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May
New Orleans Book 5
 
Logan Luna has made a lot of mistakes in her life stemming from a gambling addiction. She’s been sublimating in other ways recently but doesn’t want to do that any longer. When she gets a job at a new bar in the city, she hopes it’s the start of something big, something that might help take her mind off of everything wrong with her life.
 
Rory Winter helps her friend with her new bar whenever she can, which is probably more often than she should because she has a full-time job and is also in grad school. She’s doing that because she doesn’t like to let people down, but there’s another reason why she spends all of her free time at the bar: a new, older, and very attractive bartender works there.
 
Rory doesn’t think Logan will ever look her way because Logan is out, gorgeous, and can have any woman she wants, while Rory is shy, studious, and isn’t out to everyone in her life yet.
 
Logan feels like she can be herself with Rory in a way she’s never felt before, and she can’t seem to stop talking to the younger woman whenever she stops by the bar. 
 
They both have some things to work through, but for the first time, Rory can see herself falling in love and being more fully herself, and Logan begins to think about how good her life could be for the first time in a long time.
 
To contact the author or for any additional information,
visit: https://nicolepyland.com



CHAPTER 1
Logan had done this with them a few times now. She didn’t have a policy against that, repeated encounters, but she did tend to only be with a woman – or, in this case, women – once or maybe twice if it had been good or if she was particularly desperate. These two were a couple, and they’d been together for a few years, long enough for them to both share with one another their desires to let others enter their bedroom. That was good for Logan because these women were hot and liked what she brought to the table. Neither of them was particularly on the butch side, so she guessed that when they were alone, they did a lot of switching in the bedroom. That was where Logan came in.
“God, yes,” Naomi moaned.
“Baby, you look so hot,” Naomi’s girlfriend, Zoey, said as she watched Logan pump in and out of Naomi with the strap-on she had not only brought but worn to their apartment as she stood in front of the bed.
This was what Logan was good at, not much else. She could make a woman come hard and have her begging for more. She could go all night, preferring the night to the day anyway since she didn’t go to sleep until around four in the morning most nights. That meant that while this would be Naomi’s first orgasm, it wouldn’t be her last, and Zoey would be next. She would be spreading her legs, waiting for Logan to move from her girlfriend to her, not caring that the dildo wouldn’t be washed first because she couldn’t handle waiting any longer for what she wanted.
It had been a month or so since Logan had last been with them, and she’d been with several women since then, making them come over and over again whenever she got the chance. Sometimes, she was one-and-done, which was usually only in public, when they were trying to keep their activities to themselves. She’d had a woman just the other night in a French Quarter bar, her legs spread against a wall in a dark corner, with Logan’s fingers buried between them, fucking her while she had her pressed to that wall, listening to the sounds she’d made in Logan’s ear. The woman had come within minutes, and Logan had left her standing there, with her mouth still open, to go wash her hands. She wasn’t sure what her name was, but Logan knew that she was a tourist whom she would never see again.
“Fuck, yes,” Naomi said.
Logan gripped Naomi’s hips hard and brought her back against her body, pushing her out a few inches and bringing her back in for more, letting the dildo reach deep inside her to take her closer and closer to the edge. Naomi and Zoey were both blissfully naked on their bed, while Logan only had her shirt and bra off but still had her jeans, which were unbuttoned and unzipped to let the toy out to play. She turned her head slightly to look at Zoey, who was already spreading her legs, ready for what Logan was about to give her.
“Touch yourself,” she demanded, not caring at all if it sounded too much like a command.
She knew that this was what these two wanted, someone to take charge and control, and Logan had no trouble delivering that. Earlier, she’d gotten a text that she probably shouldn’t have read while driving, but Zoey had asked her to come over if she was free. When Logan had parked, she’d texted back that she’d be there in an hour, so the door should be unlocked, and the two of them should be naked, wet, and ready. She’d then walked into their apartment and moved to where she had known she would find them, already on the bed kissing and gently touching one another, knowing they shouldn’t have gotten started without her.
They’d stopped, and she had met Naomi’s eyes first. The woman had nodded at her, and Logan had unzipped her jeans, showing her what she’d packed. Naomi had assumed the position on all fours, and Logan had moved her back and onto the toy, making sure Naomi was ready for her first. Then, she was inside her, pumping hard, and Zoey was stroking her swollen and red clit while Logan watched and grew turned on at the sight of this woman doing what she wanted her to do just because Logan had asked her to do it.
“Go inside,” Logan said, feeling her sex clench with the need to be touched herself.
Zoey lowered her fingers to her entrance and slipped inside, maintaining eye contact with Logan, who pushed even deeper inside Naomi.
“I’m coming!” Naomi yelled into the small bedroom.
Logan returned her attention to the woman she was fucking and gave her cute ass a little slap. It wasn’t enough to inflict real pain, but she knew that Naomi loved being spanked; she just couldn’t handle the pain of real smacks to her cheeks, so Logan lessened the blows by making them gentle and then rubbing the spot with her hand after.
“Fuck! God, yes,” Naomi said.
“Come, baby,” Zoey encouraged, which wasn’t necessary because Naomi was coming no matter what.
Finally, Naomi jutted so far forward that the dildo popped out of her, and she fell flat onto the bed. Logan stood there, wondering if she’d finished coming and preparing to lift her back up and push inside her again to finish what she’d started, but Naomi rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling, looking spent and sated.
Logan turned her attention to Zoey then, whose fingers were still moving in and out of her own sex.
“Are you ready yet?” she asked her as she lowered her own jeans, stepped out of her shoes and socks, and kicked the pants off before climbing onto the bed.
“Yes,” Zoey said, pulling her fingers out.
“Suck on your fingers,” Logan told her as she held on to the toy with one hand.
Zoey did as she ordered.
“Now, suck on this,” she said. “Taste her.”
Zoey sat up, moved to Logan, grasped her hips, and took the dildo into her mouth, sucking Naomi’s wetness from it until she leaned back and looked up at Logan as if asking permission to stop so Logan could fuck her.
“All fours,” Logan instructed.
Zoey wiped her mouth and turned around, revealing her ass to Logan and spreading her legs wide.
“Now, suck her,” Logan told her.
“My pleasure,” Zoey replied as she stared down at her girlfriend. “Will you come for me, baby?” she asked Naomi.
“Yes,” Naomi replied, moving herself into position.
Logan watched as Naomi spread wide for her girlfriend, and Zoey leaned over her sex. She couldn’t tell what Zoey was doing, but she could see Naomi close her eyes as she did it. Logan didn’t wait any longer. She slid inside and knew what would happen next.
“Yes!”
“Yeah? You like that?” she asked, knowing the answer.
Zoey mumbled something against Naomi’s body, and Logan fucked her harder than she did her girlfriend earlier, knowing that Zoey could take it and that she liked this; she loved being fucked hard like this. Logan wasn’t sure how their sex life really worked when it was just the two of them because it was so obvious that they both wanted this and that neither of them could give it to the other. She didn’t ask, and she didn’t judge. They clearly loved each other, and maybe they loved what their sex life was without this all the time and only wanted it every so often. She could give that to them. It was all that she could give them.
Logan needed to come herself, but she did this mostly for them. That was how Logan was: she gave the women she slept with what they wanted, but it made her feel nothing. Yes, she couldn’t help her body’s physical reaction to hot sex – it happened whether she wanted it to or not. She just wished it wasn’t there at all sometimes because she felt nothing inside when she did this.
“Yes!”
Naomi yelled. Zoey mumbled. Logan fucked. This was exactly what they’d done the last time she’d been with them, and it would probably be what they’d do next month, too. Then, Logan would kneel in front of the bed, spread Zoey’s legs, and suck on her until she came into her mouth. Naomi would watch. She’d get herself off. They’d ask Logan what she wanted, and that would be the end.
Zoey started to come first this time, and Logan smacked her ass once, knowing she liked it and always asked Logan to do it for her. When Zoey moaned in response, Logan did it again. Zoey moaned louder, and Logan pulled out of her.
“What?” Zoey protested. “I was coming.”
Logan slid the dildo along the length of her, pressing hard into her clit.
“Did I tell you to come?” she asked, knowing what Zoey needed because this was a practiced routine for them now.
“No,” Zoey replied as she rocked into the toy.
“Then, why did you?” Logan asked.
“Fuck. I’m so close,” Naomi stated, trying to hold Zoey’s head down to her clit to get her to finish.
“I’m sorry,” Zoey said to Logan. “Can I come?”
“What do you say?”
“Please,” Zoey said.
Logan pushed hard back inside her. She was good at this, playing the part that wasn’t even close to who she was as a person – or, at least, that was what she thought. She supposed she should also take it as a compliment that she could make a woman come so hard with only her mouth that she’d squirt out her pleasure while screaming Logan’s name, but Logan didn’t really feel anything at all. She never did.
Zoey came when Logan told her to. Naomi came moments later, and when Zoey turned over, moving until her legs were hanging off the bed beside Logan, revealing herself to her, Logan chastised her for being so presumptuous. While she still kneeled and took Zoey with her mouth, she made her earn it. Logan also heard the vibrator Naomi was using on herself, but she didn’t have the energy to ask her why she thought she could do that without permission. Maybe next time.
When Zoey finally came again, Logan stood and wiped her chin. She watched Naomi, who was still working herself up with the vibrator, and wished that she could feel something with these two women. She didn’t know them all that well, but they were nice to her, and Logan knew if she gave them a chance, they might actually become friends.
“What do you want?” Zoey asked, gripping the dildo and sliding her hand up and down it.
Logan watched the action for a second and closed her eyes. This wasn’t what she wanted.
“Baby, I’m coming,” Naomi said.
“Take care of her,” Logan replied to Zoey, and for the next few minutes, she stood there, in front of their bed, and watched them touch one another until she disappeared into the bathroom to wash up.
Once done, Logan pulled her pants over the toy unceremoniously and zipped them up before she walked back out into the bedroom.
“You’re getting dressed?” Naomi asked as she lay on the bed, facing the bathroom, with Zoey lying behind her.
“I have to go.”
“Come on; you’ve got to be turned on. Let us take care of you,” Zoey offered. “However you want.”
Her stare told Logan that she was serious about that. Whatever Logan wanted, the two of them would give her right now. But Logan didn’t want anything they could give her. She didn’t want anything from them.
“Another time.”
“You said that last month,” Zoey remarked.
Logan picked up her sports bra off the floor and put it back on. Her shirt was next. Then, she found her socks and shoes and put them on. She had to sit on the bed to do that, though, and she felt arms wrap around her neck. A third hand then snaked around her waist, and it ended up cupping the toy through her jeans before the fourth hand unzipped them from the other side. Logan watched as one woman pulled the dildo out of her pants and began stroking it up and down.
“Another time,” she repeated, moving to stand quickly.
She tucked the toy back inside and zipped up her jeans.
“Do you not like to be touched?” Naomi asked.
“I do,” she said. “But not tonight.”
“Next week?” Zoey asked.
“What about it?” Logan asked back while she found her wallet and cell phone on the dresser and tucked them into her pockets.
“Can you come over next week?” Zoey repeated.
“It was next month last time.”
“We want more,” Naomi revealed.
“Text me. I’ll see if I can make it work,” Logan replied.
“Can’t we arrange it now?” Zoey asked as she moved behind Naomi, who was kneeling on the bed in front of her now. “You can do whatever you want to us, Logan.”
As if to prove just that, Zoey moved her hand to her girlfriend’s center and began stroking her while Naomi’s arms wrapped around Zoey’s neck. Logan didn’t want anything, though. Well, she did, but what she wanted, she couldn’t have anymore.
“Make her come right now,” Logan said, watching the action unfold in front of her.
“I can’t come again so soon,” Naomi replied.
“Pity,” Logan said. “I have to go anyway. Text me, and I’ll see if I can make it.”
Zoey stopped stroking Naomi then, which confirmed what Logan had thought: she’d only been trying to put on a show to get Logan to stay or, at least, agree to another time next week.
Logan didn’t wait for them to say anything before she turned around and walked out the bedroom door. Noticing a bottle of water that looked new on the kitchen counter, she grabbed it on her way out and drank half of it before she got to her car, which had been parked around the block. Once in the driver’s seat, she opened the app and scrolled through a few profiles, but finding no one interesting, she opened her Lyft app and searched for rides instead.
Sex with these two should’ve been enough to get her through until morning, but it had left her wanting. Knowing another woman from her hookup app of choice wouldn’t be able to give her what she wanted, either, she decided to take a few riders around the city to make some money and then grab a drink before the bars got too busy. Accepting a ride that wasn’t that far away, she joined the traffic on the street. It wasn’t late, and she knew she could’ve stayed at their apartment for the next several hours, making each of them come repeatedly and watching them do the same to each other, but she wasn’t in the mood. The truth was, Logan wasn’t in the mood for much these days.
“Hi,” a woman said as she climbed into Logan’s back seat.
“Hey. Are you Monica?” Logan checked.
“Yes,” she replied.
Another woman climbed in after her and closed the door behind them.
“Cool. You ready?” Logan asked and hit the button on her screen, which would tell her where to go.
“Yes, we’re ready,” Monica replied.
“I’m still so surprised you know how to order a Lyft, babe. When I first met you, it was town cars only. Look how far you’ve come,” Monica’s companion said as Logan pulled out into traffic.
“You’re hilarious,” Monica replied sarcastically. “You don’t seem to mind the luxuries I’ve brought into your life.”
“True. I love the rain shower and the jacuzzi tub.”
“And me, too, right?”
Monica’s companion smiled over at her in response, and Logan returned her attention to the traffic, wondering about the two women behind her, who were clearly a couple. How was their sex life? Were they looking for a third? Logan could easily entertain the idea. One woman looked a bit older but was that kind of glamorous sexy, and the other one had that fiery red hair that Logan wouldn’t mind seeing between her legs, but she didn’t say anything. She just continued to drive.



CHAPTER 2
“Whose bar is this?” Rory heard someone ask Linden from her spot next to the bar where she’d just carried out a box filled with paintbrushes and other supplies.
“My friend’s friend,” Linden replied.
So, Rory was Linden’s friend? That was good. They’d met at a wedding that Linden had planned and hadn’t spent all that much time together because Rory had been a bit busy being in the wedding party, but she’d liked Linden’s approach to the whole thing. She was professional yet approachable and didn’t seem to get stressed out when something went wrong. Rory had followed Linden with her eyes that night, and when Linden had given Rory her phone number at the end of the night, saying that they could hang out sometime, she’d thought Linden had been offering to go out with her.
Of course, she’d only been twenty-two, almost twenty-three, and Linden was in her maybe mid-thirties, a lot further along in her life than Rory was. Back then, Linden had just come out to her friends but hadn’t yet told her family, if she remembered the order of things correctly, while Rory hadn’t yet come out herself. She still wasn’t sure if she would until she really needed to. It wasn’t like there was a woman in her life who made her feel like she needed to tell her family that she was gay. Candace knew, and Candace was her best friend, so that was all Rory needed for now. She could tell Linden suspected, but the woman hadn’t said anything. She probably had an idea because the few times they’d hung out, Rory had been a giggling, embarrassing mess. Linden was just her type, which sucked for her because Linden had that sexy confidence that Rory so liked but could never actually get enough courage or confidence to do anything about.
Now, Linden was with Asher, whom Rory didn’t really know all that well. She’d only met her recently, and Asher had been introduced as Linden’s friend. The fact that they were together now was a bit of a surprise, but it made sense, too. It wasn’t as if Linden would have wanted to be with a struggling twenty-three-year-old graduate student and part-time nanny.
“And we’re here instead of our regular ones because…” the woman replied to Linden.
“This place is not open yet, so it’s less crowded, plus free booze if we help paint or tear down something,” Linden said to her.
Rory looked up and noticed that the woman Linden had been talking to was also her type, though not as much as Linden, leading her to believe that she was Bryce, Linden’s friend from out of town, since Linden had described her as being just like her in a way when Rory had texted her to see if she wanted free drinks to help Candace get the bar in order.
“Hey,” Asher said as she approached them and hugged Linden from the side, which caused Rory to look away. “Is she trying to convince you to do manual labor, like the rest of us?”
“Yes,” Bryce said. “But, apparently, there’s free booze involved.”
“Where’s Soph?” Asher asked.
“Late work meeting, but she’s on her way now,” Bryce answered. “We can’t stay long, though. I’m going back home tomorrow, and then it’s back to LA in a few days, so we want tonight to be just us. I can help paint something for about an hour.”
Soph must be Sophie, Bryce’s girlfriend and another of Linden’s many friends who she’d said might stop by to help get this place together for Candace by Friday.
Rory wiped at her pants, deciding now was the time to go over and greet them since Candace had obviously let them in and had disappeared into a closet where she kept some of the other cleaning supplies. For someone who wanted to host literally hundreds of people in this bar a night, Candace could learn a thing or two about taking care of the guests who were here to work for her for free. Rory walked to the closet first and tugged on Candace’s arm.
“What’s up?” Candace said.
“Come on. Let’s talk to them. They’re here for you,” Rory told her.
“I thought I’d wait until they all got here.”
“Candace, come on,” she repeated with a laugh and let go of her friend’s arm.
“Okay,” Candace replied.
“Hi,” Rory greeted as she walked over to Linden and her friends. “This is Candace. This is her bar.” She motioned to Candace, who was following close behind her.
“Hi, everyone. Thanks for helping. I need to get this place up and running soon.” Candace said.
“Didn’t you win the lottery?” Linden asked.
“Yes. Now, I have enough to buy the place, remodel it a bit, and stock the alcohol, but I need to open it fast if I want to keep it open. I didn’t win millions, and this has been my dream for the past few years.”
Candace had indeed won the lottery. It had been months ago now, and she wasn’t someone who played regularly, but she’d bought a ticket one night on a whim and had ended up winning enough to buy a bar in New Orleans. That was about all it would cover, though, so the bar needed to be open and running soon for Candace to be able to keep it. It was a risk and not one Rory would ever take for herself, but it was what her best friend wanted, and she was here to offer support.
“Can I ask you how old you are to have had the dream of owning a bar?” Bryce asked.
“I’m twenty-four. My uncle owned a bar before he sold it, so I grew up in the business. I went to bartending school, and I was planning on getting an associate degree in business or something, but then, I won the lottery, and this place was for sale. I snatched it up.”
“Well, I’m good with a hammer. I’m actually redoing my aunt’s place now. So, point me wherever until my girlfriend gets here,” Bryce told her.
“Cool. Thanks,” Candace replied, and she walked off with Bryce.
“I’ve got more friends coming, too,” Linden said. “I’m not sure how much help they’ll be, but there are four of them, and if you give them a beer, they can at least hold a paintbrush and aim it at a wall.”
“Thanks,” Rory replied. “I wasn’t sure we’d get anyone to help. Candace doesn’t really have any family these days, and mine doesn’t live here. She has friends, obviously, but none of them could make it tonight because most of them are bartenders themselves, so they work nights. You two look good together, by the way.”
She added that last part because it was true: Asher and Linden looked perfect together. They seemed, in a way, to be polar opposites, but in other intangible ways, they were the same. It was weird, but it worked for them. Besides, Rory had had a crush on Linden at best, and she was mature enough to recognize that a crush was all it had ever been.
“Yeah, I think so,” Linden said while she smiled over at Asher.
“So, it’s new, right?” Rory asked.
“A couple of weeks,” Asher said.
“Or, ten years, depending on how you look at it,” Linden replied and winked at Asher.
“Are you and Candace…” Asher pointed from Rory to Candace.
“Oh, no. Candace is straight. She has a boyfriend of, like, four years, I think. He’ll be by later to help.” Rory said, feeling the blush creep up her cheeks.
“But you’re not straight?” Linden asked.
‘Oh, how to answer that question?’ Rory thought.
She knew Linden was gay; Asher clearly wasn’t straight, either, given whom she was dating; and she was pretty sure that the rest of Linden’s friends coming tonight were also into women in some capacity – it would be safe to confirm that she was gay and not out entirely yet.
“Oh, I…” Rory blushed and didn’t finish that sentence, not ready to tell near strangers yet after all.
Maybe Linden, if they had a moment alone later. She’d also be fine with Linden telling Asher, but she wasn’t sure she wanted Bryce or the others to know.
“Hey, why don’t we get started?” Asher said, changing the subject, thankfully.
“Yes, I’m here. Put me to work,” Linden replied.
Asher then whispered something into Linden’s ear that Rory couldn’t hear.
“You do?” Linden asked, looking surprised at whatever she’d exchanged privately with her girlfriend. “Ash, if that was an option, why did we agree to come here to help?”
Hearing that made Rory worry that they might leave, but Asher whispered something else to Linden, laughed, gave Linden a quick kiss, and walked off to find Bryce and Candace.
Just then, the door to the bar opened, and Rory thought it might be one of Linden’s other friends. Her eyes widened when a woman stood in the doorway. She looked to be either in her late twenties or early thirties and had brown eyes and brown hair that seemed to match. God, she was so beautiful. She nearly took Rory’s breath away, and had Rory been at all in control of her thoughts, she would have told herself how lame that sounded, but this woman was androgynously gorgeous, with this short brown hair that was a little all over the place and mussed. She seemed to be hearing Rory’s thoughts because she ran a hand through it as if to put each hair back in place.
“Um…” the woman began.
“It’s not open,” Linden told her. “If you’re here for a drink.”
“Oh,” she let out and looked around for a bit as if to verify Linden’s statement. “Got it.”
Rory’s entire chest, neck, and cheeks were now a bright, hot red. Her body felt like it was humming. When the woman’s glance landed on her for a second and met her eyes, it caused her to look away because Rory couldn’t stand that level of intensity in anyone’s gaze, let alone this woman, who might just be a goddess in human form.
“But we’ll be opening in a few days!” Candace yelled from the other corner of the bar. “Come back on Friday.”
“Yeah, okay,” the woman replied.
Then, she was gone. The door closed behind her, and there was no evidence she’d ever been there at all.
“You okay there?” Linden asked.
“Yes, I’m fine,” Rory said, obviously lying. “So, let’s get to work. This place opens on Friday,” she added that last part rather quickly.
“We’re here,” a woman Rory didn’t know announced as she burst through the door.
“Hi,” another woman said, following her in. “Kyle and Mel are outside, too. We saw them parking as we were walking in.”
“And Sophie is right behind you, so maybe don’t let the door slam in her face,” a third woman said, pushing the door back open.
“Shit. Sorry, Soph,” the first woman replied. “Didn’t see you.”
“Babe!” Bryce yelled and waved the third woman over.
That must make her Sophie, Bryce’s girlfriend. And if the aforementioned Kyle and Mel, meaning Melinda, were outside, that meant the other two were Bridgette and Monica, most likely. God, there were a lot of them.
“We’re here to help, but I’m getting my girlfriend out of here in one hour. It’s her last night in town, Linden. I want her all to myself tonight,” Sophie said to Linden.
“Understood,” Linden said, laughing as Sophie walked over toward Bryce.
“You have a lot of friends,” Rory noted.
“Some new. Some old. You can borrow them anytime if you want. Now, let’s get started. I have to get home soon. Asher has plans for us, apparently, and I can’t wait to get to all of them.”
“Was our Lyft driver just in here?” the second woman asked Linden.
“Huh? I don’t know. Why?” Linden asked.
“We got out of the car when she dropped us off, but Bridgette got a call, so she took it outside. I thought I saw our driver coming out the door.”
That made this woman Monica, who was engaged to Bridgette. It was all very confusing. Rory hadn’t ever had this many friends in her life, and somehow, Linden was able to manage it with relative ease.
“There was a woman, yeah,” Linden replied. “We just told her the place wasn’t open. This is Rory, by the way. Her friend, Candace, is the one who owns the place.”
“Hi. I’m Monica,” the second woman introduced herself, holding out her hand for Rory to shake. “And this is my fiancée, Bridgette.”
“Hey,” Bridgette said.
Rory shook Monica’s hand, wondering at her elegance in just a handshake, and then gave Bridgette a nod since she appeared to be a little less formal.
“Are you okay?” Bridgette asked. “You look a little red.”
“Oh. Yeah, fine. It’s just hot in here. Summer is already upon us, isn’t it? What’s the humidity like out there?” Rory rambled to cover up the fact that she was clearly flushed because a beautiful woman had just walked through the front door of Candace’s unopened bar.
“I am also not a big fan of the humidity around here,” Monica shared. “I’ve lived here through one summer now, and, God, it’s a lot.”
“Yes, it is,” Rory said.
“So, how can we help?” Bridgette asked.
“Candace has an idea of what she needs to focus on. I think tonight is mainly about moving everything away from the walls and giving them a fresh coat of paint. She’s already stripped off most of the old stuff, so it’s just primer and paint and maybe carrying some of the old furniture outside.”
“Yeah. I’ve got the junk people coming tomorrow, so that would be a huge help,” Candace added, walking over to them. “Hi. I’m Candace. This is my place. Thank you all for coming.”
“No problem,” Bridgette said. “Where’s Jill?” she asked and looked around the bar.
“Jill?” Candace asked.
“Our other friend,” Linden explained.
“You have more friends?” Candace asked.
“Several, yeah, but only a few close ones,” Linden said. “She told me she’d be here.”
“Hey,” yet another woman said as she walked through the door.
“Hey, Mel,” Linden greeted.
Then, a woman who must have been Melinda’s fiancée, Kyle, followed her in because she took Melinda’s hand.
“Hey,” Linden greeted her, too. “We were just about to get started.”
“Have you seen Jill?” Bridgette asked Melinda.
“She should be here soon. She’s just closing the office today,” Melinda replied.
A few minutes and yet another round of introductions later, Candace shared the story of her winning the lottery with everyone before she relayed what needed to be worked on tonight. Then, Kyle headed over to join Bryce and Sophie, who’d just lifted a table off the floor and were about to carry it outside. Not long after that, Jill, whom Rory had met briefly once prior to today when she’d run into Linden at a bar, walked through the door, and the introductions were done a final time for the night. They all got to work on their assigned jobs. Rory was busy cleaning up behind the bar, but she couldn’t stop thinking about the woman who’d walked in before and left just as quickly.



