. Maybe she could sneak out the window. The second
floor wasn’t that high up. She was pretty sure there was some sort
of vine growing on the building that she could shinny down.

She finally landed on what might have won the
best-idea-of-the-day award. She, Whitney Ainsworth, could spend the
night with a beautiful woman. Okay, fine. Maybe it was Liz’s idea,
but it had some merit. Nice hotel, comfortable bed, an orgasm or
two. What would be so bad about that? She huffed at her own image
in the mirror, then leaned in so she could check her roots. Even if
it seemed like a nice idea, when push came to shove, could she
really do this? Would sex with a complete stranger really make her
feel better? She reviewed her mental image of the stranger at the
bar and concluded that casual sex could in fact make her feel
better. Besides, people did this kind of thing all the time, right?
It would be fine. She’d still be the same person in the
morning.

Once she was sure her hair was still the three
shades of dirty blond her colorist meant it to be, she leaned on
the sink and looked herself in the eye. “Everything about this is
bad,” she said. “Because you don’t do this, Whitney Ainsworth.” She
took a deep breath and blew air through her lips while she
continued to scrutinize herself.

Had it really come to this? Was she really so
desperate for a little bit of human contact that she’d actually
consider answering if someone knocked? She opened her robe and put
her hand on her chest. Sure, the whole thing felt a tad desperate
and creepy. But Whitney knew the pace of her breath didn’t have a
damn thing to do with desperation, creepy or otherwise. The truth
was, it felt exciting. She let the robe fall back on her shoulders
enough to expose her breasts. Her nipples had hardened, and for a
moment, she let herself remember what it felt like to be naked in
the presence of another human being. How long had it been since
she’d experienced that kind of vulnerable, unrestrained passion?
Afraid to do the math, she tightened her robe. “Too long,” she
whispered.

The soft knock on the door brought her back to
reality. What would it be? An apology through a closed door, or
would she open that door and let fate rule the night? She tucked
her hair behind her ears and gave herself a final look in the
mirror. “You want this more than you don’t want it,” she said. And
with that, she marched over to the door, threw it open, and in the
most seductive voice she could muster, said, “Hello, I’m
Whitney.”

Okay, so maybe it came out over-the-top seductive.
Just this side of Kathleen Turner voicing Jessica Rabbit. The woman
stared at her wide-eyed for a few humiliatingly long seconds before
her eyes fell to Whitney’s chest. “Should I come another time?”

“Now is perfect,” Whitney said with a little less
Jessica Rabbit. Judging from yet another glance at her chest, the
robe must’ve slid back open a bit. She chose to leave it that way
because that was what Sharon Stone would do in a situation like
this. She’d also open the door a little wider and say, “Please,
come in.”

Whitney barely got the words out before she screamed
different words in her head. Words like, This is insane. Since
when do you let total strangers into your hotel room? This woman
could have a gun in her purse. Or a big butcher knife. And don’t
forget, you’re not actually Sharon Stone. Even Sharon Stone isn’t
Sharon Stone. In real life, she wears underwear and bakes cookies
for her kid.

On closer inspection, she could see that the purse
was too small to hide a butcher knife. It was one of those shoulder
bags that could hold a wallet, phone, and maybe one tampon.
Definitely not even roomy enough for the compact Glock 33 that
Piper Kane favored in her books.

Whitney double locked the door and turned. When she
found herself face-to-face with her apparent date for the evening,
she leaned back against the door. She felt slightly light-headed
due to the alcohol hitting her empty stomach, so she stayed where
she was while she planned her next move. Should she saunter over to
the bed and let her robe fall away as she went? Or maybe she looked
sexy right where she was, against the door with her hands behind
her back, her robe gaping open but not revealing too much too
soon.

“Thank you for seeing me,” the stranger said. “I
wondered—”

Whitney put a finger to her own lips in an attempt
to get her to stop talking. Too much small talk and she might lose
her nerve. Pleasant conversation could be, well, pleasant, but that
was not what Whitney needed. She could get that anywhere. Even Liz
could be pleasant when she wasn’t channeling a matchmaker from a
different era. What she needed, she hadn’t been able to admit to
herself until that very moment. “You don’t have to wonder about
anything,” she said “I want what you want.”

“You do? Wow, that’s a relief. I mean, your agent
said you’d like to get to know me better, but I wasn’t so sure
after—”

Whitney pushed off the door and stepped closer.
Their sudden proximity seemed to silence her would-be lover again.
Was she nervous too? Was her mind reeling with the possibilities?
Could she feel the tension building between them? All physical
signs pointed to yes, she felt it too.

Whitney was able to relax a little once she realized
she wasn’t the only one in the room with red streaks on their neck.
What was the name Liz had texted? Oh, yes. Gabriela.
Gabriela was even more beautiful up close. She had a smooth voice
that leaned toward seductive. She smelled nice too. Something light
and floral. Jo Malone, maybe? Good taste in perfume was always a
plus. Her chest heaved under her dark locks. She started to say
something but stopped. It was now or never. Whitney could lean in
or she could back away, but nothing in Gabriela’s demeanor was
telling her to back away. And her own body was screaming at her to
just kiss the girl already. She put her finger under Gabriela’s
chin and whispered, “My agent was right.”

Their lips met, and Whitney both heard and felt the
air leave Gabriela’s lungs. Her breath had a tinge of sweetness to
it, probably from the Cosmo she’d been sipping at the bar. Her lips
were soft and surprisingly responsive given that they’d only just
met.