CHAPTER 3
Logan rolled out of her bed more than got out of it. Somehow, she ended up on her feet and made her way into the small bathroom in her apartment, where she washed her face and brushed her teeth. Then, she put on a pair of not-so-dirty jeans and looked at the strap-on, which was clean, at least, but was lying on top of her dresser. She removed the jeans and slipped into it, tucking it back into the jeans once they were on again. She didn’t always walk around with it on, but recently, the types of women she’d been attracting liked it and seemed to get off on cupping her and stroking her, despite the fact that Logan couldn’t even feel it. It was for them, not her, but she didn’t mind wearing it.
She put on a T-shirt over her sports bra and checked the clock by her bed. Her room was spartan, at best, and had a queen bed with a blanket instead of a duvet and only a couple of pillows. Logan had one bedside table where the clock sat and where she charged her phone, and there was a small dresser. She didn’t have many clothes, so the closet was relatively empty because of it. Having slipped into her shoes, she found her keys and phone on the small round dining table, grabbed them both, along with the wallet she’d left on the kitchen counter, and left the apartment.
First, as always, Logan opened her hookup app while walking the three blocks to where she had to park because her apartment building didn’t have parking for its residents. She scrolled through a few profiles and checked her in-app notifications, discovering that a woman she’d met up with just last week had messaged asking if she wanted a repeat. Logan did, so she told her as much before she checked the time again, noting that it was one in the afternoon. She could get in eight hours of driving, making a few dollars, and then meet up with this woman wherever she wanted and drive a few more hours until she’d go home to crash.
She opened the Lyft app once she got to her car, and finding a ride right away, she moved through traffic to pick up the guy who sat in her back seat talking on his cell phone the whole time. Twenty minutes later, he finally got out, and she picked up a group of three women who looked like they were about college-age. Logan dropped them over on Canal Street, guessing they would be doing some shopping before going out that night in the Quarter, like most tourists. After that, she picked up another ten rides around the city and deposited them wherever they requested.
Most of her passengers had left her alone, choosing to talk to each other or stare at their phones, if they’d been by themselves, which would’ve been fine by her, except Logan needed a distraction today. She was jonesing for it, and she knew she needed to focus on anything else. A conversation with a stranger, even if it was a dull one or basic small talk that neither of them cared about, would help her mind stay calm. She needed to focus on something else, and if no one wanted to talk today, she would find another way to keep herself from making a mistake. Yes, there was a more obvious way to do that. She could go to a meeting. There was one every hour on the hour somewhere in the city. Logan could stay there through the night, if she needed to, and keep herself distracted by listening to the stories of other people to try to remember why she had decided to never do what she’d done again. She knew why. She was living it.
“Hey,” the woman from last week said.
“Hey,” Logan replied.
She’d walked into the bar around nine, after eight hours of sitting in the car and only stopping to grab a quick meal and pee in the restroom. She had needed to stretch anyway, so finding someone who wanted to stretch with her was as good of an idea as any. The woman from the app had messaged her that she was working that night as a shot girl at one of the bars in the Quarter. She’d be working until well after three in the morning, so if they wanted to do something, it would have to be on her break.
“I have fifteen minutes,” she told Logan and offered her a purple-colored shot that was inside a test tube.
Logan took it from her, but instead of downing it herself, she nodded for her about-to-be-distraction to open her mouth and tipped the alcohol into it. When the woman licked her lips, Logan nodded out the door, but the nod she received back was in a different direction, toward the back of the bar. Logan followed her, allowing herself to be pulled by the hand until they were walking through a door that creaked as it was pushed.
Once outside, Logan asked, “You want it here?”
The woman looked around the alleyway, and seeing no one, she pressed herself into the brick wall behind her and hiked up her dress, telling Logan without words that, yes, she did want it here.
“Do you want what I’m wearing or my fingers?”
“Fuck. You’re wearing it right now?” the woman asked, pulling on Logan’s hand until she was right in front of her. Then, she reached for Logan and cupped her exactly how Logan knew she would. “God, yes. I want this.” The woman squeezed Logan harder, turning her on.
Logan looked around, and while they could hear the revelry, no one was in this alleyway. She knew this wouldn’t take long. It never did. She unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans, letting the woman pull out the flesh-colored toy and stroke it. Logan watched, letting this distract her. She pressed a palm into the wall behind the woman and put her other hand on the dildo.
“Are you at least ready for me?” she asked.
“Yes. I’ve been hot all day. Why do you think I messaged you?”
The woman spread her legs wide, and Logan remembered that she hadn’t seen her take off her panties. She slid her fingers into the woman’s folds, discovering that she wasn’t wearing any, and coated the toy with what she’d found. She didn’t waste any time. Thrusting inside, she pressed her entire body against this woman’s and moved her hips, pushing deep and pulling out to do it all again. The woman let out several expletives. Her hands moved to Logan’s back, and her nails dug into the skin under Logan’s T-shirt. It hurt, but in the way that Logan needed it to hurt; in the way that helped her stay distracted. She pressed her other palm to the wall, but only for a second. The woman in front of her pulled her hand from the wall and shoved it between her own legs, wanting Logan to stroke her clit, too.
Logan did. She flicked and squeezed the flesh while she rocked into her, letting the woman’s fingernails inflict more pain and maybe even draw blood. When the woman tried to lift her leg, Logan removed her other hand from the wall and held on to it for her, letting the new position give her more access. It felt like only seconds later, the woman was coming and whispering Logan’s name into her ear. But Logan wasn’t ready for it to be over. If it was over, the thoughts would reenter her mind, and she needed to remain distracted. She pulled out before the woman had finished coming and turned her around to face the wall.
“Oh, yes,” the woman moaned when Logan entered her from behind and continued to pump inside her while she wrapped her arm around her and kept up the pressure on her clit.
The woman’s hips were rocking into Logan’s palm, and she was now coming either for a second time or just finishing her first orgasm. Logan wasn’t sure, but she wished she would have gone down on her instead. That would’ve taken at least a few more minutes. She stopped stroking the woman’s clit and waited for her to come down. When she did, the woman turned around, and Logan lifted her dress, making a move to kneel in front of her.
“Hey, hold on a second there, stud,” she told Logan. “I only have a fifteen-minute break.”
“It’ll be fast,” Logan replied, tapping the woman’s inner thigh to get her to move it and let her take her again.
“I can’t come again so fast. That one was really fucking good.” The woman closed her eyes and lowered her dress.
“When’s your next break?”
“I don’t have one. I’ll be off at three.”
“I can meet you at your place. I’ll be up,” she said.
“Oh, that sounds good,” the woman replied. “Will you still be wearing this?” She looked down at the glistening toy that was standing tall between Logan’s legs.
“I can,” Logan said.
“Do it,” she replied. “And I’ll let you lick me for hours, if you want.”
Logan didn’t really want to lick her, but she also didn’t not want to do it, so she nodded and tucked the dildo back inside her jeans, buttoning and zipping them up.
“Follow me. I’ll let you cut in the line for the bathroom so that we can clean up.”
Logan nodded and followed her back inside the bar, where the line for the bathroom was ten-women long. Using her uniform as a pretend excuse that she needed to clean the bathroom, the woman Logan had just fucked moved them to the front of the line and closed the door behind them.
“God, you are seriously sexy. Do you know that?”
Logan felt hands running over her chest repeatedly.
“I thought you said you couldn’t come again so soon,” she replied, letting her own hand drift low again to lift the woman’s dress.
“Just finger me. I’ll come,” the woman told her.
Logan slid two fingers inside her and fucked her against the sink as knocks continued against the door of the one-stall room. The woman came loudly, so Logan covered her mouth with her other hand and let her bite down on the inside of her palm, relishing that pain because it made her feel something other than a want for something she could no longer have. The temporary distraction was over before she knew it, and Logan went to the sink to clean the dildo as best she could while the woman cleaned herself up and replaced the paper towels. Logan then washed her hands, and they left the bathroom to women standing there, scowling at them.
Logan didn’t say goodbye. She just made her way toward the front of the bar and walked out, heading in the direction of her car. She climbed inside and went to look for another ride but decided that she needed something else more than rent money right now. Minutes later, she was sitting in the church parking lot, waiting for the meeting to begin. She’d tried this meeting thing twice before in her life. Once had been because her family had conducted an intervention, and she’d promised them that she would go to meetings and get help. She’d gone to three and ended up on a riverboat. The second time had been after she’d ruined her life. She’d gone to one meeting and decided it wasn’t for her.
Tonight, though, she knew she needed something, and if she went home, she wouldn’t sleep. If she kept driving, that would help, but on these late-night trips, she often risked having to drive past the same riverboat casino, bringing back all those memories, so instead, she got out of her car and walked inside the church, taking the stairs at the right to the room above the actual church, where the meetings were conducted. The donuts someone had brought were there. So was the coffee. Logan went over and made herself a cup, letting it burn her tongue and throat a bit. Then, she sat down in one of the cold plastic chairs.
“Hello. My name is James, and I’m a gambling addict,” the man who had just walked to the front of the room said.
“Hi, James,” the rest of the room replied in unison.
There were about twelve other gambling addicts in the room, all looking like they’d rather be anywhere but here.
“We have someone celebrating their one-year chip tonight,” James announced, and Logan drowned out the rest of what was said.
She knew she should listen. It was why she’d come there in the first place. But hearing them all talk about their own issues that had led them to gamble away their life savings, their homes, their cars, losing marriages, jobs, children, and more in the process, only worked to make her want to leave, not to keep herself from downloading her poker app again and going all-in with the money she had made from driving today.
An hour later, the meeting was over, and everyone stood, preparing to leave and probably head home to get some sleep. Logan stayed, though. There was an Alcoholics Anonymous meeting after that, and while she’d never had a problem with alcohol, the principles of addiction were somewhat the same, so she listened to the people in this meeting tell their stories before it was over as well, and she left, not feeling like either meeting had been worth her time. She drove her car to the shot girl’s apartment building, and at three-fifteen, she saw another car pull up, and the woman climbed out. Logan got out of her own car and crossed her arms as she leaned back against it.
“Perfect timing,” the woman told her. “I’m more than ready for you.”
“Let’s go, then,” Logan replied.
Walking to the apartment, they didn’t hold hands; they didn’t even look at each other. Within minutes, though, Logan had this woman coming beneath her and then again, from behind. After that, she cleaned the toy in the bathroom, and when she emerged, the woman was still naked on her bed, asleep now. Logan left her there sated and drove home, where she took a long shower and finally climbed into bed around five in the morning, wondering how long she was going to continue on like this, barely making enough money driving to pay rent on her crappy apartment, fucking women who rarely even knew her name, and trying not to think about the fact that she’d lost everything due to her own stupid mistakes.
The next day, she woke up around two in the afternoon, showered again for something to do, grabbed a pizza pocket from the freezer, heated it up, and took it with her to eat on the way to her car while she scanned the app for women to meet that night. Once in the car, she opened the Lyft app and checked for people who might be looking for rides. Between her second and third ride, she took a break and opened a different app, one where she could search for jobs. One brand-new opportunity caught Logan’s eye, and she decided that going for a job interview might be a good place to start.



CHAPTER 4
“Okay. Let’s go do our homework,” Rory said to the two near-teenagers in front of her.
“I don’t want to,” Simon replied.
“I don’t want to, either, but we have no choice,” Rory said as she ran a hand over the back of the eleven-year-old’s head. “Come on. I’ll help you with yours if you help me with mine.”
“I can’t do your homework,” he argued.
“You can’t even do your own,” his twelve-year-old sister, Stacey, teased.
“Shut up,” he told her.
“Hey, let’s get the homework done so you can watch TV before your mom gets home,” Rory said and motioned for them to move from the kitchen, where they’d just eaten the dinner she’d made for them, and into the living room, where they had tossed their backpacks onto the floor after she’d picked them up from school.
She had started graduate school that previous fall, and the jobs she could find that worked for her schedule didn’t pay very much, but being a part-time nanny did. It also helped that she was going to school to become a social worker and loved kids. She worked for two families on a regular basis and also babysat through an app where people could request her services, and if she was free, she’d take the job. Rory was CPR and Heimlich certified, had an undergraduate degree in early childhood development, and didn’t mind taking care of babies through teens who just needed a little adult supervision after school, so that gave her a better chance at being selected by the parents.
Simon and Stacey had been clients of hers for about a year now, and she liked to consider the kids to be her clients, not the parents, because she wanted them to be happy at the end of the day. Besides, if she made them happy, the parents were usually happy as well. Simon and Stacey’s parents, for example, had gone through a divorce two years prior, so the kids were still adjusting to spending most of their time with only their mother and visiting their father every other weekend, and Rory liked to check in with them from time to time to see how they were feeling. She had the permission of their mother to do so, and it gave her much-needed practice, so she considered it a win-win for all. She never violated the kids’ trust, but she did let their mother know if she should also check in with one or both of them.
Being a nanny paid better than most jobs Rory could get, to be sure, but it still wasn’t enough to cover all of her bills, so whenever she thought about how, in a few years, she would have to start paying off all of her accumulated student loans, it made her brain hurt. She had always known that her parents wouldn’t be able to really help, so she’d studied hard and managed to get a few scholarships and a grant, but while those helped, of course, they didn’t cover everything, and as a result, she had had one job or another since going away to school at eighteen.
As the kids got settled at the formal dining room table, Rory went to find her own bag, which had her homework in it. Sitting down with the two siblings, she checked on Stacey, who never needed as much help as her younger brother, and helped Simon with his math problems before she started on her own assignment. Just as she began taking notes on what she read from her textbook, her phone buzzed from its spot on the table, and Simon was the first to look up.
“Homework time. No phones. Rory’s in trouble,” he teased her.
“She’s an adult, Simon,” Stacey remarked, looking over and rolling her eyes at her brother.
Rory chuckled at them and looked down at her phone. It was a text from Candace, who was asking if she could stop by the bar later to help with some more of the remodel. Rory had studying to do, but she supposed she could spare an hour or two. When she replied, Candace messaged again and asked if she could also bring some of those new friends Rory had just made because the more hands she had, the better. Rory wasn’t sure if any of them would be available so last-minute, but she still texted Linden just to see because she’d do anything for Candace, who had been her best friend since she first got to school and they’d roomed together in the dorms.
Linden Washington: Can you give us, like, an hour?
Rory assumed that the us Linden was referring to was her and Asher, and she texted her back that she’d be done herself in about an hour, so that was fine. Plans made, she returned her eyes to her textbook and listened to the kids bicker back and forth until their mother arrived home.
Rory wasn’t sure if she wanted kids of her own. Part of her thought that she did, but the other part figured that she’d be surrounded by kids all day at work already, and she didn’t enjoy watching Simon and Stacey’s mom struggle with being a single parent. The father in the other family she regularly babysat for worked from home most days and stayed in his office until dinner, returning to it immediately after, which made Rory feel like she was seeing yet another mother who was more a single mother than co-parent, and it just looked so hard.
Simon and Stacey’s mom always got home from work after dinner or just in time for it, and sometimes, she would dismiss Rory right after that to spend time with the kids, but other times, she’d ask if Rory could stay for a bit longer so that she could get some cleaning done around the house. At eleven and twelve, the two siblings didn’t really need much supervision, but having Rory there to keep them entertained or help them with their homework gave their mother time to do laundry, vacuum, or do other housework without being distracted. Rory knew that if she ever had kids herself, she’d want a true partner to share them with, but when she thought that these two women probably also wanted that and ended up divorced or having a husband who never spent time with the kids, she got a little worried. She supposed no one could predict a divorce, but to Rory, that was scary.
After she finished checking Simon’s English homework, she said her goodbyes to the kids and hit the road. Her life was busy, and as she drove, she tried to plan just how she could do it all. She had a paper due in a couple of days that she’d have to work on later tonight, but she could give Candace an hour or two of hard labor first. She also had her own chores around the house, but she figured she’d have to make time for those another day instead of doing them before she started on her paper like she’d planned initially.
Arriving at the bar, Rory found a spot to park a block away and walked the rest of the way. It was a nice night, and she really took in the bar’s surroundings for the first time. It wouldn’t be for tourists. Candace’s goal had been to make a local bar that, if tourists happened to find, so be it, but she didn’t want it to be like the bars in the Quarter, even though those made a lot of money. She wanted a bar that was more like her uncle’s old place, where she’d have regulars whose drink orders she could memorize and have them ready when she saw the person walk in, or even before that if she knew that they’d come in at the same time every day.
“Hey,” Rory said to her best friend when she walked in.
“Oh, hey. Thank you for coming,” Candace replied. “I stupidly thought I could get this place open by Friday all on my own.”
Rory laughed and said, “Well, I can give you two hours of help before I need to go home to study. What can I do?”
“Can you finish the last coat of stain on the bar while I try to rearrange these tables for the tenth time and then take some photos for the website?”
“Sure,” Rory replied. “Where is it?”
“Under the bar where you left it,” Candace told her.
Rory walked around the bar and opened the half door in order to get behind it.
“You know, if you want to make some extra cash, I could use the help,” Candace added as she pulled a table one foot to the left and stared at it.
“Bartending?” she asked.
“You’ve done it before.”
“Not in a while. And I wasn’t very good at it,” she said before she found the can of dark stain and the brush she’d set next to it after cleaning it.
“I’m expecting the kinds of customers who order beer and maybe some basic shots, Rory. I’d be here to make the more complicated drinks, and I’m hiring, too.”
“I thought you were just going to run it by yourself for a bit.”
“Yeah… That was dumb of me,” Candace replied. “I’ve decided that I want to offer light appetizers, too, but to do that, I’ll need someone to cook while someone’s behind the bar.”
“You didn’t think this through, did you?” Rory asked and opened the container.
“Not really, no. I mean, I did to a certain extent since I knew I wanted to own my own place, but I didn’t think it would happen for another decade, at least. When this place appeared on the market, though, I couldn’t resist. It reminds me of my uncle’s bar, which always kind of reminded me of Cheers, and I don’t think we have enough local watering holes here. I won’t make as much as I would’ve had I owned a tourist place, but I can still make a good living here if I do everything right.”
“You will,” Rory replied.
“I’ve got two positions open right now. One is for another bartender, and the other is for a line cook with experience. The menu will be basic at first, to see what sells, and if things work out, I can hire more.”
“You still want me to bartend, too?” Rory asked as she started working.
“If you want to. You’re here pretty much all the time, anyway, so I thought you might want to make a few bucks. I can only pay you minimum wage, which sucks, but you’d make tips, too, and those would be all yours.”
“I can’t work regular shifts. I never know my schedule. Sometimes, babysitting pays a lot more than what I’d make anywhere else, and I can usually get in some studying time. Here, I wouldn’t be able to if I was behind the bar.”
“Yeah, that makes sense. But if you’re already here and I need you, you can just clock in if you want. How about that?” Candace asked her as she pulled another table over to where she wanted it.
“Sure,” Rory agreed.
The door opened a few seconds later, and Asher walked in, with Linden close behind.
“Hey. Sorry, we’re a little late. Ash and I were celebrating,” Linden said.
“Linden!” Asher laughed. “We went to dinner. She just means we were celebrating at dinner.”
“Celebrating?” Candace asked.
“Asher is striking out on her own. She’s starting her own wedding planning company and just gave notice to our boss.”
“What? Really? That’s great,” Rory said, assuming that it was great because Linden had used the word ‘celebrate.’
“Yes. It’s happening, and I’m terrified,” Asher added.
Linden took her hand and said, “She’s going to kick ass.”
“But you still work there?” Candace checked. “That’s what you said, right? You two worked together.”
“Yeah, for more than a decade,” Asher said. “It’s the end of an era.” She looked over at Linden. “It’s going to be really strange, not going into that office every day where she is, but I gave our boss thirty days, so I still have a month of that before I go out on my own. Things will be complicated for a while.”
“So, you’ll be kind of competing,” Rory noted as she slid the brush along the wood.
“For a while,” Asher replied as they walked toward the bar. “But my hope is that Linden will join me one day, and we’ll be business partners.”
“You don’t want to do that now?” Candace asked.
“Not yet. Ash knows my reasons, and she’s good with it,” Linden replied. “So, what can we help with?”
“Oh, God. Anything,” Candace replied. “I’m moving furniture right now so that I can take some decent pictures for the website. If you want, the kitchen in the back could use a good scrub down. Or, if you don’t want to do that, I can offer you the chance to clean the glassware. Free drinks for a month for whatever you choose.”
“A whole month? I need to start drinking the top-shelf stuff, then,” Linden said.
“Do you want help with the furniture first? We can get that done and then clean whatever,” Asher offered.
“That would be amazing,” Candace replied.
Rory could tell her best friend was exhausted. She had been working on this bar day and night, and Rory was pretty sure Candace had even slept here at least a few times. Keith, her boyfriend, wasn’t much help because he lived two hours away and had a job that required him to work nights. He’d been trying to find one in New Orleans that would get him on a more regular schedule for a while now, and Rory knew that once he did, he would move in with Candace, and eventually, they’d get married and probably own this bar together. It was what Candace wanted, and Rory knew that the woman missed him. They’d been together for a long time, but circumstances had always meant he’d had to live at least a couple of hours away, and now that Candace was working at the bar, things were harder for them.
“Hey,” Rory said once Candace had finished taking the pictures she would need for the site.
“Do you have to go?” Candace asked.
“Not yet. I’m going to finish the bar first. But maybe you should take a minute and call Keith,” she suggested. “He doesn’t go in until midnight, right? I’m sure he’s up already.”
Candace sighed and said, “I didn’t even get to talk to him yesterday. This bar is consuming me.”
“Just call him now. Take ten minutes, Candace. You deserve it. And I’m sure he misses you, too.”
“I feel guilty… You’re working, Asher and Linden are working, and it’s all for me. I shouldn’t take a break.”
“Ten minutes. I won’t tell them if you don’t. Go outside and walk around the block. Call it research on foot traffic possibilities if it makes you feel better, but talk to your boyfriend.”
Rory gave her a light shove out from behind the bar.
“Fine. Fine. I will. But you’re not the boss of me, Rory Winter. I’m the boss of me.” Candace smiled.
“And you’re the boss of this place now, which is pretty cool,” Rory replied, smiling back.
“Yeah, it is.” Candace looked around the bar, smiling even wider.
Rory loved to see her friend this happy. She wished the woman didn’t have to work quite as hard, but she supposed that was what made it all worth it in the end.
An hour later, she’d finished her task, and Asher and Linden were done as well. Candace remained there, but she promised that she would be leaving soon, so Rory left and went home to shower the smell of the stain off her skin and get to the studying she should’ve been doing all along.



CHAPTER 5
It was nine in the evening, and Logan was ready to hit the road when she got a text just as she locked her door. It was one of her regulars, asking if she wanted to get together that night, and it made her wonder if the woman had heard her door open and close. She was a neighbor, after all. Deciding to test that theory, Logan walked down the hallway and knocked on the door. It opened instantly.
“Hi,” the woman said. “I thought I heard you heading out for the night.”
“I’m going to work,” Logan told her.
“Can you spare an hour?” she asked.
“Has it ever taken an hour?” Logan asked back.
The neighbor laughed, shaking her head, and opened the door wider for her. Logan walked into her apartment and closed it behind her. When she turned around, she watched the woman remove her shirt, revealing the small breasts beneath. Her pants came next, and she kicked them off along with her white cotton panties. With her, Logan didn’t need to be aggressive or demanding. This woman didn’t want commands to come or to be taken hard and fast from behind. She liked it fast and a little hard at times, yes, but she just liked what Logan could do to her body.
Logan removed her own shirt and kicked off her jeans but left her boxer briefs on as she usually did.
“God, I love your body,” the woman said, running her hands over Logan’s chest before she took a nipple into her mouth.
Logan closed her eyes, allowing herself this small bit of pleasure, before she lifted the woman’s head and backed her up until they were at her sofa, where Logan sat down and was straddled a second later. Logan knew her neighbor liked kissing, so she let her slowly work up the kiss until she pulled out of it. She’d been cupping the woman’s ass and moving her hips back and forth, building her up before she slipped a hand between her legs and did the one thing she was good at. Logan moved inside her, and the woman began rocking against her, lifting up and dropping down on Logan’s long fingers that she curled inside.
“Oh, yes,” the woman moaned.
Logan sucked on her nipple and let her thumb press into the woman’s clit. It didn’t take long. It never did. When the woman’s hips rocked faster, Logan took her other nipple into her mouth, pushing the thought of the casino out of her mind.
“Fuck! Yes! Mark me, Logan.”
Logan let her free hand move to her neighbor’s back, and she scratched her short nails down it, hearing the woman hiss. She pushed the sounds of the machines with their bells, whistles, and videos talking to her, telling her to place her bet, out of her head.
“Again,” the woman requested.
Logan repeated the movement, giving her everything she was asking for because it was easy. This was easy. This part she had no problem with. She scratched a little harder, and the woman came against her hand. Logan pushed the feel of the chips, which she used to run her fingertips around and around before she flipped them between her thumb and forefinger, out of her mind, focusing on the sounds the woman she was currently fucking made, and that helped. Her mind calmed. The sights and sounds of her addiction left, and she let go of the nipple and let the woman come down. With an arm still around her neck, Logan pulled out of her and held on to her hips.
“God, you are so good at that,” her neighbor told her with her eyes closed. “Want to go to my room now? I’ve got a new vibe I’d love to try on you.”
“Next time,” Logan said and patted her ass.
“You say that every time,” the woman replied but took the hint, shifting until she was off Logan and lying on the sofa. “It’s charged and ready, probably just like you are right now.”
“Yeah,” Logan said without emotion and stood, trying not to think about the poker game she used to go to and how the cash always felt in her pocket when she’d actually won a few hands.
“We can go again. I just need a minute. Whatever you want,” the woman told her.
“I’ve got to get to work,” she replied before she picked her clothes up off the floor and put them back on.
“You drive for Lyft. I think you can spare ten minutes to make me come again. I’ll let you do anything.”
Logan knew she didn’t really mean it. She had women who did, and if she told them she wanted something specific, they’d let her have it, but her neighbor wasn’t really one of those women. She would be the kind to tell Logan that they could do something, and they’d start, causing Logan to get all hot and bothered, but the woman would take it all back, saying it was too much or she wasn’t into it, after all. Logan would stop, of course. She would never press; she wasn’t that kind of person. Besides, she only did this because the few seconds of pleasure she gave another woman kept her from thinking about what she really wanted to do.
“Next time,” she repeated, slipping back into her shoes. “And I need the cash, so I’ve got to go.”
“Why haven’t I ever seen you totally naked?” the neighbor asked as she reached between her own legs. “You could just stand there and watch, if you want. Looking at you will make me come. Or, you could touch yourself, too, while you watch me.”
Logan did watch her as she started to stroke herself, and it was hot, but she didn’t want to touch herself.
“I’ve got to go. Next–”
“Don’t say, ‘Next time,’ if you don’t mean it.”
Logan nodded and said, “I’ll see you around.”
A few seconds later, she was at the door, pulling it open, when she heard one moan after another. She closed the door behind her and went back to her own apartment in order to wash her hands. She thought about taking care of the aching need between her legs, but she didn’t. Instead, she walked to her car, got in, and opened an app, scrolling for women who might be interested in hooking up. Yes, she’d just had sex, but it was way too brief. It had only taken her mind off chips, cards, and the sights and sounds on the riverboat for a few minutes.
When the slot machines in Vegas made the sound of coins falling at her feet, even though they used cards and all the winnings were loaded on them, Logan felt the weight of the world fall away from her shoulders. She would order another drink, press the buttons again, and let the coin sound take her away. Of course, more often than not, she had lost money. Going to a casino with a hundred bucks and losing all of it had been a common occurrence. Then again, playing poker on her phone for real money and losing most of it, if not all, had also been a common occurrence, and Logan had discovered that after a night of losing her money at a casino, sex went a long way to make her feel better. It distracted her from the fact that she wanted to go back and try again.
While scrolling, she saw a profile of a woman she’d met once on the riverboat. That night, Logan had gotten a little too drunk and had lost two thousand dollars. The woman had worked as the waitress for the casino, bringing her the drinks, and Logan had flirted, lying to her and telling her that she had won five grand. The night had turned into Logan fucking her in the bathroom and letting the woman fuck her in return. It had been two years ago now, and that had been the last time she had been touched by another woman. The saddest part about that night was that she didn’t really even remember most of it.
Logan hadn’t been a big drinker on nights when she gambled, preferring to keep her head about her when money was involved, but that night, she’d been down a lot already, and one drink had led to another. That had then led to the bathroom stall, where they hadn’t exactly been alone. She remembered pressing the woman up against the wall and sliding inside, making her come hard before she’d gotten down on her knees and sucked her until she came again. She remembered hearing someone clear their throat from outside their stall, but she hadn’t stopped. She’d unbuttoned and unzipped her own pants and shoved the woman’s hand in there. She even remembered the woman eagerly stroking her, but she couldn’t remember how it felt. She assumed she’d come, but she couldn’t recall. The next thing she remembered was being at home in bed, alone and still down two thousand dollars.
Logan scrolled past the woman’s profile and closed the app before she opened the Lyft app and found a ride.
Four hours of driving later, she was ready for a break, so she stopped for some fried chicken and sweet tea and ate it in her car, hoping the air freshener she had hanging from her rearview mirror would help cover the smell for her next passenger. Then, she picked up her next ride and another and another until she was exhausted and decided she needed to call it a night.
Around four in the morning, she was in her bed, staring up at her ceiling, which had leaked prior to her moving in. The orangish stain sometimes looked to her like a cloud, and other times, a little bit like Rob Lowe, which she thought was a little weird but let that thought take her away to sleep.
◆◆◆
 
“Logan, wake up.”
Logan heard the voice, but being half asleep, she didn’t understand what was going on, so she opened her eyes and saw Ava standing over her bed.
“What?”
“It’s ten in the morning,” Ava said.
“I got in at four,” Logan grumbled, rolling over onto her back.
“Cover up your boobs,” Ava told her, looking away.
“It’s nothing you haven’t seen before,” she replied.
“I thought we were going to lunch.”
“We are. You just said it’s ten in the morning. When do you usually have lunch?”
“I was thinking it would be more of a brunch thing,” Ava replied.
“If it was brunch, we would have said brunch,” Logan argued as she sat up.
“Well, can you get dressed, and we have brunch instead? I’m already here.”
“Yeah, making demands,” she said as she stood.
“Logan, you’re naked!” Ava exclaimed, averting her eyes again.
“Yeah, I slept naked last night. It was hot in here, and the AC sucks when it does work.” She pointed to the window unit. “I need a shower.”
“I can wait,” Ava replied as she sat on Logan’s bed.
Logan took in her ex-girlfriend. They had been friends first and had only dated for a short time before Ava had ended things when Logan had messed up one too many times. Since then, though, after a year of not talking, they had managed to get their friendship back, at least. Ava turned her face toward the small TV resting on a few empty crates in the corner of the room. She was wearing a nice dress, which wasn’t unusual for her. Ava had always been much more put-together than Logan had ever been, and there was just something about a prim and proper woman that drove Logan crazy.
“Do you want to join me?” she offered.
“Huh?” Ava asked, turning to her but only looking into Logan’s eyes.
“In the shower.”
“What? No,” Ava replied, crossing her legs.
Logan knew what that meant because Ava had always done that when she was trying to avoid thinking about sex. She’d used to do it before they’d gotten together, and after they’d started dating, Logan began to recognize it as a signal that Ava didn’t even know she was giving off. Logan smirked at her, knowing that Ava could probably use an orgasm. She looked more uptight than usual.
“Come on. One time,” she said. “I’ll do that thing you used to like.”
“Logan…” Ava said softly. “We don’t do that anymore.”
Logan knelt in front of her, placed her hands on Ava’s knees, and gave Ava the expression that she knew would undo her.
“You really don’t want to?” she asked. “How long has it been for you?”
“Two months,” Ava shared.
“Poor baby,” she teased and pushed Ava’s legs apart.
“What are you doing?” Ava asked.
“We can just do this, Ava. It doesn’t have to be anything more. Just sex.”
“We haven’t done this since we broke up, Logan, and there’s a reason for that.”
Logan looked down and licked her lips, noticing Ava’s lacy panties and breathing in her scent for the first time in forever.
“You’re ready, Ava. I can tell. How long have you been like this?”
“A minute,” Ava said and swallowed.
“We were really good at this part,” Logan reminded her.
“So? We’re friends. Come on. Take your shower.”
“You’re not exactly closing your legs or trying to stop me at all, Ava.”
“Fuck,” Ava whispered, giving in.
Logan smirked again and pressed a hand to Ava’s stomach, giving her a little push until Ava was on her back.
“This is a bad idea,” Ava said.
“Tell me no, then,” Logan replied.
“I don’t really want to. I hate that I don’t want to, but I don’t.”
“Then, this is a really good idea,” Logan surmised and leaned forward to lick her over her underwear.
“God,” Ava let out at the touch. “I’m so fucking horny. How did you know?”
“The leg thing,” Logan explained and licked her again before she reached for the hem of Ava’s panties and pulled them down and then off, letting them drop to the floor next to her. “You squeezed your thighs.”
“You always could tell,” Ava replied.
Logan leaned in and licked her properly now, tasting the familiarity and wanting more. She licked her again and again, listening to Ava’s sounds, which she hadn’t heard in years.
“We can’t…” Ava began. “Do this…” She gasped when Logan started to suck on her. “Again. Only once, Logan. I’m really horny right now and… once.”
“Why only once when it feels this good?” Logan asked, pausing her sucking to be able to lick and flick her tongue over Ava’s clit.
“One time,” Ava repeated. “Logan, only… this time.”
Logan wasn’t sure why they couldn’t do this again if they were doing it now, but she sucked on Ava’s clit until Ava was squeezing those thighs around her head and coming hard, how she used to when Logan did that to her. In those few minutes, Logan didn’t think about gambling or her past mistakes. She just enjoyed listening to Ava’s pleasure sounds fill the room. When Ava came down, Logan shifted back on her heels, and Ava slowly leaned up on her elbows and looked down at her, still trying to catch her breath.
“I’m seeing someone,” she admitted.
“What?” Logan asked.
“It’s new.”
“You said it had been two months,” Logan noted and wiped her chin.
“It has been. We’re long-distance. She was in town a couple of months ago and comes back next week. I didn’t tell you about her because we’re not official or anything. We’re dating. She lives in Montana and comes to New Orleans once a quarter.”
“You’re not together?”
“Not technically. We’re seeing how it goes.”
“Then, what’s the problem?” Logan asked as she pushed Ava’s legs apart once more. “Can you come again?”
“Logan…” Ava said.
“What? You’re just dating, Ava. I want to do this with you. Will you let me?”
“Where is this coming from?” Ava asked her as she slid back a little, making it harder for Logan to touch her now, but not impossible.
“I woke up horny. You did, too, apparently,” she said.
“And that’s all this was?”
“Yeah. What else would it be?”
“We dated.”
“For five months a long time ago. I don’t want you back, Ava. I just wanted to fuck you.”
Ava nodded and asked, “Do I get to fuck you?”
Logan didn’t say anything. She climbed on top of Ava and put her hand on the woman’s inner thigh.
“Just let me go inside. I’ll make it good.”
Ava stared at her in confusion and said, “You’ll make it good? Logan, I don’t need you to make it good. What is going on with you?”
“Nothing,” she deflected and moved off her. “If you don’t want to, it’s fine. I’m going to hop in the shower.”
“No, don’t do that. Talk to me, Logan,” Ava replied. “Have you been going to meetings?”
“What? How did we get to that?”
Logan quickly walked into her bathroom to turn on the water in the shower.
“You’re acting weird. You just went down on me for the first time in years.”
“You looked like you could use it, and I woke up–”
“Horny? Yeah, I got that part.” Ava stood as well before she asked, “If I got in that shower with you, would you let me make you come?”
“I’m going to clean up,” Logan told her, not answering the question. “Do you still want to go to brunch or lunch?”
“That’s what I thought,” Ava said, nodding, before she picked her panties off the floor, slid them back on, and added, “I’m going to go.”
“I thought we were–”
“Logan, you’re doing that thing where you don’t actually talk to me or tell me anything. You stall, delay, change the subject, and pretend we aren’t talking about anything in particular, when you just had your mouth around my clit and I told you that I’m seeing someone.”
“You said you’re not together. What’s the big deal?”
“It could lead there,” Ava replied.
“Then, let it lead there. I told you that I don’t want to get back together. Me fucking you in the shower doesn’t have to be a big deal. It can be just sex if we want it to be. You need it. I want it.”
“I think you’ve got that backward, Logan,” Ava said. “I’m going to go. I’ll call you later to check on you, okay?”
“I don’t need you to–”
“Yes, you do,” Ava interrupted her. “And go to a damn meeting, Logan. God, I can’t believe–” She shook her head.
Logan rolled her eyes and climbed into the shower.
“I hate that you’re the fucking sexiest woman I’ve ever seen!” Ava said loudly enough to be heard through the water running. “You know that, right?”
“Yes, I know that!” Logan yelled back.
“Well, good,” Ava replied.
Logan didn’t hear anything after that, so she scrubbed her face and turned the water all the way to scalding, needing it to help distract her from the fact that she might have just messed up the best and, really, only friendship she had these days.



CHAPTER 6
Candace looked at her phone, likely checking the clock for the thousandth time, and said, “It’s time.”
Rory just got done wiping the bar off one final time. It was spotless, but her best friend was nervous and had asked if she’d wipe it down again.
“Let’s do it,” she replied.
Candace opened the front door to the bar and used the doorstop to keep it that way. She had bought a sign that she could hang on the door to indicate that they were open, and she hung it on the nail before she turned back to Rory and smiled wide.
“Don’t forget the sidewalk sign,” Rory reminded her.
“Shit. Yeah.”
Candace quickly moved around the door to where she had stored the sidewalk sign that she’d bought to promote the opening specials and carried it outside. After she placed it on the edge of the sidewalk, she walked back in and stood about ten feet from the door.
“I don’t think you’ll get a lot of customers if you stand there watching the door like that,” Rory pointed out.
“I put up flyers and advertised on Yelp and local New Orleans sites. No one’s here.”
“It’s been open for, like, twenty seconds. Let’s give it at least a minute before you file for bankruptcy, okay?”
“Sorry,” Candace replied. “I’m just going a little crazy. Keith was supposed to be here already, and he’s the one who usually calms me down.”
“I know. And he’s still coming, right? He’s just going to be late.”
“Yes. He won’t get here until after eight, though,” Candace said and sighed as she sat on one of the barstools. “What do I do if there are no customers?”
“I don’t know; teach me how to make a few cool drinks while we wait?” Rory suggested. “If no one shows up after that, we can drink them and take a bus home.”
Candace put her head on the bar and grunted.
“Was I crazy for doing this? I’m crazy, right? What do I know about running a bar?”
“Probably a lot since your uncle taught you everything you know. Plus, you went to school to be a bartender. Also, just remember: you didn’t have to take out a business loan. You didn’t put up your life savings, Candace. If this doesn’t work out, it’ll be awful, and it’ll hurt for a while, yes, but you can rebound.”
“I wish I were gay or at least bi – I’d be all over you, Rory Winter.” Candace lifted her head. “Where is my boyfriend, anyway? He’s supposed to be here to order the first drink.”
Rory shook off the whole gay comment and said, “I know. In his absence, I can order it. I’d like a Tom Collins, please.” She smiled at her friend.
“Do you even know what a Tom Collins is?” Candace asked, laughing.
“No,” she admitted, laughing, too.
“Thank you,” Candace said then. “Really. Thank you for everything. I wouldn’t be here without you. You know that, right?”
“You don’t have to thank me,” Rory told her. “That’s what friends are for.”
“If you need a study buddy or something to do with social work later that I’m legally able to help with, I’m there. And no matter what, you get free drinks for as long as this place is open.”
“Then, who’s going to pay for the first drink in this place?” Rory joked.
“Ugh!” Candace’s head went back to the bar.
“Hi.”
Rory looked up and saw Jill standing in the doorway.
“Hey! Come on in! We’re open.” Candace perked up and stood quickly, trying to pull herself together. “Oh,” she added with slightly less enthusiasm once she realized that it was Jill, who had helped out the other night and had been offered free drinks as a result. “Hey, Jill.”
Rory laughed and said, “Hi, Jill.”
Jill walked in and sat down on the barstool next to the one Candace had been sitting on moments earlier.
“Can I get a margarita on the rocks with extra salt?” she asked Rory, who was still behind the bar.
“Sure,” she replied.
“I’ve got it,” Candace said and moved through the half door to switch places with her. “You sit down and study. This bar is more like a library than a bar right now, so you can have some peace and quiet. Top-shelf?” she asked Jill.
“What? No way,” Jill replied. “I can’t afford that. I’m a tour guide.”
“You get free drinks for helping,” Candace reminded as she began pulling the glass out, along with a fresh lime.
“I’m paying,” Jill told her. “I can’t have you going into debt because I take advantage of this whole free drink thing. It’s your opening. Give me a free drink in a few months when it’s crazy busy in here.”
“Hey, we’re here,” Sophie announced, walking in with Bridgette and Monica in tow. “Point me in the direction of the alcohol. I miss my girlfriend.”
“This place looks great,” Bridgette said. “Babe, drink?” she asked Monica as she pulled out a barstool for her.
“Wine?” Monica said to Candace. “Red. Whatever you have.”
“Bridgette?” Candace asked as she continued to make Jill’s margarita.
“Beer. Abita.”
Rory carried her backpack over to one of the tables and let her new friends talk while she got some studying in. She hoped the bar was about to fill up, but if it didn’t, she could at least get some work done and be here to help comfort Candace until Keith got here.
“Hey, everyone.”
Rory recognized that voice as Melinda’s, so she looked up and saw her walk in with her fiancée. Kyle waved at her, and both women sat on the available barstools next to each other. Candace was all smiles while she mixed the drinks, and Rory knew that her best friend already felt better, but a few friends drinking here, even nightly, wasn’t nearly enough to keep the place afloat for long, which would be a concern soon since Candace only really had enough money to start the place up, not keep it going forever without steady business and a few really good nights mixed in there.
When Linden and Asher showed up a few minutes later, Candace got busy making their drinks as well, and Rory knew that the whole group would pay for their beverages tonight to support what Candace was trying to do. She had no idea how she’d stumbled into a group of friends like this, but she felt lucky. These women were all still very new to Rory, and she was really only somewhat close in age to Jill and Melinda – maybe Bridgette, too – but it didn’t seem to matter. They treated her like a new friend, and she liked them for that.
“Hey. Why are you all the way over here?” Linden asked as she sat down across from her.
“Oh. I’m just getting some studying in. Candace’s boyfriend was supposed to be here to help her open, but he’s running behind. I’m mainly here for emotional support and to help behind the bar if she needs me.”
“Should I leave you alone, then? I always forget; what are you in school for?” Linden asked and took a drink of her beer.
“Social work. I’m in my first year of grad school.”
“You’re a better person than me. I couldn’t do that job. I plan weddings for pretty well-off people most of the time. That, I can do.”
“I think it’s going to be hard some days, yeah, but it’ll be worth it. I want to help. There are so many underserved parts of our community here, and a lot of them have children who need help, resources, and guidance. I want to do that if I can.”
“She’s a saint,” Candace noted, apparently overhearing their conversation. “She has given up almost all of her time these past few weeks to help me here while she works as a nanny and is going to school full-time.”
“Well, I think she gets all the free drinks, then,” Asher suggested. “You don’t have one.” She nodded toward Rory.
“Not really a big drinker.” Rory shrugged a shoulder.
“Want a beer?” Candace asked her.
“I’m driving.”
“I’ll make Keith drive you home when he gets here if you’re tipsy. It’s literally the least he could do since he didn’t get here on time.”
“Who’s Keith?” Jill asked.
“Oh, my boyfriend. He lives in a far-off land that, apparently, exists outside of the space-time continuum because he couldn’t manage to figure out how to get here on time for a very important day for me.”
Rory laughed and looked up when she heard footsteps. Two guys who looked to be in their mid-thirties walked in, and they took a look around as if trying to figure out if they wanted to drink here.
“Hey. Come on in,” Candace welcomed them. “What can I get you?”
“Heineken. Tap, if you have it,” one of them said.
“Corona,” the other one added.
“Lime?” Candace asked.
“Yeah. Two, please.”
Having placed their order at the bar, the guys went to sit down in one of the booths that lined the far wall.
Rory smiled as she watched her happy friend work on their drinks. Something was telling her that Candace would want to walk the beers out to her first real customers herself, so she didn’t offer, and when Candace was done, she walked past her with a wink. Rory smiled back at her, and her eyes kept moving until they arrived at the front door again.
“Wow,” she whispered.
Standing in the doorway was the woman from the other night, with her short brown hair and deep brown eyes that seemed to go so well with her tan or maybe caramel skin. It was her, the woman who had made her turn red and not know how to use words.
“What can I get for you?” Candace asked her when she noticed her.
“Oh. I’m here for an interview,” the woman told her.
Candace turned her wrist, as if expecting a watch to be there, and said, “You’re early, I think. Right?”
“Yeah. Sorry. I just figured it would be better to be early than late, and traffic gets a little crazy this time of day,” the woman replied.
“Well, if you can give me just a minute, we can talk.” Candace motioned with an open palm for an open table that was right in front of Rory’s.
Rory watched it happen and gulped as the woman got closer. When their eyes met, the gorgeous brunette gave her a little nod, and Rory had to look down at her open textbook and clear her throat.
“I think I saw you the other day. Right?” the woman spoke.
Rory looked up, realizing that she was talking to her.
“Uh… Yeah,” she said and nodded for some reason.
“Logan,” the woman introduced herself.
“Okay,” Rory replied.
The woman she now knew was named Logan looked at her a little strangely.
“Oh. I’m Rory. Well, technically, my name is Aurora. That’s really formal, though, and somehow, it got shortened to Rory over the years, so that’s what I go by. Rory Winter. Just Rory.”
Logan smirked at her. Yes, it was a smirk. It was sexy, which meant it was too intense for Rory to see, so she diverted her gaze back to Candace, who was behind the bar.
“Hey, can you watch the bar for me while I interview Logan here?” Candace requested.
“Yup. Yup. No problem.”
Rory stood and quickly got behind the bar, where it was safe because there was an entire barrier between them now, and she could at least distract herself by making drinks if anyone ordered them.
“Thanks,” Candace replied, laughing a little. “It’ll just be a minute. It’s for the bartender opening.”
“No problem,” Rory said and nodded again.
Candace walked around the bar and presented Logan with a glass of water before their interview started.
“She’s hot,” Jill noted.
“She is?” Melinda asked her.
“You’re taken – almost married, in fact – but some of us are still looking for our Miss Right. So, look at her with those eyes and not the ones you stare at Kyle with.”
Melinda laughed and said, “Sure. She’s attractive, yeah.” She shrugged a shoulder.
“She’s hot; I’ll admit it,” Asher added.
“Excuse me,” Linden chimed in from her spot next to her girlfriend.
“I love you, but she’s hot,” Asher told her.
“But I’m hot, too, right?” Linden asked softly.
Asher laughed and said, “You are the hottest, babe.”
The night went on, and three men walked in, followed by a man and a woman. Rory asked them what they wanted before they sat down, and to her relief, four of them ordered beers, and one of them ordered a gin and tonic. That Rory could handle. She made the drinks and walked them over to the table with the man and woman.
“You have food, right?” the man asked her.
“Yes. Appetizers, mostly. The menu is over there if you need it.” Rory pointed to the menu standing on the table.
He picked it up, glanced at it for a second, and asked, “Can we get the potato skins and the nachos?”
“Sure,” she replied and walked toward Candace. “They want food, and I don’t know how to do that.”
“Just yell at Mickey in the back. He’ll make it for you. I’ll put it into the system in a minute,” Candace said. “This is Logan, by the way. She’s bartended before. Lots of experience.”
“Okay. Gotta go now. Bye,” Rory blurted out quickly and hurried off because she could not look at that woman, who was maybe the sexiest woman she’d ever seen in her life.
Minutes later, she was back behind the bar, trying not to stare at Logan, who was still in her interview, but it was really hard to focus on doing anything but looking over at her every chance she got.
“Rory, can I get another beer?” Bridgette asked.
“Sure,” she said and popped the top on another Abita before she slid the bottle over the bar to Bridgette.
Then, she looked around at the customers to see if any of them needed anything but noticed Logan walking toward the front door. In the meantime, Candace made her way back behind the bar and started typing things into the computer.
“Hey, how did it go?” Rory asked.
“Oh, good.”
“Yeah?”
“I’ll hire her. She has good experience. I actually know where she used to work. I’m going to call the manager over there, and if they give her the all-clear, I’ll hire her.”
“That’s it? No more interviews or references?”
“I didn’t interview you or check your references,” Candace replied. “Should I have?”
“You’re my number one reference. It’s you. Then, Stacey and Simon. I think you’ll find them saying that I always make the most delicious dinners in twenty minutes or less and give them more TV time than their other babysitters.”
Candace laughed and said, “I’ll get the food from the back. Can you watch the bar for another minute?”
“No problem,” Rory replied as her eyes went to the door, where she hoped to find Logan still standing there, but she was already gone.