Gabriela’s hands landed on her shoulders with a
light thud. She wasn’t pushing her away, but she wasn’t pulling her
closer either. Whitney pulled back from the kiss but just barely.
She wanted this. It had been so long since she’d felt the touch of
a woman. Kissed her soft skin. Ran her fingers through her hair.
Her body remembered. With just that one kiss, she felt a fire in
her core. But Gabriela needed to want it too. So she waited while
their breath mingled, and their eyes searched for answers.

Gabriela’s chest heaved. Her fingers still gripped
Whitney’s shoulders when she said, “I seem to have lost the ability
to think.”

Whitney lifted a hand to Gabriela’s cheek and
caressed it. “I’m not thinking very straight right now,
either.”

“Mmm. Good thing,” Gabriela murmured. Her grip
loosened, and with a sense of wonder in her voice, she said, “My
God, is this really happening?” Her eyes were full of questions,
but they were also exploring. Taking in all of Whitney, dropping to
the gap in her robe and then back up again.

Whitney couldn’t believe it either. Had she really
just kissed a complete stranger? “Let me guess,” she said. “You
don’t make a habit of this sort of thing?”

“Not usually. Or like, ever.” Gabriela ran her
fingers along the opening of Whitney’s robe. A bold move that she
seemed to regret since she pulled her hand back as if she’d been
burned.

“Me either. Not even once.” Whitney’s eyes were
firmly planted on those lips she desperately wanted to taste again.
With a featherlight touch, she ran a finger over Gabriela’s bottom
lip and said, “Let’s not talk ourselves out of it.” When she didn’t
get a response, she lifted her gaze, afraid that maybe one kiss was
all she’d get when she wanted so much more.

Gabriela gave an almost imperceptible shake of her
head and said, “No, let’s not.”


Chapter Two

A hand was on her ass. Or maybe a foot. Whitney
wasn’t awake enough to know for sure. She cracked an eye. Good. The
sun wasn’t all the way up yet. She had time to order coffee before
she had to shower and meet Liz for breakfast. Speaking of Liz, Whit
made a mental note to send a bottle of champagne as a thank-you for
her excellent work on the wingwoman front. Not that she wanted
Liz-as-pimp to ever happen again, but in this one instance, it
turned out an all-nighter with a beautiful woman was exactly what
she needed.

Her body felt sore in all the right places. She felt
satiated. Calm. It was a delicious sort of fatigue that only
happened after sex. The kind where you’re dead tired but ready to
do it all again. The kind of all-consuming sex that was so
mind-blowingly good, fatigue couldn’t possibly coexist with it.
That was just science.

Since they were busy doing other things, they hadn’t
talked much the night before, but Whitney found herself longing to
know more about Gabriela. Where was she from? Where did she grow
up? What did she do for a living? All the things you’d find out on
a first date were still unknown to her. But they didn’t have to
be.

She felt a light squeeze on her backside and then
soft strokes from the small of her back down to her thigh and back
up again. Gabriela’s touch was sensual. She didn’t hesitate to let
her fingers roam close to sensitive parts. Whitney hummed her
approval, the lazy smile on her face hidden behind mussed hair.

“Oh, good. You’re awake,” Gabriela said in between
the soft kisses she’d been peppering Whitney’s shoulder with.
“Turns out I’m not done with your incredibly sexy body.”

Whitney stayed on her stomach and leaned up on her
elbows. She ran her fingers through her disastrous hair and pushed
it behind her ears. Their eyes met, and big grins ensued, followed
by giggles because yes, last night really did happen. Whitney
rolled onto her back and threw her hands over her head. “I need
some coffee if I’m ever going to function again.”

“Does that mean we’re done?” Gabriela’s hand worked
its way back up and circled Whitney’s breast. “Because if I hadn’t
made myself clear, I want you again.”

Whitney turned her head toward Gabriela. God, she
was so beautiful lying there on her side with that mischievous grin
on her face. Her eyes were a light hazel color Whitney hadn’t
noticed the night before. Not brown but not quite green either. If
she wasn’t careful, she’d fall madly in love with those eyes. That
mouth. That voice. She told herself to go slow because the truth
was, her heart was still healing, and she knew nothing of this
woman. Nothing at all. “I hate what I’m about to say.”

“Then don’t say it.” Gabriela leaned over and took a
hardened nipple into her mouth.

Whitney groaned. “Not helping.” She put her hand on
Gabriela’s head, keeping her there. “Seriously not helping.”

Gabriela stopped sucking and placed a few gentle
kisses on Whitney’s breast. “Sorry. What were you going to
say?”

Whitney let her eyes graze the parts of Gabriela’s
body that weren’t covered by the sheet. She ran her finger around
Gabriela’s nipple, causing it to harden. It would be so easy to
make love to her. Not just have sex but really get to know her,
mind, body, and soul? It was a very tempting thought, but again,
she told herself to go slow. Get to know her outside of the
bedroom. Fully clothed and in public where they’d be forced to do
nothing but talk. She sighed and said, “I have to meet Liz for
breakfast, and then I have a thing to prepare for.”

Gabriela took Whitney’s hand and intertwined their
fingers. “I know,” she said. “I guess I was hoping you’d wake up
and we’d have time to snuggle while we watched the sunrise.”

Whitney smiled. “You’re a romantic.”

“Hopeless.”

So that was two things she knew about Gabriela. Not
only was she passionate, she was a romantic too. She brought their
hands to her lips and kissed Gabriela’s fingers. “How about a
raincheck?”

“Hmm,” Gabriela
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