CHAPTER 7
She had gotten the job. Well, sort of. Her old boss had been called and asked to act as a reference, and he’d texted her to let her know that he had given her a good one. Then, Candace had called and asked if she could come in tonight on a probationary basis. Logan would need to demonstrate her ability to make a few drinks, serve them, and be polite to guests, and should that go well, she would officially get the job. She knew how to bartend, so that wouldn’t be a problem, and she could turn on the charm when she needed it. Hopefully, that would lead to some good tips, but until then, she’d keep up the Lyft driving whenever she had the time to supplement the income from the bar. If it turned out that the bar didn’t pay enough or otherwise didn’t work out, she would quit and find something else.
At thirty years old, Logan was so far behind where she once thought she would be. Planning to follow in her father’s footsteps and take over his electrical, plumbing, heating, and air business from him after she got all of her certifications and several years under her belt, she had instead managed to bankrupt it and put it out of business. Her father had had to return to his job as a master plumber for another company. He made good money, but because she’d gambled his business and life savings away, he’d be working well past retirement age, and he still had her debts to pay off until she could get the money to pay him back herself, which she was working on. At this rate, it would take her the rest of her life, but she was determined to try to make up for everything she had done to her family over the years as a result of her addiction.
Logan hadn’t thought to ask about any kind of dress code for the bar, but it had seemed pretty casual the other night, so she went with what she would normally wear and left the apartment. Opening and closing the door slowly so as to not make any noise, she made it out to her car without her neighbor asking her if this could be their next time. Then, she drove to the bar, arriving about five minutes early, but she still had to find parking. Thankfully, a car was pulling out about a block away, so Logan took that spot and walked quickly, not wanting to be late on her first probationary day at her new job. When her hookup app pinged with a notification, she checked her phone and saw that she had a message request. She’d have to deal with that later as she was pulling open the door to the bar now, which was probably closed because the bar wasn’t open yet.
“Hey,” Candace greeted her while she placed salt and pepper shakers on a table.
“Hi,” Logan said.
“We have a back door for employees that you can use, if you want. Not a requirement; just letting you know that it’s there. Parking around here isn’t great, but there are about ten spots behind the bar that all the businesses on this street use. If you get here early enough, you can park back there. Basically, most of the businesses on this street close up shop around five, and people start going home around six, so if you manage to get here around then, you might get lucky.”
“Cool. Thanks,” Logan replied. “What would you like me to do first?”
“Tonight, I’ll pay you by the hour, cash in hand, and you can keep any of your tips, obviously. If it works out, I’ll get you a time card, and we’ll put the paperwork in. It’s Saturday night, so it might get busy.”
“I’ve worked in the Quarter, so I’m good with busy,” she said.
She didn’t mention that she needed to be busy because it helped her avoid the need that was with her twenty-four-seven.
“Great. We open in thirty minutes, so let’s see how you make a few drinks first. I’ll just have you walk me through it, though, so that we don’t waste the booze for now. Most of the customers I hope to attract here will be beer people, so nothing too fancy, but how are your mixology skills?”
“Not bad,” Logan replied. “I’m not a mixologist or anything – that’s a skill – but I can put a decent drink together, I think.”
“Okay. Let’s get you behind the bar, then,” Candace said and motioned for Logan to follow her.
They spent the next ten minutes going over where things were behind the bar and reviewing the computer system for orders. Logan was familiar with it, so that didn’t take long, and soon, Candace was testing her bartending skills by putting in drink requests. At first, Logan talked her through how she would make a certain drink, locating the ingredients as Candace watched over her, and then, Candace asked her to actually make a couple of drinks, too. The woman nodded after tasting both, so Logan assumed that was a good thing.
After going over a few more logistics, Candace walked Logan into the back, where there was a small kitchen and an even smaller office, and she introduced her to Mickey, the cook who would only be there on the busier nights of the week. Logan would need to learn how to make some of the food items on any day he wasn’t there, but that wouldn’t be too hard because they only had six fairly standard things on the menu, and while some of them were made fresh, others were frozen and easily reheated.
Finally, the door was opened, and Logan was behind the bar, waiting for her first customer and silently hoping that this worked out. She needed this to work out. Not only was it extra money coming in, but it was something to do other than driving. She would be off at one in the morning, which still gave her time to make a few Lyft runs before she would need to get some sleep, and that was her plan until she knew how much, on average, she would be able to pull in here.
The first customer walked in a few minutes later, and he sat in a booth in the corner. Logan wasn’t busy yet, so she walked over to him and asked him what he would like. As expected, he ordered a beer, and she brought it out for him. The man sat there, looking around the bar, while he sipped his beer. He didn’t pull out a phone or seem like he was waiting for someone, so Logan figured he might want to strike up a conversation with the bartender.
If he had, though, wouldn’t he have sat at the bar?
“Nice night, huh?” she asked loudly, testing the waters.
“Yeah,” he said and gave her a small smile. “I like this time of year. Not too hot yet.”
“Exactly,” she said. “Thank God for air conditioning, right?”
The man let out a deep chuckle in response, and two more customers walked in. They sat at a table and ordered beers, so she brought it out to them, and when she returned to the bar, she noticed another person sitting at a table. It was Rory from the previous night, sitting there with books that didn’t look like light reading, from what Logan could tell, and she was wearing a sundress. This woman was wearing a sundress in a local New Orleans pub, with a stack of books in front of her. She looked so out of place that it was actually pretty adorable.
“Hey,” Logan said to her.
“Oh. Hi,” Rory replied, looking up at Logan and then quickly back down to her book.
“Logan,” she said.
“I remember,” Rory replied and looked back up.
“It’s Rory, right?”
“Yes,” she replied.
“Aurora,” Logan recalled.
Rory shook her head at that, and it was cute, so Logan laughed.
“Don’t call her Aurora. She gets mad,” Candace noted as she walked into the room from the back. “Hey,” she said to Rory.
“Hi. I’ll just sit here in case you need me,” Rory spoke.
“Thank you,” Candace replied with a smile. “Keith will be here later, too, so I think you can probably just hang out tonight if you want.”
“Where is he now?”
“Sleeping. He’s on that overnight schedule at work, so it’s great for a bar owner to have a boyfriend who’s used to being up in the middle of the night, but he didn’t get to sleep until after five. Neither did I, but I have no choice.”
“After five? Why?” Rory asked.
“Rory, he’s my boyfriend who lives hours away… I’m sure you can imagine why we’d be up late when I haven’t seen him in a few weeks.”
“Oh. Right,” Rory said.
When another customer walked in, Candace took care of them while Logan went to clean up the now-vacant table and pick up the cash, including a dollar tip left for her by the man she’d spoken with before. On her way back to the bar, though, Logan decided to stop by Rory’s table because she was curious.
“So, what are you studying?” she asked.
“Social work,” Rory replied.
“That’s cool.”
“Yeah,” Rory said and looked up at her.
“You and Candace have known each other for a while?”
“Since freshman year. We were roomed together in the dorms. She didn’t stay at school long after that because she decided to go to bartending school, but we remained close friends,” Rory explained. “Did you go to bartending school?”
“No,” Logan said with a small laugh. “Uh… I went to a trade school after high school. I was going to get my plumbing and electrical certifications. I got a few of them and put in the years to get a few more.”
“You’re a bartender, a plumber, and an electrician?” Rory asked.
“No. My dad owned a company. I was going to take it over one day when he retired. He’s a master plumber. I was going to work my way up.”
“Was?” Rory asked.
“Didn’t work out,” she said and shrugged a shoulder.
“Sorry,” Rory replied.
So was Logan, but she’d just met this woman, really, so she wasn’t going to reveal her whole life story or look like someone who needed pity because she’d seen that look on Ava’s face the other day after their little encounter, and it had about killed her.
“Can I ask about the dress?” Logan nodded toward it.
“Dress?” Rory asked, confused.
“Yeah. You’re wearing a dress in a bar, which isn’t uncommon, but it’s a nice dress and not really a going-out kind of dress; not one I’m used to seeing around here.”
“Oh,” Rory said with a cute laugh. “I’m a nanny, too. I had classes this morning and worked for one of my families in the evening. I didn’t have time to go home and change.”
“They make you wear a dress to babysit kids?”
“No. Simon, the eleven-year-old I’m helping with, he had a piano recital tonight. He started taking lessons about six months ago, so it was going to be pretty terrible, but I promised him I’d be there.”
“Got it,” Logan said. “And was it?”
“Terrible? Oh, yeah,” Rory replied as she laughed some more. “He forgot about half the song he was supposed to be playing and made the rest of it up. The only entertaining part was when his older sister, who was sitting next to me, started rolling her eyes at him and making comments under her breath about how she was so much further along on the piano when she was his age. They’re ten months apart.”
Logan laughed a little, and she wasn’t sure when she’d last genuinely laughed. She only turned her head when she heard another customer come in.
“I have to…” She hooked her thumb toward them.
“Yeah, of course,” Rory said, understanding.
Logan returned to her spot behind the bar, but she continued to look Rory’s direction every so often, checking to see if she was still there, mostly, but also because Logan was a little intrigued by her, if she was being honest.
The bar got busy, but not by the Quarter’s standards, so she was able to handle it pretty easily. Then, midnight came around, and a woman walked in. She sat at the bar and ordered a martini, which was Logan’s first of the night. Logan placed it in front of her and went back to work, but the customer called her over a few times, obviously flirting with her. Logan figured she would be getting off work soon, so if this woman was interested in something else, she could use the distraction before she started driving for a few hours.
When she turned to see that not only was Rory still there, but she was actually looking over at Logan, something about knowing that Rory was watching her had her thinking that she shouldn’t be flirting with this customer, and she wasn’t sure why. Rory wasn’t her boss, and Candace hadn’t said anything about not flirting with customers. So, around one in the morning, Logan asked the woman if she wanted to hang out after she got off work, and she said yes. Logan collected her tips for the night from Candace and was told that she had gotten the job and they’d fill out the paperwork tomorrow. With cash in her pocket and a woman ready to leave with her, Logan was good to go, but something had her turning to see that Rory was gone now.
“You ready?” she asked the customer.
“Yeah, let’s go,” the woman replied.
Logan knew this woman shouldn’t be driving just yet, so she walked them to her car, and within minutes, they were parked in a church parking lot, which she knew had to be at least ten sins. Still, she had a woman in her passenger’s seat now, and Logan had her hands inside her underwear, flicking her clit back and forth, trying to make the most out of the angles and location as possible. The woman was taking forever to come, though, and Logan’s fingers were getting tired.
“Back seat,” Logan instructed. “Let me fuck you.”
“Yes,” the woman replied and climbed into the back unceremoniously.
Logan followed her and moved on top of her before her fingers returned to where they’d been, and she lowered them, sliding inside and pushing in deep. A few minutes later, the woman was coming beneath her, and Logan was ready to go home and get some sleep instead of picking up any rides for the night.
“God, you’re good at that,” the woman told her as she came down.
“Thanks,” Logan replied.
“I’m glad you picked up on what I wanted tonight.”
“Do you always go into bars and hit on the bartenders?”
“Only the hot ones I want to fuck me, and only a few times,” the woman replied. “Normally, I flirt with other customers.” She smirked up at Logan. “I’d offer to take you back to my place, but my husband is there.” When Logan quirked an eyebrow, the woman asked, “Do you honestly care?”
“No,” Logan replied.
“Your place?”
“No,” she repeated.
“Here again?” the woman asked, lifting up her skirt to make it clear what she wanted.
“Not tonight,” Logan said. “I need to go.”
“Okay. Can’t blame me for asking.”
Minutes later, Logan dropped the woman off back at the bar, where she watched her get into her own car. Then, she drove home and showered the night off her body. As she was falling asleep, she wasn’t thinking about the woman she had just fucked in the back seat of her car but of the one sitting alone at a table in a bar, wearing a white-and-yellow sundress, and how she had looked at her almost sadly when Logan had been flirting with the woman she’d just dropped off.



CHAPTER 8
“I cannot study for another hour,” Enid said. “God, why did I go back to school?”
Rory laughed and took a sip of her iced coffee.
“I had a job. I had a career,” Enid continued.
“Grad school is good,” Rory noted with a nod. “You’ll get a better job.”
“That’s just what they tell you. The reality is none of this matters. We’re all screwed,” Enid said as she closed her book.
Enid Becker had graduated from undergrad with Rory. She was almost a year older and had taken a year off college to backpack through Europe, which had sounded exciting to Rory until Enid had revealed that she’d stayed in hostels with shared bathrooms and had her phone stolen twice. Rory wasn’t much of a risk taker, but beyond that, she didn’t like the idea of having to share a bathroom with strangers.
After college, Enid had gotten a job in Tallahassee and moved there for it. Then, a year later, she had returned. The company she’d just started working for had laid off twenty percent of their staff, including Enid, and she’d been forced to move back in with her parents, which was where she still lived. She’d decided to go to grad school, like Rory, hoping it would get her back on track, but she was still a little bitter about spending money moving to Florida only to have to pay to move herself back because the company hadn’t paid for her to relocate.
Rory could understand that. Enid had thought she was at the beginning of her career, only to have to pack up her life after a year and start all over. She was now getting a master’s degree, which she wasn’t sure she needed, and looking for a new job. It wasn’t the best of situations, but Rory was trying to get her to look on the bright side. Enid was back home, and she loved New Orleans and hadn’t cared much for Tallahassee. That had to be a good thing, right?
“I’m going out tonight. Want to come?” Enid asked.
“Out where?”
“I don’t know. Anywhere.”
“Come to Candace’s place,” Rory suggested.
“I was thinking more of a ladies-only situation, Rory.”
“Oh. Well, there are usually lesbians at Candace’s.”
“What? Why?”
“Um… Remember Linden, the friend I told you about?”
“I guess.”
“She’s gay and has a girlfriend, but they have friends. They’ve stopped by a few times.”
“And are any of them single?”
“Jill is, I believe.”
“Jill?” Enid asked and leaned over the table in the quad they’d been sharing to get some studying done.
“Yeah. She’s about twenty-six or maybe twenty-seven, I think. I haven’t asked.”
“And she’s single?”
“Pretty sure,” Rory said with a nod.
“You aren’t going after her?”
Rory’s eyes went wide, and she shook her head.
“Why not, Rory?”
“Why would I?”
“Are we really not going to talk about it?”
“Enid, there isn’t anything to talk about. That was a long time ago.”
“You kissed me, Rory. You kissed me.”
“It was one time,” she said, looking down at her book.
“But it happened,” Enid pointed out.
“I told you it–”
“Rory, you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to, but have you at least admitted it to yourself?”
Rory sighed and replied, “Yes. Okay?”
“Yeah?”
“I told Candace.”
“You did?” Enid asked. “You told her what?”
Rory leaned in and whispered, “That I’m gay.”
“Yeah?” Enid asked with a wide smile.
“Yes. But no one else knows, and I’m not ready to do a whole thing.”
“Okay. Well, for what it’s worth, I’m glad you told me.”
“Why? It’s not like you kissed me back.”
“I did briefly until I realized it was you.”
“Gee… Thanks,” Rory said sarcastically.
“No, not like that.” Enid laughed. “Just that we were friends.”
“I know. You didn’t feel that way about me.”
“No, but I wish I did, if that counts.”
“Not really, no.”
“So, do you not like this Jill?” Enid changed the subject or, at least, took them to an adjacent one.
“She’s nice, but I don’t really know her.”
“You could get to know her on a date.”
“I don’t want to,” Rory replied.
“Because you’re not really out yet?”
“No, because I don’t feel a thing.”
“What kind of a thing?” Enid asked.
“Sparks.”
“Did you feel sparks for me?”
“Sort of. I just remember thinking that you were pretty and that I shouldn’t be thinking that you’re pretty, and the next second, my lips were on yours.”
Enid chuckled and said, “So, not really sparks, but more curiosity?”
“I guess. It’s hard to explain.” She shrugged a shoulder.
“Well, has anyone else given you these sparks?”
Rory looked down at her book.
“Someone has,” Enid concluded. “Who? Tell me.”
“No one,” Rory replied, still not looking up.
“Oh, no one is definitely someone. Who is it? Do I know her? Is it that girl in your–”
“What? No. She just asked to borrow a pen. I only mentioned her to you because she literally always asks me to borrow a pen, and it’s annoying.”
“Rory,” Enid began and laughed a little. “No one needs that many pens. Did you ever think that she might be trying to get you to talk to her?”
“Why?”
“Maybe she’s trying to flirt.”
“By asking me for a pen every Tuesday and Thursday? I doubt it.”
“Okay. Well, if it’s not pen girl, who is it?”
“I told you, it’s no one.”
“Liar. I bet Candace knows. I think I will go to her bar tonight to see if I can get her to tell me.”
“She doesn’t know anything because there’s nothing to know.”
“Oh, you are a terrible liar.” Enid laughed.
“Why do people always say that like it’s a bad thing?”
“It’s not. But if you’re going to be hiding this big secret about yourself for a long time, you’ll want to get better at it.”
“I don’t plan on doing it for a long time. I think I want to maybe kiss someone who’s actually interested in kissing me back first. That’s all.”
“So, who is she?”
“I don’t know. I need to meet her, Enid.”
“No, the woman you’re pretending doesn’t exist.”
“Will you just stop?” Rory said and laughed.
“You’re safe for now because I need to get to class, but I’m not dropping this. I’ll figure it out eventually or get it out of you somehow.” Enid stood and packed up her things. “I’ll see you later?”
“Yeah, later,” Rory said.
She watched Enid walk off and checked the time on her phone. She was technically done with classes for the day, but she had some time left before she needed to get to work, so she stood up and packed her things, too, deciding to drive over to the bar and make sure that Keith was still there to help. Earlier, Candace had texted that he’d been keen to get back home, which kind of ticked Rory off. He’d promised Candace that he would be there for her to help get the bar open, but he had been late, and now, he needed to get back home for some reason.
“Hey. What are you doing here?” Candace asked when Rory got to the bar and found her putting some glasses away.
“Just stopping by real quick,” she replied. “Everything okay?”
Candace stopped what she was doing and said, “You’re checking on Keith, aren’t you?”
“Is he here?”
“He’s in back, Rory. I put him to work. You don’t have to check on me, you know?”
“He made promises. I’m just making sure he’s keeping them.”
“He’s my boyfriend,” Candace replied. “But I appreciate you looking out for me.”
“Why did he want to go home early?”
“Work. They called to see if he could work a shift tonight. I told him that I needed him here and reminded him that he had requested this time off for a reason.”
“Good,” Rory said. “So, I’m going to work, but do you need me later? I can stop by.”
“Up to you. I have Keith, and Logan is in tonight.”
“Logan?” she said for some reason.
“Yeah. I hired her. She was actually in earlier to fill out the paperwork and everything.”
“Cool. That’s cool,” Rory replied. “Enid might come in later.”
“Oh, nice. I haven’t seen her in a while.”
“Yeah, she said she might. So, she might not.”
“Okay. Will I see you?”
“Maybe. I don’t know how tired I’ll be after the Simon tornado.”
Candace laughed and said, “Oh, you left a book here, by the way. I put it on the desk in the office for you.”
“Thanks. I didn’t realize.”
“I’ll see you later,” Candace replied and went back to putting glasses away as Rory headed into the back office to pick up her book.
“Hey,” she said to Keith, who was hunched over the desk on Candace’s laptop. “Heard you were trying to make a break for it.”
“Huh?” he said, looking up at her.
“Leaving early when Candace really needs you here.”
“Oh, no. It’s not…” Keith paused and looked around her at the open door. “Can you close that?”
“Okay,” Rory agreed and closed it.
“Can you keep a secret? I mean it. You can’t tell Candace.”
“What’s going on, Keith?” she asked, crossing her arms over her chest.
“I’ve been working extra hours, Rory. There’s a reason.”
“Do you need money or something?”
“Yes. For an engagement ring,” he replied. “I want to ask Candace to marry me.”
“Really?” she asked. “Finally.”
Keith smiled and said, “I want to be able to afford the perfect ring for her, so I’ve been saving up, but my parents needed to borrow some money, and my savings took a hit. I’m trying to work more to compensate for what I had to lend them, and I get overtime pay if I have to come in when I’ve already requested off and it was approved. So, it would’ve helped a lot, but she needs me here. I’m here.”
“That’s great, Keith. Honestly, she has no idea.”
“Oh, I know. She yelled at me when I mentioned wanting to go back to pick up some more hours. But she’s the only woman I want yelling at me.” He laughed.
“Do you know how you’ll do it?”
“I have an idea, yeah. I’m trying to save up a little more so that I can move here, too. I want to quit my job there; it just might take me a minute to find a new one here. I’ve been looking, though.”
“I know,” Rory said.
“I want something reliable. I think this bar will be successful, don’t get me wrong, but if it’s not, I want us to have something to fall back on.”
“I’ll keep your secret. Just keep in mind that the longer you don’t explain yourself to her, the more yelling you’ll have to deal with.”
Keith laughed and replied, “I know. But I want it to be a surprise. I think Candace thinks that we’ve been together so long now, I might not ever ask.”
“Candace loves you. She just wants you to have more time together.”
“So do I.” Keith sighed. “I’m trying.”
“Keep trying. You’ll get there.” Rory reached over and grabbed her book from the desk. “I’ve got to go to work, but I’m happy for you.”
“She’s got to say yes first,” he replied.
“Candace only ever wants to yell at you forever.” Rory winked at him.
Keith laughed again, and Rory thought that maybe she had helped him release a little of his visible tension before she walked out of the office, leaving the door open behind her. She said a quick goodbye to Candace, trying not to look her in the eye as she headed out toward the front because she couldn’t already ruin Keith’s surprise, and she promptly bumped into someone in the open doorway leading outside.
“Sorry,” she said, looking up. “Oh.”
“Oh, hi,” Logan replied. “My fault.”
“No, I wasn’t looking where I was going. My fault.”
“You’re leaving?” Logan asked.
“Work.”
“Babysitting?”
“Yeah. Just for a few hours tonight.”
“Cool,” Logan replied and moved out of the way. “Are you coming in later?”
“Uh… I don’t know.”
Logan nodded and said, “I’m working an earlier shift tonight. That’s why I’m here already. Candace wanted to teach me how to open.”
“Have fun,” she replied and couldn’t believe she’d just said that.
“No spots in the back?” Candace asked loudly.
“No, I checked,” Logan said over Rory’s shoulder.
“Me too. I had to park in the front,” Rory added.
“Do you need help?” Logan asked.
“With what?”
“Your books,” Logan replied, looking down at the one book Rory was holding.
“My books?”
“Did you just ask if you could carry her books?” Candace asked with a laugh.
“It’s a textbook. It looked heavy,” Logan said. “Never mind.” She shook her head.
“Okay,” Rory replied. “I’ve got to go now.”
“I’ll see you around.”
“Probably here. She’s here every night,” Candace added.
“Don’t you have glasses to clean or something?” Rory remarked, turning around to glare at her friend.
“Actually, I think that’s my job,” Logan said. “But I’ll see you later.”
Candace looked at Rory as if she’d just figured something out, and Rory hoped that Enid wouldn’t be stopping by tonight, after all.
“Have a good night,” she said to Logan. “I wish you nice customers and good tips.”
Logan looked at her like that was a weird thing to say and replied, “Thanks.”
Rory lowered her head in embarrassment and walked onto the sidewalk.
“Idiot,” she whispered to herself.
She’d watched Logan flirting with a woman at the bar last night, and it had been pretty obvious what had been going on between them. Logan had likely taken the woman home with her, or they’d at least gone for a drink after she’d gotten off work. Rory didn’t like thinking about that, so she tried to push what she’d seen of the two of them out of her mind. She wasn’t just jealous, though. There was something more to it than she could put her finger on.
“Hey!”
Rory turned around and saw Logan jogging toward her. Had she dropped something? She looked around on the sidewalk. Had she stepped in something that Logan had noticed?
“Hi,” she said.
“Candace said this was yours. She forgot to give it to you.” Logan held out some cash. “From working, I guess.”
“Why wouldn’t she just give it to me when I came by later?” Rory asked and took the money.
“No idea. She just asked me to catch up to you.” Logan paused. “So, you’re coming by later?”
“Maybe,” she said, stuffing the money into her pocket.
“Okay. Well, maybe I’ll see you then,” Logan replied.
Rory nodded, turned, and walked away quickly.
“See you later, Aurora!”
Rory turned her head back to Logan, who laughed.
“That face… You really don’t like your name, do you?”
“No,” she said. “I’ll see you later.”
Rory turned back around and tried not to let the blush creep over her cheeks.



CHAPTER 9
Logan had gone to a meeting after she tried calling Ava to talk about what had happened between them. Ava hadn’t picked up, but she had texted Logan that they were fine; she just needed some time. Logan only had one friend in the world these days, and that was Ava, so not being able to talk to her or hang out with her would be hard. She still didn’t fully understand what had come over her. Ava had always been very responsive when they’d been together, and it had been easy to read her whenever she wanted sex, but they hadn’t done that since they’d broken up, and truthfully, Logan had been good with that. There would probably always be a slight attraction between them because Ava was a beautiful woman and just Logan’s type, but she shouldn’t have gone down on her like that. Ava was a relationship woman. She didn’t do casual sex. Logan knew that about her, but casual was all she could offer any woman, and it was now just one more of her many fuckups.
She had gone to a meeting so that listening to someone else’s problems would take her mind off of her own. She had listened to a man who talked about how his wife had divorced him and had taken their two children away after he’d gambled away everything they had ever saved. She’d listened when a woman, who looked to be a little older than her, talked about how she’d stopped herself just before losing the last hundred dollars she had to her name only hours earlier and was there in the hopes of never gambling again.
“Mostly sports,” the woman had replied when someone in the group had asked her about how she usually gambled. “Basketball, baseball, football – pretty much anything where there’s an over-under.”
Sports had never been Logan’s thing, but she could understand the appeal. If a person dropped that hundred bucks and got it right, they could double their money or more, and there was nothing like the high of getting it right, feeling like they somehow knew something that no one else knew. Along with that feeling, there was money in their bank account.
For Logan, it had been poker and mostly online because that was more convenient and usually cheaper. If she played in the casino, she would drink, and she’d never had enough cash to play at the big tables where they got free drinks. She also liked the slots. She loved the sights and the sounds in a casino. And if she went, she could be found at her favorite slot machine, letting it take all her money nearly every time she pressed the buttons, but on the rare occasion when she won something substantial, she would get that high. She’d let it take over her and convince her that there was more to be won, and she would press the button again and again until she was sitting on a stool with no money left to gamble with until her next paycheck came in.
The meeting had helped, but on her way to the bar, she had picked up a few rides, and one of them had been in her back seat talking about going to the riverboat that night with friends. Logan tried to think about the woman she’d fucked right where he was sitting to focus on anything else, and she’d still been thinking about that when she’d bumped into Rory at the front door of the bar earlier.
“Hey, can you get the guy at table seven a new bourbon? Straight.” Candace asked her.
“Sure,” Logan replied.
She poured two fingers into a glass and set it on top of the bar. Candace was out working the nearly full tables and took it from her.
“Thanks. Oh, and can you yell at Mickey to make me two nacho platters with extra sour cream and one mozzarella sticks with ranch?”
“Ranch for mozzarella sticks?” Logan asked her.
“That’s what they said,” Candace replied.
Logan opened the door to the kitchen and found Mickey plating up potato skins and calamari.
“Hey, can I get two nacho platters with extra sour cream and one mozzarella sticks with ranch?”
“Yeah, no problem. Can you take these out?” he asked.
“Sure,” she said and lifted both plates with her hands before turning.
“And swing back by. I’ll have the nachos ready.”
“Okay.”
Logan made her way out and found Candace at the bar.
“Calamari and potato skins.”
“Table four,” Candace directed. “And I’ll need three Heinekens for table nine.”
“Got it. I’ll put those in and grab the nachos for seven.”
“Thanks,” Candace replied.
It had only been a couple of nights since she’d started at this bar, but Logan liked working with Candace so far. The woman wasn’t demanding and had clear expectations. She also made sure to check in on Logan to see if she was too busy and needed help, and she hardly spent any time in the office when they were open. Candace seemed to prefer being on the floor with the customers, which Logan liked.
“Mickey said I’m supposed to give these to you.”
Logan had been popping the tops off the beer bottles when she heard the voice and looked up. Rory was standing there, holding two giant plates of nachos.
“And he said that the cheese sticks will be ready in two minutes.”
“Would you mind taking those to table seven for me?” she asked.
“I’ve got it,” Rory replied.
Logan watched her walk over to the table and smile as she put the plates down. Rory was young and still had a little of that wide-eyed innocence that Logan had lost a long time ago, but it was nice to see it in someone else.
A minute later, Logan had dropped off the beers at table nine and headed back behind the bar, where she found a new customer sitting on a stool.
“Well, hello,” the woman from last night said.
“Hey. What can I get for you?” Logan asked.
“You know,” the woman told her.
“To drink,” Logan clarified, putting a napkin in front of her on the bar.
“You know that, too,” the woman said with a wink.
Without another word, Logan turned around and began working on the martini, and when Rory returned to the bar, she stood and looked over at the woman. Logan was looking at what she was doing and maybe glancing up at Rory a little, too.
“She’s staring at you,” Rory half-whispered.
“Who?”
“The woman… from last night.”
‘So, she had noticed,’ Logan thought to herself.
“It’s fine,” she said.
“Can I get another Guinness?” Rory asked.
“For you?” Logan asked.
“What? No, for the table where I put the nachos.”
Logan smiled at her and said, “Yeah. One sec. I thought you weren’t coming in.”
“I said I might,” Rory replied.
“Right,” she said and turned around to put the martini in front of the woman she’d fucked last night. “Here you go.”
“When do you get off?” the woman asked her.
“I’ve got to make a drink,” she said instead of replying and turned back to Rory.
Logan pulled the handle on the tap into the Guinness glass and filled it with the dark liquid and signature light foam before she set it on the bar in front of Rory so that it could settle properly, which was the special thing about Guinness.
“Thanks.”
Rory went to grab it, but Logan put her hand on top of Rory’s on the glass.
“You don’t pour Guinness often, do you?” she asked.
“No. Why?”
“The glass is only half-full, Rory,” she explained. “You have to let it settle. Then, you fill it up the rest of the way. The first pour is done at a forty-five-degree angle, and you give it about a minute to form the foam. That’s how you know that it’s ready to be filled the rest of the way, holding the glass straight this time. May I?” Logan nodded to the glass.
“Oh, sure,” Rory said, seeming a little out of it.
Logan gave her a smile before she finished filling the glass and set it back down.
“There you go. All yours.”
“Thanks,” Rory said again, looking like she was back to herself now. “For the… lesson.”
“No problem,” she replied and watched her walk off.
“Is that your girlfriend?” the woman asked.
Logan turned back to her and said, “What? No. I don’t have a girlfriend.”
“I thought maybe that was why you were pretending.”
“Pretending?” she asked.
“That last night didn’t happen.”
“I’m not pretending anything. I’m just working.”
“You were working last night, too,” the woman pointed out before she took a sip of her martini.
“We’re busier tonight,” Logan told her and scanned the bar to find Candace, who was at the corner table, talking to customers.
“So, when do you get off?” the woman repeated.
“In about an hour. I’m on the early shift tonight,” she answered.
“Just enough time for me to finish this slowly, and then you and I can get out of here.”
Logan didn’t like a woman who would just assume that she was hers now or that she would make herself available whenever to fuck her how her husband wasn’t, apparently.
“I’ve got to get back to work,” she said noncommittally before she moved out of the bar and went to the back, where she grabbed the mozzarella sticks and carried them out to the table.
When she noticed Rory sitting at a table by herself now, Logan approached and sat down across from her.
“Are you working or just hanging out tonight?”
“A little of both, I guess,” Rory told her and looked over at Candace, who was behind the bar now. “Shouldn’t you be back there?”
“I have a break coming,” she said, which wasn’t exactly true, but she hadn’t sat down in hours and could do with a break.
It had been a long time since she had been on her feet for this many hours in a row. Her body had gotten used to her sitting in a car every night for hours on end. She liked it, though, being up and moving. It felt like something that her body needed.
“Do you… I mean, do you leave with…”
Logan watched Rory as she tried to work up the courage to say something.
“Do I what?”
“Is that woman your girlfriend? The one who stared at you?”
“Oh, no,” Logan replied. “She’s just some customer.”
“She was in here last night.”
“Yeah. I left with her.”
“And…”
“And I slept with her, yeah,” she answered the implied question. “Is that a problem?”
“No, I’m–” Rory cut herself off. “I just don’t… I don’t do that, so I was curious.”
“You don’t have sex?” Logan asked.
“What? That’s not what–” Rory stopped again.
“You don’t have one-night stands?”
“She’s here again, so I guess it won’t be one night,” Rory pointed out.
“We’ll see,” Logan said with a shoulder shrug.
“What does that mean?”
“I might. I might not.”
“Because another woman might come in?”
“You sure are curious about this, aren’t you?”
“She’s still staring at you,” Rory noted, looking over at the woman.
“It’s no big deal. If I feel like leaving with her, I will, and we’ll have a good time. Then, she’ll go home. I’ll go home.”
“Oh,” Rory said softly, seemingly trying to comprehend what Logan had just told her.
“So, you’re a relationship girl, right? Not into the whole casual thing?”
“I’m not in a relationship,” Rory told her.
Logan laughed and said, “I just meant that you like relationships, not casual sex.”
“I guess so.”
“You’ve really never just slept with someone, good or bad, and then left it alone?”
Rory shook her head.
“It’s a lot easier than falling in love.”
“How?” Rory asked.
“You’re one of those.” Logan nodded. “Want the handsome guy with the perfect hair to show up to your door with flowers and reservations at the best restaurant in town?”
“No,” Rory said.
Logan stared at her for a moment and asked, “No?”
“I guess… a handsome woman, maybe. Or, a beautiful woman. Or, a woman, really. I don’t need flowers or a reservation, though.”
Logan’s eyebrow lifted.
“You’re…”
Rory nodded and said, “Not many people know yet.”
“Candace?”
“Yes. She’s my best friend. And my other friend, Enid, knows, too.”
“No one else?”
“No.”
“Why did you tell me?” Logan asked.
“I don’t know. You were making some judgments, and I wanted to correct them.”
“They weren’t judgements,” Logan said.
“Yes, they were. And I wasn’t judging you for wanting what you want. I’ve never had the desire to sleep with someone I hardly know and that’s it, so I was curious.”
Logan nodded and said, “Okay. Well, I’m sorry if I came off as judging you. I’m not. I’m the last person to be judging anyone.”
“Okay,” Rory replied.
“And… thank you.”
“For what?” Rory asked.
“Telling me,” Logan replied, offering Rory a smile. “I won’t say anything. I know I couldn’t exactly hide in the closet myself, being who I am. I mean, look at me – I’m a walking butch stereotype. I’m wearing flannel, for crying out loud.”
Rory laughed and looked away from her.
“Anyway, I don’t know what it’s like, but I would never push someone out.”
“Thank you,” Rory replied and then added, “She’s still staring at you.”
“She thinks you might be my girlfriend,” Logan said with a wink. “I thought I’d come over here and talk to you to see how she reacts. Does she look jealous?”
“She thinks I’m–” Rory stopped. “Wait. That’s the reason you came over to talk to me?”
“Not the only one,” Logan said as she stood up. “How about I bring you a drink? I’m buying.”
“I drink for free,” Rory replied.
“It’s a gesture, Rory.”
“I’m driving.”
“Shirley Temple?” Logan asked.
“Actually, yeah. That would be good.”
Logan laughed a little and said, “I’ll be right back.”
“Are you going to sleep with her again?”
“Probably,” Logan said. “Easier that way.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“If she wants it, it’s easier to just do it. Then, I can tell her that it’s the last time. She’ll probably come back once to check on that being true, and when I tell her that it is, I won’t see her again.”
Rory looked almost disappointed, which, surprisingly, hit Logan somewhere deep in her gut.
“You do this a lot,” Rory said.
“I’ll be right back with your drink.”
Logan hadn’t been expecting to have that kind of conversation with the sweet and innocent Rory, but when she walked back behind the bar to make Rory’s drink, she turned around to the woman from last night and gave her a nod. The woman smirked, knowing what Logan meant, and Logan went to drop Rory’s drink off at the table. Rory smiled softly up at her, thanking Logan before she looked back down at her phone, which was displaying some app Logan didn’t recognize.
“What’s that?” she asked, being nosy.
“Babysitting service app.”
“I thought you had a job already.”
“I have regulars, yes, but I’m in grad school and have student loans I’ll have to start paying off once I’m out, so I’m trying to save up as much as I can now. If I’m not in class or studying, I’m pretty much always working. This is about the first time in months that I’ve been without children or books attached to my hip.”
“You work hard, huh?” Logan asked, respecting that.
Rory just nodded.
“Logan, can I get a rum and Coke?” Candace asked.
“On it,” she replied. “I’ll talk to you later,” she added to Rory.
“Okay,” Rory said.
Logan had stayed on later than planned because they’d gotten incredibly busy. Having nowhere else to be, though, she’d had no problem agreeing to help Candace cover the bar for a little longer, collecting more cash in tips. When the place had finally emptied out about halfway and Keith showed up to close, she clocked out and checked for Rory. Noticing that Rory had left while she hadn’t been looking, Logan actually found herself a little sad, but she nodded for the persistent customer from last night to follow her out the front to her car, and the woman did. When they got to the sidewalk, though, the woman’s phone rang.
“Shit. It’s my husband.”
“Does he know?” Logan asked.
“What? No,” the woman said loudly and answered the phone. “Hi.”
Logan couldn’t hear what the husband was saying while she stood there, looking a little foolish as she waited for this woman to get off the phone so that she could fuck her fast and go home to shower it all off.
“Well, tell him that I’ll be home in an hour,” the woman, whose name Logan still didn’t know and didn’t care to learn, said into her phone. “I’ll read him a story if he’s still awake then, but he needs to go to sleep.” She paused. “You’re his father. Handle it until I get home.” She hung up. “Sorry, my son won’t go to sleep. Where were we?”
Logan stared at her and shook her head.
“I don’t think it’s going to happen.”
“What? We were on our way to your car,” the woman noted.
“I’m not really feeling it anymore.”
“You were feeling it last night when you were fucking me in the back seat. I was going to let you go down on me,” the woman told her as if she was giving Logan some gift.
“Does your husband not do that to you?” she asked, feeling petty.
“Not in years. I want your mouth,” the woman replied, pulling on Logan’s belt buckle. “I’ll take care of you, I promise.”
She wouldn’t. Logan knew that much. She would’ve declined either way, but this woman hadn’t even offered to touch her the previous night. Logan knew that once she made her come tonight, the woman would just make up some excuse or bring up her kid and say that she had to go.
“No, thanks. I’m going to go home. Have a good night.”
“What the hell? I waited for over an hour for you.”
“Sorry,” Logan replied.
“Tomorrow night?”
“I don’t think so,” she said, taking a step back.
“Well, fuck you, then!” the woman tossed out angrily and turned to go but immediately turned right back. “I’ll let you fuck me however you want. Literally, anything you want.”
Logan just shook her head.



CHAPTER 10
Rory walked back out from the kitchen carrying a plate of nachos in one hand and a plate of calamari in the other.
“The food’s really selling, huh?” Candace asked.
“Yeah. I think I’ve brought out ten plates of nachos since I got here.”
“Think I should add more or change up the menu? I’ve got calamari, but the menu doesn’t exactly scream New Orleans. I added the burger last-minute, but it’s selling, so I think I’ll keep it, even though everything else is an appetizer.”
“Well, it’s only been two days, and Mickey seems busy enough back there, but you might want to wait a bit to see if things keep selling after your opening weekend.”
“Yeah, you’re right. I’m just excited,” Candace said with a smile.
Rory smiled back at her and went to deliver the plate to the customers who ordered the food before she turned around to find Keith sitting at a table, talking to the customers there. She could see it now. He and Candace could own this place together, pop out a few kids, if they wanted, and pass it down to one or all of them one day. Rory had trouble seeing those things for herself, though. Candace was so far ahead of her, even though they were only a year apart. The woman had her own business. She had a boyfriend who was about to move to town and in with her, probably, before he proposed, if he could find a job here fast enough. Rory was still in school, had nothing but debt, and had no girlfriend to speak of because just talking to Logan about sex earlier had given her anxiety and heartburn.
She had no idea where that had come from. She hadn’t planned on bringing it up, but the words had just been coming out of her mouth, and Logan hadn’t seemed to mind talking to her about it. Then, she’d come out to her almost to spite Logan, who had suggested that she would want some cookie-cutter life just because she’d worn a sundress in a bar, which wasn’t all that uncommon, anyway. Soon after that, Rory had watched Logan give the woman a nod that likely meant that they’d be leaving together.
Rory had planned to go home then, but she’d ended up in the office with Keith for a few minutes, talking about rings for Candace. Then, Mickey had needed help in the kitchen, so Rory had stayed on because helping him meant helping Candace build a successful bar. Now, she was really ready to go home, but the bar had gotten busy again, and Keith wasn’t as fast at making drinks as Candace or Logan, so Candace needed her to stay.
“Hey.”
Rory turned around and saw Logan walking toward the bar that Rory was standing behind, trying to get beer to come out of a tap that was not cooperating with her.
“What are you doing here? I thought you left?”
“The keg’s out.”
“What?” she asked.
“The keg. Just–” Logan paused and reached over to pull the handle toward her. “In the back. Want me to change it?”
“You left.”
“I came back,” Logan said.
“Logan?” Candace asked, walking up to them. “You just went home.”
“Yeah. I came back. I thought I’d get a drink. The keg’s out. Want me to tap another one?”
“You’re off. I’m pretty sure that’s against all the insurance rules.”
“Rory could do it. I’ll just show her how,” Logan offered. “And I can always clock back in, if you need me. It looks like it got busy again.”
“We’re okay,” Candace replied. “But if you don’t mind showing her, that would be great. I don’t think she’s ever had to change a keg before. Have Mickey make you whatever you want in the back.”
“Cool. Thanks,” Logan said. “Ready?” she asked Rory.
Rory followed her into the walk-in fridge, and Logan moved out of the way to show her where the kegs were connected.
“So, you’ll need to move the new one over to the hookup, and I’ll show you how to disconnect it. It’s not as easy as it looks.”
Rory found a full keg and attempted to push it into position, but it might have been heavier than she was. She tried again and stopped when she heard Logan’s laughter.
“Are you laughing at me right now?” Rory asked.
“Yeah. Sorry. It is pretty funny, though.”
“It’s really heavy, and I have no upper body strength. My arms are basically useless noodles.”
“I’ll get it,” Logan said, moving next to her.
She more turned than lifted the keg little by little until it moved to where she needed it to go while Rory admired the muscles that she could see in the somewhat tight black T-shirt Logan was wearing. Rory’s head even tilted on its own to take in some of the actual rippling she saw when Logan rolled the thing into place.
“There. So, this part might get messy,” Logan told her.
“What?”
“Beer is going to come out of here a little, and if you do it wrong, it’ll come out a lot.”
“If I pay you whatever Candace is paying me for the hour, will you just do it?”
Logan laughed again, and with a few fluid motions, she had the new keg tapped and the old one pushed aside.
“Thank you,” Rory said.
“I’m getting paid in nachos, so keep your money,” Logan replied. “Just remember, when you get out there and pull the handle, it’s going to spurt and foam in the beginning, but then you should be good. I’ll show you that, too, if you need it, but you can also put an empty pitcher there until you see yellow, and you’ll be fine.”
“Okay,” she said. Then, she bit her lower lip and added, “I thought you left with that woman.”
“I did,” Logan replied.
“But you’re back here?”
“Yes.”
“Was it… that fast?” she asked and instantly blushed.
What was wrong with her? Why did she keep bringing up sex with this woman whom she could barely look at because she was so hot?
Logan laughed and pushed open the door to the walk-in. Then, she smiled over at Rory when Rory managed to look up and meet her eyes. It felt as if Logan had waited for her to look up before she spoke.
“It can be, but it wasn’t tonight.”
“I’m confused…”
“I didn’t sleep with her, Rory. She had a family thing, I guess, and I didn’t feel like going home alone to stare at my ceiling or driving around, picking up rides, so I came back here, thinking I’d get a drink and some food.”
“Oh,” Rory said as they walked through the kitchen.
“Hey, Mickey? Can I get some nachos with extra jalapeños?”
“Sure,” Mickey replied to Logan.
“You like spicy things?” Rory asked.
“Jalapeños aren’t spicy.” Logan laughed again and held the door leading to the bar open for Rory.
“Yes, they are.”
“You’re from New Orleans, and you think jalapeños are spicy?”
“I think ginger is spicy,” Rory offered in response.
“Ginger? Really?” Logan asked.
“My tongue thinks so, apparently,” she replied, wishing she hadn’t just brought up her tongue.
Logan’s eyebrow lifted at that, and she sat down at the bar as Rory walked behind it. So, Logan had noticed the mention of her tongue, too. Rory tried to focus on anything other than Logan’s lifted eyebrow and searched the bar.
“Just put a pitcher under there and hold it.”
Rory found an empty pitcher, held it under the tap, and pulled on the handle. It spurted, and a few drops of beer hit her face. She scrunched up when one drop hit her in the eye, causing her to close both, and she opened them back up when she heard Logan laughing at her.
“I told you,” Logan said.
When the beer started to pour normally, Rory changed out the pitcher to a glass and tipped it a bit to make sure that she didn’t serve the customer all foam.
“So, she put you to work?” Logan asked.
“It got busy, and Keith is about as useful behind the bar as me,” Rory explained.
“Do you want me to clock back in? I can help.”
“That’s a Candace decision,” she replied. “I’ll be right back.”
As she walked around the bar, she realized how happy she was to hear that Logan hadn’t slept with that woman and that she had come back.
Rory dropped the beer off, and the next hour went by quickly. She had no time to go back and keep up her conversation with Logan because every time she had to go back to the bar, it was either to make an easy drink or pick one up to then deliver. When they finally hit last call, Rory was dead on her feet, and the place had calmed down enough that she could go home if she wanted to, but Logan was still sitting at the bar with a nearly finished plate of cold nachos and an almost finished beer.
“You getting out of here?” Candace asked.
“Um…” Rory looked from Candace to Logan.
“Go. Talk to her,” Candace told her and winked at her. “Order yourself some food.”
“I should go home. I’m exhausted, and I have so much work to do for school.”
“I’ll have Mickey make you a burger and fries, so just ask Logan if she wants one and hang out for a few. If you want to take your food home with you, you can.”
“Okay,” she said softly and then headed over to Logan. “Hey, Candace is having Mickey make me a burger. Do you want one?”
“No way. I’m stuffed,” Logan replied and pushed her plate away before she finished her beer. “Want some company while you eat, though?”
“You don’t have anywhere to go?”
“I told you I only have a ceiling to stare at, remember? It’s not that interesting.”
“Do you not own a book or a TV?”
Logan laughed and replied, “No, I do. I just don’t watch much TV, and it’s been a while since I’ve read a book.”
Rory sat down on the empty stool next to her and said, “You’re not tired?”
“I started driving Lyft a while ago, and I usually start driving late because you make more money before and after everyone goes out at night than during the day. Besides, day riders usually want to go outside of the city for swamp tours or something. I drove a couple to Baton Rouge once, and it took me three more rides to even get back near New Orleans before I called it a day. Night riders are interested in getting from their hotels to the Quarter and back again. Short rides, mostly, more tips that way, too, and I’m closer to home.”
“Are you still doing that now that you work here?”
“That’s the plan. I was just too wired after work tonight to get trapped in my car for a few hours.”
“Because your plans got canceled?”
Logan turned to her, and her expression changed from playful to serious.
“Yeah, that,” she said, but Rory could tell there wasn’t all truth there.
“There are three women in that booth over there. Want to see if any of them are interested?”
“Are you trying to get me laid, Rory?” Logan asked on a laugh. “I’m good here.” Her face changed again after that, and Rory wondered what she was thinking.
“Hey, I have an idea,” Candace spoke, standing behind and between them all of a sudden. “I’m thinking about adding a few of those tabletop game machines for the ends of the bar. People love to sit and throw money into those, and they drink while they do it.”
“Okay,” Rory said.
“I could start with one and add another if people play it a bunch,” Candace added.
Rory looked over at Logan, who had looked away from both of them.
“What do you think?” Rory asked her.
“Not my bar,” Logan replied.
“Do you think people will play them, though?” Candace asked.
“Probably. But I don’t know that you need them in here. Unless you turn the noise off, they’d mess with the vibe, and if you keep the noise off, people who play them won’t get to hear the sounds when they win.”
“It’s just sound, though,” Rory replied.
“It’s part of the experience that people like. I guess you could just turn the volume down a little or something. Hey, I think I’m going to go home,” Logan added that last part very quickly.
“I thought you didn’t want to stare at your ceiling,” Rory said.
“I have a burger coming for you. Didn’t Rory tell you?” Candace asked.
“I’m not really hungry. But I can take it home for later, if that’s okay.”
“Sure,” Candace replied. “Just tell him to box it up for you.”
“Thanks, Candace,” Logan said when she stood. “Rory, if you want to go, I can walk you out. It’s pretty late.”
“Oh, I was going to–”
“Get your burger to-go, too,” Candace interrupted her. “We’re good here. Go home and get some sleep or do that homework, at least.”
“Okay,” Rory said. “Yeah, I guess.”
They made their way into the kitchen, where Mickey was pulling the burgers off the grill. Logan asked him to box them up instead, and he added fries and condiments to two plastic bags, handing them each one. They thanked him and walked out the back, even though neither of them had parked there.
“Thanks for walking me out,” she said into the silence.
“No problem. It can get dicey around here at night, and you have no upper body strength to defend yourself.”
Rory laughed a little and said, “But I was a track star in high school.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, sprinter. I got a scholarship to college, but I tore my ACL in my last race in high school. I lost the scholarship, and it didn’t rehab well, so I stopped running competitively, but I’m still pretty fast.”
“Okay. Race me to your car,” Logan said.
“What? No way.” Rory laughed.
“Why not? Afraid I’ll beat you?”
“You’re wearing tennis shoes. I’m in ballet flats.”
“Yeah, you really shouldn’t wear those when you work in a bar. Not really slip-safe.”
“I wasn’t planning on working. I only came in because my friend Enid said she might show, but she decided to stay in and study instead.”
“Enid is the one you mentioned earlier, right?”
Rory was a little surprised that Logan remembered something that she said, but it warmed her a little that she had.
“Yes.”
“She knows you’re gay.”
“Yeah. I just told her today, actually.”
“Really? You came out to two people in one day?”
“I guess, yeah.”
“Was she cool about it?” Logan asked.
“She was. Well, she’s gay, too, so it’s pretty easy to be cool about it, but she knew before, technically.”
“How so?”
“I kissed her.”
“Oh,” Logan said.
“Yeah. It was a while ago now. I was still figuring things out, and I had a gay friend whom I was crushing on hard. I just went for it, which is so not like me. I don’t usually go for anything. She didn’t kiss me back and told me she thought of me as a friend, so it was really embarrassing, and we didn’t talk about it much until today when I confirmed what she already knew. So, there’s my story.”
“That’s your story? The whole thing?” Logan asked.
“I’m pretty boring,” Rory said with a shoulder shrug.
“That’s one event in your life, but it’s not your whole story.”
“Well, what’s your whole story, then?”
Logan stopped walking and told her, “This is me.” She pointed to a car parked on the street.
“Oh,” Rory said.
“Where are you?” Logan asked.
“Just two cars up.” She pointed.
“Okay. I’ll see you later, then.”
“Yeah. Okay.”
“Have a good night, Rory.”
“You too,” Rory said, wishing they could’ve continued their conversation and wondering why Logan seemed to bob and weave her way around questions about herself while she seemed to have a whole bunch about Rory.



CHAPTER 11
Logan had slept for ten uninterrupted hours, and it had actually been good sleep as opposed to the restless nights she usually had. She had woken up starving and had checked the fridge to find not much there, but instead of going grocery shopping, she’d texted Ava before she remembered that Ava had only just told her that she needed some time. Logan had then messaged again, telling Ava that she’d just woken up and had forgotten, but shortly after, Ava had messaged that she was okay and that they could grab brunch today instead.
Logan was now sitting at the café they usually went to, waiting for Ava to show up. She had ordered herself a cup of coffee but hadn’t ordered anything for Ava because she didn’t want it to get cold. She hoped Ava hadn’t decided against the in-person meeting because she was late, which gave Logan pause about this whole thing. When she picked up her phone to text Ava that it was okay if she didn’t think she could make it, Ava walked through the door.
“Sorry,” she told Logan when she arrived at the table in the back corner. “I got caught up in the second line. Couldn’t cross the street until it passed.”
“It’s okay. I thought you might not be coming.”
“I said I would.”
“I know. But given what happened and you saying you needed time, I thought you’d reconsidered.”
Ava then sat down across from her and said, “I’m here, Logan.”
“You’re still mad?”
“I’m not mad because you did something I didn’t want you to do, Logan. You didn’t. You were right: I was turned on. And you were there, hot as always, and we were always good at that part. I can’t lie; I wanted it.”
“You’re mad because you did it while you were seeing someone?”
“That’s part of it,” Ava said. “I guess I’m mad because I let it happen, and I shouldn’t have.”
“I am sorry. For what it’s worth, I shouldn’t have put us in that situation. It was just so easy for me to go back to how it used to be with us.”
“Used to be,” Ava replied. “We broke up for a reason.”
“I know,” Logan said.
“That reason wasn’t our sex life. Our sex life might have kept me hanging on for another month or two there at the end.”
“Really?”
“Yes. You know it was good,” Ava replied with a smile. “But it was more that I couldn’t imagine going back to us being friends after having done that with you. I thought if we broke up, it would be too awkward, and I’d never be able to look at you as just a friend again, and I’d lose you.”
“You did for a while,” Logan pointed out.
“But not because of sex, Logan. You stole three hundred dollars from my emergency cash stash and went to a casino.”
Logan looked down at the paper place mat in front of herself and nodded. She could still picture that exact moment, and she hated herself for it.
“I ended things because you had a gambling problem, and you weren’t ready or willing to get help,” Ava added.
“Yeah, I know,” she said.
“And when you got clean and started to get that help, we stumbled back into a friendship.”
“I want our friendship, Ava. It’s important to me. You are important to me. I shouldn’t have done what I did. I’m sorry. I’ll never be able to really make it up to you because of what it cost us, but I am sorry.”
“Why did you do it? I mean, I know why I did: you’ve always been like a drug to me when it comes to sex. Even when I wasn’t remotely in the mood, you’d come out of the shower, all naked and glistening, and I’d be right there, ready for it.”
Logan laughed a little and said, “I don’t know. You were there, and I could tell you were thinking about it.”
“And that’s really it? You decided to do that because you thought I wanted it?”
“You did want it, right?” Logan checked, suddenly very worried. “You said–”
“Yes, I did,” Ava replied. “I told you. And that’s part of the problem, too: I wanted you to do that. If logic wouldn’t have prevailed, Logan, I know we would’ve done a lot more than that. Hell, I would’ve let you take me all over your apartment. That would’ve been wrong, though.”
“Did you tell the woman you’re seeing?”
“Not yet. I’m going to do that in person.”
“Will you be in trouble?” Logan asked.
“We’re not exclusive, so we’re allowed to be with other people. We just have to be honest and safe about it.”
“Oh,” Logan let out, and that worry returned.
“And I’m guessing you haven’t exactly been the safest in your recent encounters,” Ava said, apparently realizing it at the same time.
“Not exactly, no,” she replied with a wince.
“Shit, Logan. You haven’t been tested?”
“Not in the past month or so.”
“How many women have you been with since then?”
Logan didn’t know the answer to that question.
“After lunch, we’re going to the clinic, and we’re both getting tested,” Ava stated. “I swear to God, Logan, if you gave me something, I will kill you.”
“They don’t touch me,” she said.
“What?”
“The women I’m with; it’s not much safer, but I don’t let them touch me.”
“Do you go down on them with the same mouth you touched me with?”
“A few,” Logan replied honestly, wishing she had a different answer for her.
“Then, we’re definitely getting tested after this, and you either need to stop this shit or get tested after every woman, Logan. You’re playing roulette with–” Ava stopped and met Logan’s eyes. “You’re gambling.”
“What? No, I’m not. I haven’t gambled since–”
“Not like that, Logan; not just gambling with money. You’re gambling with your life now.”
“It’s not–”
“You’ve just replaced gambling with sex, haven’t you?”
“No, I just like sex,” Logan said.
“They don’t touch you.”
“I touch them, and they like it. I get off on that. Making a woman come is not the easiest thing in the world for most people, but I’m very good at it. It’s about the only thing I am good at, and I like to do it a lot. It helps take the edge off.”
“The edge off the fact that you can’t gamble anymore?”
“Yeah, I guess. It’s a distraction when I can’t sleep or have nothing else to do. And the women want it, Ava. They ask or message me. It’s not like I’m out there being creepy or demanding or something.”
“And this is what you want for yourself? Fucking random women all the time, and no one ever–” Ava paused and asked, “How long has it been since someone has… touched you?”
“A while,” she said, looking toward the waitress who was busy with other tables and had yet to come over to take their order now that Ava was here.
“You liked it when I touched you…”
“Of course, I did,” Logan said, looking back at Ava to assure her.
“So, it’s not that you don’t like being touched. What is it, then?”
Logan sighed and said, “It’s not like I deserve it, Ava.”
“What?”
“Look at me; look at what I’ve done to the people I supposedly love and care about. I took money from you. I ruined my dad’s business and legacy. I’ve lost jobs, and I’ve stolen from others, all for some temporary high that I needed to find as often as I possibly could. I didn’t care, Ava. When I took that money from you, I didn’t care that you’d been saving it for a rainy day or an emergency. I almost took it all. I had all of that money in my hand, and I nearly took every single dollar of it, but something told me to at least leave a little.”
“Well, that matters. That means–”
“Not for you,” Logan interrupted. “Ava, I didn’t leave it for you. I put your coffee can filled with cash back under your kitchen sink because I thought it could be something I could come back to. You would keep adding money to it, and I could take a little at a time. You wouldn’t have even noticed had your car not crapped out on you and you needed that money for repairs. I was going to keep stealing from you until it was all gone because I needed to feed my habit. I loved you, and that was what I did to show it. I took your money, and I would’ve continued to do it if you hadn’t found out.”
Ava didn’t say anything for a minute, but she nodded slowly in understanding.
“So, you don’t think you deserve forgiveness?”
“I’m not working the steps here, Ava. I’m just talking to my ex-girlfriend.”
“Well, you should be, and you know that,” Ava replied. “But I do forgive you, Logan. You’ve apologized to me, and you meant it. You’ve paid me back, and with interest I didn’t ask for. You know you messed up, and you’re sorry. Right?”
“Yes. But that doesn’t change anything.”
“It does, Logan. It does. Plenty of people never take accountability for their mistakes. They never apologize. They move on and never think about the people they’ve hurt. But when you stopped gambling, you realized what you’d done, and you’ve been trying to make amends ever since. You might not be following the steps, but you are trying. You’ve been making payments to your parents. You’ve gotten a new job to get yourself back on track. And you drive past that casino every day, don’t you?” When Logan just nodded in response, Ava continued, “And you don’t go in. Hell, the world is literally at our fingertips now.” She pointed to Logan’s phone on the table. “You could download about a hundred different apps right now and bet on sports, play poker how you used to, or even bingo, and you could get that same high you used to, but you don’t. You’re trying, Logan. That’s the best any of us can really do.”
The waitress walked over to their table just in time as Logan had to look away from Ava because hearing that was too much for her to handle or process at the moment. Ava got herself a coffee and asked for a refill for Logan. Then, she ordered pancakes and bacon, too, and Logan ordered the same because it was easier.
“I’m going to end things with the woman I’ve been seeing,” Ava told her when the waitress left.
“What? Why? Because of me? What I did?”
“Logan, we did that. I didn’t stop you,” Ava reminded her. “I wanted it to work out with her, but I can’t stop thinking about how easy it was for me to be with you. I know she and I aren’t exclusive, but I want something real, and I want one person. I shouldn’t want to be sleeping with you when she’s coming to town soon or I’m going to visit her. Yes, I was horny, but that’s no excuse. I should’ve said no because I have someone worth waiting for, and I’m not so sure that’s her anymore.”
“God, I’m sorry, Ava. I fucked up again.”
“Don’t be sorry. You didn’t fuck up. It’s not on you that we did that when I told you that I wanted it. It’s better to know with her now, right? One of us would’ve had to move, and had it ended then, it would’ve been harder. I’m more worried about you than me right now, anyway.”
“I’m fine,” Logan told her with a shoulder shrug. “I’m working. I’m making decent money.”
“You’re replacing gambling with sex. If you honestly tell me right now that all you want in the world is casual sex with a new woman every night because that would genuinely make you the happiest Logan Luna you could ever be, I will drop it. I’ll still take your ass to the clinic to get you a frequent flyer card, if they have those, but I’ll leave you alone about it. I’m guessing that’s not the case, though, is it?”
The waitress arrived with Ava’s coffee and refilled Logan’s before she walked over to another table without saying a word.
“No,” Logan answered. “But I need the distraction. It helps take my mind off of gambling.”
“Well, that’s an easy solve, then. We just need to find you another distraction that’s not random, unsafe sex.”
“It won’t work. I mean, making a woman come is about the best distraction there is. I’m not sure what else would keep me interested or occupied for long enough.”
“Well, a meeting might help,” Ava suggested.
“I can’t just sit in meetings all day.”
“No, but you can still sit in them whenever you need to, sleep, hang out with me, and go to work.”
“You won’t let me go down on you anymore, though, will you?” Logan asked, only half-teasing.
Ava laughed and said, “No. We’re done with that.”
“Yeah, I know.” Logan shook her head.
“What did you do last night? Sleep with someone?”
“No.”
“No?”
“Last night, I was at work until about close.”
“But that’s early for you. Did you drive?”
“No, I went home and fell asleep, actually.”
“Okay. Do you do that often?”
“No. Never.”
“What was different about last night then?” Ava asked.
Logan thought back to the night before.
“Well, technically, I almost hooked up with someone.”
“Almost?”
“She has a husband.”
“Logan…”
“I know,” Logan said. “She told me after I fucked her the first time. Yes, I shouldn’t have offered to do that again after I knew, but that’s her business. We left the bar together, and I thought we’d fuck in my car again, but–”
“Logan, you had sex in your car? People ride back there.”
“It wasn’t messy or anything.”
Ava laughed before she took a drink of her coffee.
“Anyway, I wasn’t in the mood anymore and told her I didn’t want to.”
“What got you out of the mood?”
“I don’t know. She’s got a kid, too, and I was thinking about her husband at home with the kid while I was busy with her in the car, and it just took me out of it. I went back into the bar and hung out with Rory for a while.”
“Is that the new boss?”
“No, that’s Candace. Rory is her friend. She helps out sometimes and studies there when it’s dead.”
“And you hung out with her but didn’t try to sleep with her?”
“Yes, I am capable of that.” Logan laughed.
“Are you? We were supposed to hang out the other day, and your head ended up between my legs,” Ava joked.
Logan laughed again and said, “I didn’t hear you complaining.”
“God. I didn’t, did I?” Ava asked herself. “Anyway, do you like her?”
“She’s sweet,” Logan replied with a single shrug of the shoulder. “She’s in graduate school, is a part-time nanny, and she also works at the bar when Candace needs help. I get the impression she’s an all-around do-gooder.”
“Maybe that’s what you need,” Ava suggested just as the waitress arrived with their food.
“A do-gooder?”
“Someone who you don’t sleep with,” Ava said after the waitress left them alone.
“Well, I have you now that we’re not doing that again.”
“We’re not dating.”
“You want me to date Rory?”
“I wasn’t thinking about her, specifically, but maybe you need to date, Logan. Go on an actual date with a woman who didn’t message you in an app, looking to get laid. Go out on a date without thinking about the fact that you’ll be at her place in an hour or in the back seat of your car, apparently. Take sex out of the equation.”
“Yeah… For me, that would be a friendship,” Logan said as she cut into her pancakes.
“Only in the beginning. Find someone who wants to build something with you.”
“That sounds like a lot,” she replied.
“Logan, love can be the best kind of distraction.”
“Love? You said go on a date.”
“Yes, go on a date with someone real, not someone who just wants you to get them off.”
“Maybe I’ll just eat my pancakes, and we can talk about going to see a movie or something.”
Ava laughed and said, “No movie. Clinic.”
Logan had forgotten about that but nodded and said, “Are we okay?”
“We will be as long as I’m negative all around on those tests.”



CHAPTER 12
Rory watched Logan behind the bar. Her muscles were working in that T-shirt, and she couldn’t look away as Logan lifted a case of beer onto the bar and began pulling the bottles out of it to put them away.
“You’re staring,” Candace noted.
“Huh?” Rory asked as she turned toward Candace, who was sitting in a booth across from her, looking over the receipts from the previous night.
“You’re staring at my bartender.”
“No, I was just… wondering what the noise was,” she lied.
Candace laughed and said, “Sure you were. You talked to her last night, and you left with her. How did it go?”
“We talked as she walked me to my car. Well, technically, her car was parked closer, so I walked her to her car, really.”
“Okay… Nothing happened?”
“No. What was supposed to happen?” she asked.
“I don’t know. But it’s obvious that you like her.”
“I think she’s attractive,” Rory admitted.
“So, it’s just a lust thing?”
“No. And keep your voice down, Candace.”
“There’s music playing. She can’t hear us. Is it just that you think she’s hot?”
“She is hot.”
“Obviously. I have eyes,” Candace said. “Do you maybe want to ask her out?”
“No way.” Rory shook her head. “What about me gives you any indication that I’d ever be able to ask a woman like her out?”
“Rory, you’ll have to ask someone out someday.”
“No, I won’t. I’m hoping someone will ask me out one time only, and we’ll live happily ever after.”
Candace shook her head and said, “Well, I’ll hope for that for you, but Logan seems nice enough. Maybe just keep talking to her and see if she asks you out, then.”
“She won’t.”
“Why do you say that?”
“Because she prefers to keep things casual.”
“So, you’ve talked about this with her?”
“Not about me; just about how she took a woman home the other night. That’s what she likes.”
“She’s a player?”
“I guess. She said she likes to keep things casual. I don’t want casual.”
“I know,” Candace replied. “Well, I guess there goes my dream of putting you two together all the time just to make you fall madly in love with one another.”
Rory laughed and said, “I don’t see that happening anytime soon, no. My guess is she’ll have another woman flirting with her tonight, and she’ll end up taking her home, too.”
“Her loss, then,” Candace remarked. “You’re an amazing person.”
“I’m going to get back to my studying if you’re done asking me about my non-existent love life.”
“I need to go put these with the bank deposit, anyway,” Candace said before she stood and gathered up her receipts.
When she left, Rory returned her attention to her textbook, highlighting a paragraph that she needed to remember.
“Hey.”
Rory looked up to see Logan standing behind the bar, holding what looked like a Shirley Temple.
“Extra grenadine. It’s horribly sweet.”
Rory smiled and asked, “Is that for me?”
“Yeah. You look thirsty,” Logan said and set the glass down on the bar.
“Thanks,” Rory replied.
She was about to stand to get the drink when she noticed Logan moving around the bar and picking up the glass instead before she carried it over to the booth and set it in front of her.
“So, what are you studying?”
“Boring stuff,” she said, closing her book.
“Not to you, right?”
Logan sat down in Candace’s empty seat.
“Sometimes,” Rory said with a small laugh. “I want to be a social worker, not read about it.”
“Do you have to have a grad degree?”
“Pretty much. You can get a bachelor’s in it and a certification in some places, but I decided to get my graduate degree just in case. It was also a convenient way to delay paying off my student loans.”
“I guess that’s what’s nice about trade schools: they’re a lot cheaper. My parents paid for me to go, but there are also companies that pay for their plumbers and electricians to get trained and certified. It’s nice.”
“Maybe I should’ve been a plumber, then,” she replied before taking a sip of her drink.
“You’d make a very cute plumber.” Logan chuckled. “I can just see you trying to hold a pipe wrench.”
Rory tried not to blush because Logan had just called her cute. She probably didn’t mean it how Rory hoped that she meant it, but it was still nice to hear.
“Have you ever even had to fix a clogged toilet?” Logan asked.
“No, I have a maintenance guy for that. It’s why I pay so much for rent on my apartment. Right now, I have a garbage disposal that barely works, and I need to call him, but I keep putting it off because he smells a little funny.”
“He smells funny?”
“Like cigars and sweat,” Rory explained.
“I can fix it for you,” Logan offered.
“How he smells?”
“No, the garbage disposal; I can fix it.” Logan laughed a little.
“What? No, I just need to call him.”
“Rory, it would only take me about twenty minutes if it doesn’t just need to be replaced, but you’d avoid cigar and sweat smell. I don’t smoke, and I showered this morning.”
“Today?”
“Why not?”
“You’re working.”
“I was an hour early. I can just clock out, take care of it for you, and clock back in. Candace was nice to just give me the extra hour of work.”
“I don’t use my garbage disposal all the often anyway.”
“Hey, Candace?” Logan asked.
Rory turned to see Candace coming back into the room, and she silently prayed that her best friend needed Logan to do something very important for the bar right about now.
“Yeah?”
“Rory’s garbage disposal is messed up. Mind if I take an hour and go fix it for her? I’ll be back after.”
“Your maintenance guy can’t fix it?” Candace asked Rory.
“He can. Logan just offered. I can call him, though, and he’ll take care of it.”
Candace gave Rory a look of confusion before she gave Logan a nod and replied, “Sure. We’re good here for an hour. Can you make sure to be back by the time we open?”
“Yeah, no problem,” Logan said. “I can drive.”
She stood quickly, and Rory wondered if it was even her choice anymore. She packed up her things, and off they went to the back parking lot, where Logan actually opened the passenger door for her. Rory was surprised, but she smiled and thanked Logan. She gave Logan directions, and they joined traffic without saying much. The radio was on, but the volume was low, and Rory couldn’t make out the song that was playing.
“So, do you like driving people around?”
“Not really,” Logan said. “It pays decent money during the tourist season, though, and I can choose my own hours, take breaks when I want, and if I don’t want to work, I don’t have to.”
“I guess there’s something nice about that,” Rory noted.
“Are you not working tonight?” Logan asked.
“No, I give myself one day a week where I don’t babysit. I had a class this morning, and I need to study.”
“Are you working at the bar, then?”
“It’s been pretty busy, so I was planning on it.”
“Cool,” Logan replied.
That was all they said until they arrived at Rory’s apartment, and the closer they got to the building, the more nervous Rory got about having Logan in there.
“So… I wasn’t planning on having any visitors. It’s not exactly spotless.”
“It’s okay. You’ve never seen my place,” Logan replied. “You do have basic tools, though, right? If not, I won’t be able to do much.”
“Oh, yeah. I have a toolbox. My dad bought it for me when I moved out on my own. I think it’s pretty stocked.”
“You think?”
Rory unlocked her front door and went inside.
“Yeah. I don’t use it very often. I used the hammer to hang up a few pictures when I first moved in.”
Logan followed her in and closed the door behind her.
Rory dropped her keys into the little dish on her kitchen counter and said, “This is it.”
“It’s nice,” Logan noted.
“It’s okay,” she replied.
“No, it’s nice, Rory,” Logan said and looked around the open kitchen that led to the small dining table on the right.
The living room was on the left, and the door to Rory’s bedroom was off of it. It was also open, which meant Logan could see her unmade bed and probably the dirty laundry she had in the hamper, which she’d pulled out earlier, meaning to do laundry, and hadn’t put it back when she’d changed her mind.
“I’ll just be…” Rory walked over that way and closed the door. “Toolbox is under the sink, I think.”
“Oh, right,” Logan said.
“Sorry. I’m being rude. I should’ve offered you a drink or something.”
“I’m okay,” Logan said. “May I?” She nodded toward the sink.
“Yeah. What do I do? Do I help?”
“I think the best way you can help is to stand far away and maybe just talk to me or something.” Logan knelt down and opened the cabinet, where she found the toolbox. She pulled it out and added, “So, these apartment disposals are usually pretty cheap. Sometimes, they’re easy to fix, but other times, it’s better just to replace them. I’ll see what I can do, though.”
“Thank you,” Rory replied.
Logan opened the toolbox, looked at what was inside, and lifted the interior compartment to reveal more tools that Rory’s father had insisted he buy her underneath.
Rory just stood off to the side, watching her work.
“So, do you volunteer to rescue all the girls when their garbage disposal breaks?” she asked.
Logan chuckled and said, “Not usually, no.”
“Why me, then?”
“You mentioned it, and I could help.”
“Oh.”
“Plus, you’re Candace’s friend.”
“Oh,” she let out again in a different tone, which had Logan turning her head to her.
“Not like I’m trying to suck up to my boss. I meant that you seem like you deserve a little help.”
“I do?”
“You help your friends whenever you can, don’t you?”
“I don’t have that many of them, but yeah, I guess.”
“So, I’m helping you,” Logan said and did something with a tool before she changed that one for another tool and leaned into the cabinet.
“Well, thank you,” Rory replied. “I can pay you back in cookies or something.”
“You bake?” Logan asked.
“I’m okay at it,” she replied. “Simon, one of the kids I babysit for, really likes my peanut butter cookies, but his sister says my chocolate chip cookies are the best.”
“Can I have a few of each?” Logan asked as she worked.
“You can have a dozen of each, if you want.”
“Will you eat them with me? There’s no way I can eat two dozen cookies before they go stale.”
“Um… Sure,” Rory said.
“Okay. Give me, like, five minutes to focus, and I should have this fixed for you.”
Rory left her alone in the kitchen and sat down on her sofa, trying to think about how she’d ended up with a beautiful butch former plumber in her kitchen, fixing her garbage disposal for her. About five minutes later, Logan stood up, flipped the switch, and the disposal whirred to life.
“All good,” she told Rory.
“Really?”
“Yeah. It’ll break again – this is the cheapest model you can get – so I give it a month before it goes down again.”
“Well, that’s disappointing.”
“I’ll fix it then, too, if you want, but it might be better to have the guy come in so that he has a log of it breaking down often. That’s the only way you’ll get a replacement. Of course, it’ll be the same model, so I’m not sure how much that gets you. I still know a few suppliers. If you want, I can get you a deal on a better one and install it for you.”
“No, that’s too much. This is more than enough, Logan. Thank you.”
“No problem. Let me just wash my hands and put the tools away, and we can go.”
Rory watched her wash those strong and still so feminine hands and tried not to think about them touching other women. When Logan finished up, Rory stood up from her sofa and was ready to go back to the bar.
“Hey, can I ask you something?” Logan spoke.
“Sure.”
“Would you–” Logan stopped, and for the first time ever since Rory had met her, she looked a little nervous. “Would you maybe want to go out with me sometime?”
Rory thought she’d heard that wrong and said, “Sorry. What?”
“On a date. Would you want to maybe go on a date with me?”
“Me?”
“Yes, you,” Logan said with a soft laugh. “There’s no one else here, Rory.”
“But I’m me.”
“What? Of course, you’re you.”
“But I’m me, and you’re…” Rory motioned to her with an open palm. “I mean, look at you.”
“I’d rather look at you. Maybe I could do that over dinner sometime?”
“You’re really asking me out?”
“Yes. Why is this confusing?”
“I just told you I’m not even fully out yet, Logan.”
“So? I don’t care about that. We can go somewhere private if you’re worried about being seen or something.”
“I’ve never…” Rory faded out as she sat back down. “You’ve…”
“Can you finish either of those sentences for me?” Logan requested. “Preferably both.”
“I have no experience with this.”
“Dating?”
“A woman, yes.”
“Okay. I don’t have much experience with that, either.”
“You said you liked casual.”
“I do,” Logan said with a shoulder shrug.
“I don’t,” Rory replied.
“Well, I’m not proposing or anything. I just thought we could go on a date and maybe a second one after if the first one goes well. That seems at least somewhat casual to me for now.”
“And for later?”
“We’d play it by ear.”
“You like picking up women at the bar, Logan.”
Logan nodded and moved to the chair opposite Rory, sitting down across from her.
“I know this came out of the blue. I just… I thought maybe you felt something, and we could grab dinner and see if there’s something here.”
“What about the other thing?”
“What other thing?”
“I’m not going to sleep with you, Logan. I mean… I wouldn’t right away. I’d want to maybe take my time to get there.”
“And you think I’d want to sleep with you on our first date?”
“I don’t know what to think. You’re taking me by surprise here.”
“I’m trying to… I guess I’m trying to figure out what I want, and I like you. You’re cute. And you blush a lot, which is adorable. I like that you can’t tap a keg to save your life and that you have no idea what’s in your toolbox. You wore a fancy dress in a bar, and you didn’t do it because you wanted someone to take it off you later. You like Shirley Temples and help your friends. You’re sweet, Rory. I’m not. I don’t know how to be sweet; I don’t think.”
“You just came over here to do plumbing work for me. That’s pretty sweet, Logan.”
“Nah, that was easy. I can fix things.”
“Logan?”
“Yes?”
“I’d like to.”
“But?” Logan asked.
“I think we should just be friends. I’m not sure we really want the same things.”
“Yeah, you’re probably right.” Logan stood up. “Um… Are you ready to go?”
“Are we okay?” Rory asked, standing up as well.
“Of course. I just have to get back by the time the bar opens,” Logan replied.
Rory’s heart was pounding. Logan had just asked her out, but as much as she wanted to say yes, there was something holding her back. Picturing a date with Logan was easy. But then, she’d see Logan with a woman at the bar and her leaving with her after her shift. That was hard.



CHAPTER 13
“I tried,” she said.
“Tried what?” Ava asked.
“To do what you said.”
“Which is what, exactly?”
“I asked her out.”
“Who?”
“Rory,” Logan said as she filled a glass with beer from the tap.
“I’m sorry; you did what?”
“I asked her out. She said no, by the way, so thanks for that.”
“I didn’t tell you to ask her out,” Ava replied. “I said to ask someone out.”
“Well, I did.”
“And she said no?”
“Yeah.”
Logan set the glass on the bar for Candace to grab when she next walked by.
“Okay. Are you all right?”
“I’ve been better,” she replied.
“Did she tell you why she said no?”
“Yes. She’s a relationship girl. I like casual.”
“Did you tell her that you don’t really like casual? You’re just doing it right now, but you’d be interested in something more?”
“No,” she replied. “No point. She’s seen me leave here with a woman twice now. She knows who I am.”
“No, she doesn’t. Not yet, anyway.” Ava took a drink of her Coke.
“Are you suggesting that when I ask a woman out, I tell her that I’ve got a serious gambling addiction and that I’m in recovery, have nothing to offer her, but the upside is that she’d never have to meet my family since they no longer talk to me because I really fucked up years ago?”
“No,” Ava said. “I’m suggesting you tell her that you’re working through some things. And I don’t mean her, exactly. I mean whomever you ask out. Tell her that and that you’ve been doing this casual sex thing because it was what worked for you, but it’s not working anymore, and you’re looking for something real.”
“I don’t even know if that’s true,” Logan replied as the ticket printed from the receipt machine and she looked at it, seeing it was an order for another Abita.
“Well, until you do, maybe don’t go asking anyone out.”
“You told me to,” Logan argued, grabbing a glass.
“I didn’t mean Rory. And I also didn’t mean today,” Ava replied. “Why did you do it?”
Logan filled the glass and set it next to the other one.
“I’m an idiot,” she offered.
“No, be honest. Why?”
“Because she’s cute, Ava. She’s got this mostly straight blonde hair that’s usually in some form of disarray except for the one day she was going to a piano recital, so she had it back in a neat bun. Her eyes are these, like, brown but not really brown. I think they’re brown – I don’t think they’re hazel or anything – but they’re light.”
“You’re smiling.” Ava pointed at her.
“I am not,” she replied as she scanned the bar to see if anyone needed anything.
“Yes, you are.” Ava laughed.
“She’s just my type. You know that,” Logan said.
“So, what did she say? Other than the whole relationship thing.”
“Just that we should be friends. I got the hell out of there after that. Well, I drove her back here.”
“Where were you?”
“Her apartment.”
“What?”
“I fixed her garbage disposal. She said her maintenance guy smells.”
Ava laughed and said, “You fixed her–” The laugh continued. “Oh, you like her, Logan.”
“Yes. I told you that. Not a big deal, really. I tried. She said no. It was just embarrassing. I had to drive her back here to get her car, and it was the most awkward silence of my life. She was supposed to stay, but Candace asked her to run some errand. I haven’t seen her since. I’m pretty sure she’s avoiding me now.”
“I’m sure she’s not. Just give her some time. She said she wanted to be friends.”
“Yeah. But like you said, she doesn’t really know me,” Logan replied. “I’m sure that’ll change.”
“It’s getting late. I should go home and get some sleep. Are you okay?”
“I’m fine. Just having a weird day.”
“Okay. Call me later?” Ava asked as she stood up from the stool.
Logan nodded and watched Ava walk through the front door and hit the sidewalk. She didn’t like the idea of her walking to her car alone, but Ava had managed to get the one spot across the street that Logan could see from the open door, so she watched her get into her car and returned her attention to the customers in front of her. She walked around to check on each one, asking if she could get them anything else, and opened a few more beer bottles.
Candace was making the rounds and doing the same. Mickey wasn’t in tonight, so there wasn’t anyone in the back making the food, which meant that when someone ordered something, Candace needed to go back there and take care of it. It wasn’t the best system because it left Logan out here by herself, and they were surprisingly busy. When she’d first applied for this job, she had wondered what the tips would be like, working in a new place that the locals hadn’t found yet, but word of mouth must have been strong because the place was nearly full, and she’d been making decent tips all night.
“Can I get an order of nachos?” her customer asked.
“Sure,” she said and went to put the order into the computer just when Candace approached to take the two shots of vodka that Logan had just poured for her to deliver.
“Nachos,” she said.
“Okay. Did you put it in?”
“Yes.”
“Rory’s got it,” Candace told her.
“Rory?”
“Yeah. She’s in the back now. I called her to see if she wouldn’t mind coming in to cook since Mickey’s not here and we’re busy.”
“I didn’t know she was here.”
“She got here a few minutes ago. I swear, I’ll be paying that woman back for the rest of my life. I’m thinking I’ll start by getting her a vacation on a beach somewhere.”
Logan smiled at her, and Candace took the drinks and hurried off. Five minutes later, Logan had to go to the kitchen to retrieve the nachos, and she saw Rory at the fryer, wearing a baseball hat that looked too big for her head.
“Penny for your thoughts?” Logan asked, noticing an introspective expression on her face.
“Oh, hi,” Rory said as she turned toward her, looking surprised.
“Hey,” Logan replied. She looked down at the stainless-steel counter, picked up the nachos, and added, “Just here for these.”
“Oh, right,” Rory replied.
“The kitchen closes in an hour.”
“Huh?”
“If you’re freaking out about it, trying to figure out how to handle all of this by yourself with little training and experience – it’s only an hour,” Logan replied.
“Only an hour,” Rory repeated. “I know how to make everything, but like, three orders came in here at once, and I had to make a burger and fries, which I’ve never done before, and the nachos and the calamari all at once. How do people do this?”
Logan laughed and said, “I think you’re doing just fine. I’d help, but it’s pretty packed out there.”
“Packed means more food orders, right?” Rory asked.
“Maybe,” Logan replied.
“I’m going to brace myself.”
That made Logan laugh again. She didn’t want to leave. She hadn’t seen Rory since she had dropped her off at her car, surprised that Rory was leaving when Logan thought she would be hanging at the bar all day. Now, she didn’t want to leave the kitchen because she wanted to help but also because watching Rory like this was really entertaining, and damn it if it wasn’t cute.
“I’ll be out there if you need me,” she said.
“Okay,” Rory replied and turned back to the grill.
Logan took the nachos out, and a few minutes later, when she placed an order for potato skins, she heard a loud grunt coming from the kitchen, which made her laugh. Not long after that, Candace announced that the kitchen would be closing, which was a mistake because people wanted to order one more thing. Logan put four orders in at once, and she wasn’t sure what Candace put in.
“I’m going to help her,” Candace said. “Are you good out here?”
“Yes.”
Logan wanted to be the one to help Rory, but it was Candace’s bar, so she took the helm and made sure everyone had something to drink. Then, she helped Candace bring all the plates out a few minutes later and glanced at Rory, who looked exhausted and a little sweaty, which only made Logan find her even more adorable. When Candace announced last call, that created another rush of orders, this time for drinks. Logan got busy making them, but she also kept an eye out for Rory, who was still in the kitchen. Logan hoped she wouldn’t just leave without saying goodbye.
“Hi.”
Logan turned to see the woman from the past couple of nights standing behind a stool.
“Oh,” Logan said. “Hi.”
“I’m not stalking you,” the woman told her.
“I didn’t think you were,” Logan replied. “What can I get you to drink? It’s last call.”
“Can I get a martini?”
Logan nodded, went to mix the drink, and placed it in front of her.
“So, I’m embarrassed,” the woman said before taking a sip. “About what I said.”
“No need,” Logan replied, meaning it.
“My husband and I haven’t had sex in three years,” the woman revealed.
“I don’t need to know that. It’s your business.”
“Maybe. But while we’re not exactly in an open marriage, I know he has affairs.”
“Again, not really–”
“Look,” the woman interrupted. “What I wanted to say was that I liked what we did. I want to do it again. I know me being married and with a kid probably threw you off, but like you said, that’s my business, and it doesn’t pertain to you. I’m not looking for a girlfriend or anything. I just liked what we did.”
“Okay,” Logan said, unable to say that she liked it, too, because she didn’t really feel anything about it at all.
“Do you want to do that again or not? I know what you said last night, but you’d just heard me on the phone with him.”
Logan turned when a customer waved his arm at her, indicating that he wanted his check. She didn’t say anything to the woman before heading to the computer to print it for him, and while she did that, she saw Rory emerge from the kitchen and look her way. Her eyes moved beyond Logan at some point, and she saw the woman. Logan couldn’t exactly tell her what was going on, with people around them, so she held up a finger to signal that Rory should just give her one minute. When she gave the man his check, that started an end-of-the-night ritual where everyone now wanted their checks, and Logan printed six of them and rang out the customers who had paid with cards before she checked to see that Rory was sitting in a booth, with Candace standing by it, talking to her.
“No,” Logan said when she finally turned her attention to the woman. “I don’t want to do that again.”
“No? Just no? Is it because it was just about me and I didn’t reciprocate?”
“No, I don’t think we should do that again,” Logan said and placed the woman’s check in front of her. “You can come in here for a drink anytime, though. We just won’t be doing that again.”
“Fine,” the woman said and pulled out a few bills. “Keep the change, I guess.”
“Your martini definitely wasn’t that expensive.”
“Call it a tip for the other night, then,” the woman told her, standing back up.
“No, thanks,” Logan said, taking one bill that covered the drink. “Have a good night.”
When the woman snatched the other bills and turned to leave, Logan turned quickly to check that Rory was still talking to Candace, and a sense of relief hit her. She rang out the rest of the customers at the bar and the few at the tables whom Candace hadn’t gotten to yet. When she turned again, she saw Rory alone at the table and headed toward her.
“Where’s Candace?”
“Checking the kitchen. I’ve never had to clean it for the night before. I’m sure I messed something up.”
“You stayed,” Logan noted.
“Yeah,” Rory replied. “Candace asked me to.”
“So, it’s not because I asked you to?”
“You did?”
“I gave you the ‘hold on a second’ gesture.” Logan held up her index finger to demonstrate.
“Oh. That was, like, a half hour ago.”
“Sorry, I got caught up.”
“I saw. She left?”
“Yes,” Logan replied, “Alone, if you didn’t notice.”
“You’re still here, so yes, I noticed,” Rory replied with a small smile. “You’re not meeting up with her somewhere?”
Logan shook her head.
“You know you don’t have to do that because of what happened earlier, right? You’re free to go home with anyone you want.”
“I didn’t want to go home with her,” she said.
“Okay,” Rory replied.
“I don’t want things to be awkward between us,” Logan added.
“I don’t want that, either.” Rory shrugged a shoulder.
“You still want to be friends?”
“Yes,” Rory said, her smile growing a bit.
“Okay. Well, if that’s what you’ll give me, I’ll take it.”
“Kitchen looks great,” Candace said when she came out to the bar. “Thanks so much, Rory.” She flopped down in the chair beside Rory.
Logan took that as her cue to get back to work, and within an hour, the bar was empty, and she had it all clean and organized for the night. Having clocked out, she headed to her car and thought about how to keep herself busy. She wasn’t tired yet and didn’t want to find a woman to hook up with, so she thought about driving a few people around the city, but she wasn’t in the mood to try to be polite when they got in the car.
Instead, she drove to the familiar church. She’d missed the first ten minutes of the meeting but sat in the back and listened to people talk about their problems. Only this time, she really listened, finding it soothing, almost. Even though they talked about the one thing they all wished they were doing that very moment, and it should’ve made her jones for the adrenaline rush, it didn’t. It calmed her enough to be able to go home and flop onto her bed naked after taking a cleansing shower.



CHAPTER 14
“You need a job?” Melinda asked.
“Part-time,” Rory replied.
“Don’t you have, like, five jobs?” Jill asked.
“No, I have two regular families that I nanny for, and I help Candace out at the bar. I’m on a babysitting app, too, but I thought I’d come here to see if I could pick up some tours. Jill told me the tips can be really good; more than I’d make babysitting for a few hours. One of the families I work for no longer needs me. They’ve just hired a full-time live-in nanny and called me this morning to let me know.”
“Dick move,” Jill said.
“They told me that they needed someone full-time, but I couldn’t do it. I helped them screen candidates, though, so I knew it was coming. I just didn’t expect them to find someone so fast.”
“Well, we’re about to get pretty busy,” Melinda replied. “How many tours could you do a week?”
“Maybe four or five,” she said. “Depends on how long they are.”
“Most of them are an hour, but we have a few, like the food tour, that are two hours,” Jill said. “That’s the best one because you get free food and usually good tips from happy people.”
“You’d have to go through training,” Melinda added. “You’d be shadowing for a week or two, and then, one of us would shadow you.”
“That’s okay,” Rory said.
The three of them were sitting in the back office of the NOLA Guides’ building. Rory still didn’t know Melinda or Jill all that well, but she’d spent a little time with them when they had helped Candace get the bar ready, so when she had gotten the news that she had lost a regular job, she’d thought about seeing if Melinda needed a new guide. She’d remembered Melinda mentioning that there was decent turnover and that she was pretty much always hiring, so she’d thought she would take a chance.
“You can start next week if you want,” Melinda said.
“Really? That would be great.”
“I’m grabbing lunch with Kyle, Monica, and Bridgette, if you’re interested.”
“I can’t go. I have a tour,” Jill added and shrugged.
“Oh, you don’t have to invite me.”
“Linden and Asher will be there, too.”
“They’re wedding planning,” Jill explained, leaning over to Rory. “You might want to skip it. It’s going to be a lot of cake talk.”
“Shut up.” Melinda laughed.
“It’s true,” Jill replied.
“Wedding planning? That’s exciting,” Rory said.
“It is. We really only just started, but it’s been good so far. Kyle is really low-maintenance. I’m the higher-maintenance one, but I don’t think I’m a bridezilla. Bridge is actually turning into one a little, which is really funny.”
“You’ve known each other for a long time, right?”
“High school,” Melinda said. “She’s my maid of honor, and I’m hers.”
“That’s nice,” Rory replied. “I think Candace would be mine.”
“Are you close to a wedding I don’t know about?” Jill asked. “I thought you were single.”
“Oh, I am,” Rory replied. “Just in the future. And I’ll be hers, too. She’ll get married first. She’s been with Keith for years.”
“No one special?” Melinda asked.
“Not–” Rory stopped herself, thinking about Logan.
“Oh, I know that face,” Jill said, pointing at her. “You like someone.”
“No, it’s not like that. I just…” Rory blushed how she always blushed.
“Who is it? Do we know him?” Jill asked. “We don’t really know many hims, do we?” she asked Melinda, who just laughed.
Rory swallowed and said, “No, it’s not a him, actually. It’s a her. She’s a her, I mean.”
Jill’s eyebrow lifted. Melinda was expressionless.
“Oh,” Jill said. “Yeah?”
“I’m… gay,” Rory revealed.
“I didn’t know that,” Melinda replied.
“Candace does, and my friend Enid, but that’s it. Well, Logan knows, too, and now you know, but that’s it.”
“Logan?” Jill asked.
“Candace’s new bartender.”
“You told him?” Melinda asked.
“No, Logan is a her,” Rory said, feeling a bit like she was doing the Abbott and Costello’s routine, Who’s On First.
“Logan is a girl-Logan?” Jill asked.
“Yeah.”
“And she knows?” Melinda asked.
“Yeah.”
“Is there a reason you told her?” Jill asked with a little smirk.
“It just kind of came out, really. But yes, she’s also the person I like,” Rory replied.
“Does she date women?” Melinda asked.
“Yes,” Rory confirmed.
“And you’ve not asked her out?” Jill asked.
“No, she asked me.”
“When’s the big date?” Jill asked, sounding excited.
“I said no.”
Melinda looked confused.
“She’s into casual. I want a relationship,” Rory explained. “And besides, she’s got a lot of experience in areas I have no experience in, and she’s just so sexy. I’m anything but. There’s no way she really wants me. I’m sure we’d go out once; she’d be bored to tears with me talking about school or Simon and Stacey, and that would be the end of it.”
“Simon and Stacey?” Melinda asked.
“The kids I babysit for.”
“She asked you out, though. That means she likes what she sees and at least what she knows so far,” Jill pointed out.
“She doesn’t really know me yet, so that will change.”
“Hey, babe. You ready?” Kyle asked when she walked into the office. “Bridge and Monica are outside, talking about the chairs they want at their reception.” Kyle laughed a little. “Hey, Jill. Hey, Rory. Are you coming to lunch with us?”
“Tour.” Jill raised her hand.
“I have class,” Rory replied.
“We’ll be late. Linden and Asher are probably already there,” Kyle said.
“Yeah. Sorry to cut this short, Rory, but we’ve got to go,” Melinda said. “Talk later, though?”
“When do you want me here for work?” Rory asked.
“Oh, I meant about Logan.” Melinda winked. “Jill, can you get her set up?”
“Sure,” Jill replied.
◆◆◆
 
“You have another job now?” Candace asked when Rory got to the bar later.
“It won’t interfere with when you need me here. I don’t think so, anyway. I might have to do some night tours, one or two nights a week, but I don’t know yet. Those don’t usually go too late, according to Jill, so I could come over after, if you’re busy.”
“I’m not worried about the bar here, Rory. I’m worried about you. When do you sleep?”
“I only have three classes this semester, so I’m only on campus for a few hours a week. It’s a lot of studying and papers, but it’s not like undergrad, where I was taking five to six classes at a time. I’m okay.”
“Are you sure? You’ve still got Simon and Stacey. How many hours a week is that?”
“Ten to twenty, depending on the week.”
“And the tours now?”
“Ten to twenty, depending on the week,” she repeated.
“So, that could be a forty-hour week if they both were twenty. You’re here all the time, too, Rory. I mean, I’m here all the time, but I own the place, and I only have two real employees so far, so I also have no choice, but I need to stop depending on you so much.”
“No, I like that you depend on me. I like working here, Candace. I made decent tips the other night. Plus, there’s free food in it for me.”
“You can have free food whether you work a shift or not.” Candace shook her head. “If you need to say no to me at any time, promise me that you will do it. I don’t want you failing out of school or not sleeping because you’re helping here. Keith is moving soon, hopefully. He thinks he found a job that’ll pay him what he’s making there, working fewer hours, so he’ll do that for a while and help out here when he can until we know that this place is stable and we talk about the future where he’s here full-time, too. Logan is great. She’s one of the better bartenders I’ve seen who’s had no serious training, and she’s fast. That’s the big thing. Mickey’s good in the back. I’d be okay if you need to tell me you can’t help out one night.”
“I promise, I will let you know, but I’m okay for now,” Rory said.
“Hey, boss.”
Rory turned when she heard Logan’s voice from behind the bar.
“Hey. Clocking in?” Candace asked.
“I’m a little early. Is that okay?”
“Yes. And we’re completely out of limes after last night. Can you maybe run to the store after you clock in and pick some up for the night to get us through? I’ll give you cash. Lemons, too, but at least three big bags of limes, I’d say, to get us through until the next delivery.”
“Sure,” Logan replied.
“I can do that,” Rory offered.
“I’ve got it,” Logan said. “I’m early anyway. I’ll be back in thirty. Anything but lemons and limes?”
“No, that’s it,” Candace said. “Let me grab you the cash. Be right back.”
Candace stood up from the table and walked into the kitchen, leaving Rory to sit at the table in an empty bar, with Logan standing behind the bar, looking at her expectantly. Just staring back at her seemed wrong, so Rory turned away and heard her doing something. Then, a minute later, Logan was standing over her and placing another Shirley Temple in front of her.
“I don’t only drink these,” Rory said through her laugh.
“Well, tell me what else you drink, and I’ll make that next time.”
“Coke. Root beer. Sparkling water, I guess.”
“Okay. I’ll alternate, then. This time, you get a Shirley Temple. Next time, it’ll be Coke. Where are you on Arnold Palmers?”
Rory laughed again and replied, “They’re fine, I guess.”
Logan nodded and sat down across from her.
“So, are we really okay?”
“Yeah, we’re okay,” Rory told her.
“Because I don’t know what else to do to make it okay, so if there’s something I should be doing, let me know.”
“Well, the extra grenadine helps,” she replied and held up her drink.
“Oh, don’t do that to me.” Logan leaned back, placing a hand over her heart. “No winking.”
“What?” Rory asked, confused at what she’d done.
“You can’t wink at me like that.”
“I winked?”
She hadn’t even noticed that she’d done it.
“It’s sexy,” Logan noted.
Rory swallowed and said, “It’s just a wink.”
Logan shook her head and said, “Not when you do it.”
Rory stared at her then because she didn’t know what else to do. Logan stared back at her and didn’t remove the hand from her heart. Something passed between them, but Rory wasn’t sure what it was, exactly. It felt powerful and tangible, but it couldn’t be tangible at all.
“You have no idea, do you?” Logan asked.
“Probably not. But what are we talking about?”
“You are just my type, Rory. You are very sexy to me.”
“Me?”
“Stop doing that.” Logan chuckled a little and leaned forward. “Yes, you. That dress you wore in here for that piano recital… Hot.”
“I saw the woman you left with the other night. I’m not like her at all.”
“I only had sex with her.”
“You didn’t find her sexy?”
“Not really.”
“But you had sex with her?”
“Yes.”
“But I’m your type, even though I’m not like her at all? I’m so confused.” Rory put her face in her hands and shook her head. “Why are we talking about this? We’re friends.”
“I had sex with her, yes, but you are my type.”
“So, you don’t want to have sex with me?”
“What? No, of course, I do.”
“What?!” Rory said a little louder than she had planned and uncovered her face.
“Rory, casual sex is just that: it’s casual. It doesn’t mean that I find the woman sexy or that I want anything else with her. It’s just sex.” Logan’s face softened. “It wouldn’t be just sex with you. That’s what I mean when I say that you’re my type. I like you. That woman, the other night – I said maybe ten words to her after we left here. I like talking to you. Hell, I like looking at you, too. You’re pretty nice to look at.” Logan smiled at her. “I haven’t had this in a while, okay? Someone I like. It’s been…” She looked away. “Well, it’s been hard these past few years, and I’ve made a lot of mistakes that, if you want to keep being friends, I’ll tell you about sometime, but I’m working on it. I’m working on myself.”
“Okay. Here’s the cash,” Candace spoke, walking back into the room.
“Really, Candace?!” Rory said, also louder than she had intended.
“What?” Candace asked.
“Nothing,” Logan replied with a little laugh before she stood up and took the cash Candace was holding out for her. “Will you be here later?” she asked Rory.
“No, she has studying to do,” Candace said for her.
“Candace!” Rory glared at her best friend. “I might be. I don’t know yet,” she said to Logan.
“Okay. I’ll see you later, then. Maybe.”
“Okay,” Rory said. “Maybe we can keep talking about that thing.”
“Which part?” Logan asked, quirking a sexy eyebrow.
“The last thing. Not the other thing.”
“What are you two talking about?” Candace asked. “Do you have a code or something?”
“Yes. And nosy friends should mind their own business,” Rory stated.
Logan laughed again and looked at her with something in her expression that told Rory that she felt a little exposed and vulnerable right now, so Rory smiled back at her, hoping that would somehow help. Logan nodded at her as if reading her mind, turned, and walked out the back.
“What did I miss?” Candace asked.
“Nothing.”
“No way that was nothing.” Candace sat down across from her again. “What’s going on with you two? I thought you said nothing was happening.”
“Nothing is happening.”
“So, what I just saw was nothing, then?”
“We were just talking, Candace. She’s nice.”
“I know she’s nice. I hired her.”
“Well, you did a good job. Congrats to you,” Rory said.
Her phone buzzed on the table then, and she checked the readout and saw a message from Enid.
“Oh. Enid said she might come by tonight.”
“She said that last time, too. I’ll believe it when I see it,” Candace said.
“I’ll get her here,” Rory replied and typed a response. “And don’t tell Logan I have to study.”
“You do have to study.”
“You’re not my mom, Candace. I study when I need to study.”
“You’re hanging out here tonight because you want to hang out with Logan, right?”
“No. Enid is going to be here.”
“Sure. We’ll pretend that’s the reason.”
“Shut up.” Rory laughed.



CHAPTER 15
“The place is great, Candace,” Enid said.
Logan had seen the woman walk through the front door with Rory a few minutes ago, and she knew that this was the friend whom Rory had come out to and kissed not all that long ago. Logan didn’t know the exact timeline, but she did know that she was jealous. She hadn’t been jealous in years. The last time might have been right before she started dating Ava when Ava had invited her out, and a woman Ava worked with was obviously flirting with her. Logan hadn’t liked that, and it had been what made her realize that she wanted more with Ava. At this moment, though, the jealousy she felt when Enid merely turned to look over at Rory and smiled was on a whole other level.
“Logan,” Candace said.
“Yeah?”
“The beer.”
Candace pointed, and Logan looked down just to realize that the beer was overflowing from the glass she was filling. It had even run over her hand, and she hadn’t noticed.
“Shit. Sorry. I got distracted.”
Logan took care of the beer and washed her hands. As she replayed to herself the last thing she’d said to Candace, she couldn’t believe it. She’d gotten distracted. Thoughts of Rory with someone else had distracted her. No, that wasn’t right. It wasn’t just the jealousy that was a distraction. Logan replayed the past few days and tried to think about how many times she’d really thought about gambling, downloading her poker app again, or even responding to the few messages she had gotten from women who wanted to spend a few hours with her. She wasn’t naïve. She knew she’d always think about gambling. No matter what happened in her life, the thoughts of how good it used to feel would always be at least in the back of her mind and, sometimes, at the front of it. Her goal was to try to keep it in the back of her mind to act as a warning and to force her brain to focus on the consequences of gambling, not the euphoric high she had gotten when she’d hit at blackjack and won.
Thinking about and talking to Rory hadn’t just been a distraction, and she knew it. There was more to what Logan was feeling, so it hurt to see Rory with Enid right now, knowing that Enid had gotten to kiss her, and Logan never would. Rory wanted to be friends, though, and Logan would never press her for more, but unless these feelings went away soon, she would need something or someone else.
“Are you okay?” Candace asked her.
“I’m good. Sorry. I’ll pay for it, whatever spilled,” she said, watching Rory and Enid walk over toward a table.
“It’s fine. You just look a little out of it tonight.”
“Actually, can I ask a major favor? And you don’t have to say yes.”
“Sure. What is it?”
“Can I maybe have, like, an hour to go do something important right now? It’s a bit of an emergency. I’ll clock out, obviously, and work later, if you want, or come in early tomorrow.”
“Is everything okay?”
“It’s just something I need to do right now. But I’ll be right back.”
Candace looked around the bar and replied, “Yeah. It’s early. We’re dead right now anyway.”
“Great. Thank you so much, Candace. Can I pick anything up while I’m out? I’ll buy it for–”
“We’re good. Go, do whatever. Just call me if you’ll be later than that.”
“I will,” Logan said.
She felt awful, but she needed a meeting. In the recent past, she might have texted her neighbor or the woman from the bar, met up with them somewhere, fucked them, and returned to work, but tonight, she was going to a meeting. She knew there was one pretty close by. She had looked up all the meeting locations in the city and had them listed on her phone just in case she needed one when she was driving in an unfamiliar area.
Having clocked out, Logan got into her car and drove the short distance to the community recreation center, which looked about as old as the city itself. She was a few minutes late to the start, but she sat in the back and listened, trying to calm her mind. She focused on Rory in that dress, Rory with her adorable blush, and Rory how she leaned over her textbooks in concentration, holding the tip of the pen to the lips Logan wanted to kiss.
“Does anyone else want to share?”
Logan looked up at the man in the front of the room and cleared her throat. He looked at her, meeting her eye but not saying anything.
“Um… Yeah,” she said.
“Great,” he replied and motioned for her to continue with an open palm.
“Hi. I’m Logan, and I’m an addict,” she said, realizing that she’d never said that out loud in a meeting before.
◆◆◆
 
An hour later, she was back at the bar. She had found a parking spot behind the building, where she’d been sitting for a few minutes now, knowing she needed to get inside but unable to move just yet. She’d just shared at a meeting today. She hadn’t ever shared at a meeting before. Logan had just told a group of strangers that she’d gambled away her father’s business and no longer spoke to her parents, or rather, they no longer spoke to her. She’d shared with them how she’d stolen money from her ex-girlfriend and had lost Ava in her life for a long time. Then, she had told them about how she’d been using sex to keep her mind off gambling, and another man there had spoken up, sharing that he had done the same thing, only he’d been married at the time and when he had felt that his wife couldn’t keep up with his needs, he’d gone elsewhere, destroying his marriage in the process. During the break, they had talked more at the table with the coffee, and what the man had shared with her made her own situation make sense to her. It had Logan wondering why she hadn’t shared earlier.
She eventually got out of the car and walked in through the back, finding Rory carrying a plate of potato skins out to the bar, where she sat next to Candace on one of the barstools. Candace was turning her head every so often to check on the few customers in the place, but the bar was still relatively empty. Logan clocked back in and walked through the staff-only door.
“I’m back,” she said.
“Everything okay?” Candace checked.
“All good. Thank you again,” she said, giving her boss a smile that she hoped would convey her genuine gratitude.
“We’re still dead, as you can see. There’s an event going on tonight, though, so I expect we’ll get busy in a couple of hours.”
“Want me to check on the customers and clean something?” Logan asked.
She wanted to ask about Enid, but she didn’t think it was her place, and the woman could just be in the bathroom.
“That would be great, yeah. Honestly, if you want to check on the customers and maybe go on a little mission for me, that would be even better.”
“Mission?” Rory asked before Logan could.
“Remember how before we opened, you and I did a little recon on the other bars?” Candace asked Rory.
“Yeah.”
“This is the first event downtown since the opening. I want to know how busy the other bars are right now. Not the Quarter ones; the local ones by the arena.”
“You want me to check them out?” Logan asked.
“If you wouldn’t mind,” Candace replied. “Just walk in, take a look around, and see if they’re packed already. I’m joining the business bureau, and I’ll go to the meetings and stuff, but until I can really network, it would be good to know if it’s just me that’s dead or if it’s everyone.”
“I can do that. How many do you want me to hit?”
“However many you can do in an hour,” Candace replied.
“Okay. Sure,” Logan said with a nod before she looked over at Rory, who’d just taken a bite of potato skin and glanced back up at her like she hadn’t expected attention to be on her. “Want to come with me?”
“Huh?” Rory asked as she sort of haphazardly pulled half of the potato skin out of her mouth.
“Recon,” Logan said. “Unless your friend is still here.”
“Enid left. She had some studying to do,” Rory replied.
“So, you’re free?”
“I was going to help Candace and go home to study myself.”
“This would help me,” Candace noted. “Besides, I was able to scramble and get Mickey to come in on his night off because I think we’ll get busier later than I initially thought. He’ll be here in about five minutes, so I won’t be alone. Even Mickey can pour a beer without spilling it all over himself and my bar,” Candace teased, looking up at Logan.
“Yeah… Yeah…” Logan chuckled. “So, are you in?” she asked Rory.
“Um… Okay.”
“Can you start with this street, though?” Candace asked. “McGinty’s is on the corner a block away. They’re my main competition, and they’ve been here for decades, so they suck up most of my potential customers.”
“You got it,” Logan said.
“What about my potato skins?” Rory asked.
“I’ll eat those. Mickey can make you new ones when you get back.” Candace picked up a potato skin and added, “Just not that one. Take that one with you.” She pointed to the one Rory had nearly eaten.
Logan laughed.
Rory glared playfully at Candace, but she stood, which meant she was going with Logan. Logan hadn’t asked her to go with her because she needed a distraction. She was feeling surprisingly good after her meeting. She’d asked her because she wanted more time with her.
“Okay. I’ll follow you, I guess.”
“Let’s walk to the one down the street, and then we can drive to the others,” she suggested.
“Sure,” Rory replied.
Logan motioned for Rory to walk out the door before her and then followed her out. When they hit the sidewalk, she caught up to her, and they were walking down the street together like two normal friends hanging out.
“So,” Rory began after a minute.
“Yeah, so,” she replied.
“We’re really good at this talking thing, huh?”
Logan laughed a little and replied, “I guess so.” Then, they stopped to let a couple walk by them on the skinny and uneven sidewalk, and she asked, “So, Enid?”
“What about her?”
“She was here.”
“Yeah. She said she might stop by.”
“And she’s the Enid that you… kissed, right?”
“I forgot that you knew that.” Rory nodded once. “Yes.”
“It’s not awkward?”
“No, not anymore. It was for a while because we weren’t talking about it, but it’s fine now.”
“And you’re just friends?” Logan asked as she tucked her hands into the front pockets of her jeans.
“Yes. She didn’t like me like that, and I got the message loud and clear when she didn’t kiss me back.”
“I don’t know how she didn’t kiss you back.”
“Well, when my mouth landed on hers, she sat there frozen for a second before she pulled back, and my tongue kind of slid around her bottom lip and over to her cheek accidentally.”
Logan laughed and said, “Sorry. Wait. You went for it with the tongue?”
“Not in the first few seconds. But I thought I’d embarrass myself even more, apparently, and when I did that, she pulled away.”
“Damn. Sorry,” Logan said again, shaking her head.
An older woman stood ahead of them on the sidewalk. She wasn’t moving, which was strange enough already, but she was also staring at them. Maybe mostly staring at Logan, but she couldn’t tell because they were about ten feet away. The problem was that there was a sidewalk sign on one part of the sidewalk, and the woman was standing on the other side of it, blocking their way. They’d have to get in the street or cross it to get past her if she didn’t move.
“Excuse me,” Logan said.
“Hello,” the woman spoke with a smile.
“Hi,” Logan replied quickly and pointed past her. “We just need to get by.”
“Nice night,” the woman noted.
“Yes, it is,” Rory replied politely and looked over at Logan, confused.
“Can we get by?” Logan asked.
“Have you ever just met someone and felt like your whole life was about to change?” the woman asked instead of moving out of their way.
Logan glanced at Rory for a second, shook her head, and then turned back to the woman and said, “Are you okay? Should you be somewhere?”
“I’m right where I should be. I usually am,” the woman replied. “Sometimes, I’m in the Square, doing readings. Other times, I’m just walking around, and I have a feeling.”
“Readings? Oh, are you a tarot reader or something?” Rory asked.
The woman nodded and said, “Or something.” She met Logan’s eyes and asked again, “Have you ever felt that way?”
“What way?” Logan countered.
The woman turned to Rory and noted, “You have.”
“Have what?” Rory asked.
“Met someone and thought that your life was about to change. Not all that long ago, actually. There was a bar involved, I believe.”
Logan couldn’t tell much in the semi-darkness, but along with Rory’s wide eyes, she was pretty sure she could make out a blush creeping over her cheeks, which made Logan smile.
“You too,” the woman said to Logan. “It’s important.”
“What’s important?” Rory asked.
“Hey, let’s just go,” Logan suggested, not liking the fact that this woman was staring at her as if she knew the inner workings of her soul. “We’re supposed to be working.”
“Yes, you should do that,” the woman told them with that smile again. “Have a great night.”
Logan reached for and took Rory’s hand more on instinct than anything else, and when the woman finally moved out of their way and walked by them, she gave Rory’s hand a little tug. She hadn’t even noticed that she had entwined their fingers until they were about five steps past the woman and Rory went to let her hand go. Logan looked down at their now-separate hands and then up at Rory. Rory wasn’t looking at her, though. She was looking ahead.
“Friends,” Logan said. “Sorry.”
“It’s okay,” Rory replied. “You were just trying to get us away from a maybe crazy person.”
“Do you believe in that stuff?”
“Psychics? Tarot cards?”
“Yeah.”
“I guess not. I think sometimes, they might get things right, but mainly because they’re guessing. She seemed intense, though.”
“Yeah,” Logan uttered, trying to push the feelings the woman had given her out of her mind.
“So, McGinty’s?” Rory asked.
“Let’s go do that recon.”



CHAPTER 16
McGinty’s was steady, but Rory wouldn’t call it busy. She had been to this bar a few times, but it wasn’t a regular spot for her and her friends. They had a couple of TVs there showing the game, and even then, only a few tables were occupied right now, which made her feel better for Candace.
“They’re probably at the big chain bars,” Logan said. “Larger and more TVs there.”
“Maybe,” Rory replied as she walked out.
“So, get to my car and head to the others?”
“Do you really need me to do this recon with you?” she asked.
“Do I need you?” Logan asked back.
“You just asked me if I wanted to go, and I don’t really know why. You can tell if a bar is busy or not.”
“I just wanted to hang out with you,” Logan replied. “Is that okay?”
“Yeah, it’s fine.”
“Is this about the hand thing a few minutes ago? I was trying to get us away from a woman who was acting weird. I–”
“Logan, the hand thing was fine.”
“Just fine?” Logan asked. “I’ve been told I have very soft hands.”
Rory chuckled as they walked and said, “Your hand was very soft, yes.”
“Well, I moisturize after I shower most nights. Unless I’m too tired, and then I’m just crashing into bed naked, forgetting all about lotion.”
Rory cleared her throat and said, “Naked?”
“I usually sleep in a sports bra and underwear or just underwear, but when it starts getting warmer, I sleep naked. I have a wall AC unit in my place, but it only works about half the time. I sleep hot anyway, so it’s just easier.”
“Right,” Rory replied, trying not to think about Logan lying naked in bed.
“Do you sleep naked?” Logan asked.
“What? No,” she stated loudly.
Logan laughed and said, “You act like it’s the most scandalous thing in the world.”
“It’s not, obviously,” she replied. “I have pajamas.”
“Pajamas? What do they look like?”
“I have several sets.”
“You have sets of pajamas?”
“Yes.”
“Like, with a matching shirt and pants combo or something?”
“Some of them.” Rory nodded.
“Okay. I need more information. I have sweatpants and T-shirts, but no matching pajamas.”
“You don’t get them every Christmas? My mom always gives them to me.”
Logan seemed to sober then.
“Do you not celebrate Christmas?” Rory asked quickly. “Sorry. That was a big assumption on my part.”
“Uh… I used to,” Logan told her.
“Used to?”
“Yeah. I don’t really want to get into it, if that’s okay, but I don’t talk to my family anymore. We didn’t do the whole pajama thing, though.”
Rory recognized that she’d hit on something that Logan didn’t want to talk about, so she decided to change the subject because whenever they had gotten into Logan’s details, Logan had pivoted, and Rory wanted to respect that. At least, for now.
“Well, I have a set for every year. I give them away every so often because if I didn’t, I wouldn’t have space for the new ones.”
“I want to come back to the pajamas in a minute, but you and your parents… You’re close?”
“I think so, yeah. I usually try to call them at least once a week, and my mom and I exchange texts every few days.”
“That’s nice,” Logan said, still appearing as if she was far away.
Rory didn’t like the lost look on Logan’s face, so she decided to change the subject altogether, hoping it would bring her back fully to their conversation.
“Hey, I got a new job.”
Logan looked over at her and said, “What? You have, like, six jobs already, and you’re in school.”
“I do not have six jobs. I have two regular nanny jobs.”
“And the bar.”
“I only help out there. I don’t have regular shifts or anything.”
“And you told me you pick up babysitting gigs on an app,” Logan said.
“When I need to, yeah,” Rory replied. “One of my regulars just hired a live-in full-timer, though. They offered me free room and board, but I can’t do that while I’m in school. Besides, I like my apartment and my freedom, and I feel like if I lived with the people I was nannying for, I’d end up losing a lot of my free time. I don’t want that. It just meant that I needed something else to replace that part of my income.”
“So, you found another family?” Logan asked as they arrived at her car.
“No, I got a job as a tour guide.”
“What?” Logan asked as she opened the passenger door for her.
Rory smiled, not sure if Logan even realized that she was doing it and how sweet it was that she had done so.
“I have a friend of a friend who manages and is about to take over a tour company in town,” she explained. “She was telling me that they’re always short-staffed this time of year, losing part-timers a lot to bar jobs. I’m no bartender, as you well know, so I thought I’d see if she needs any help. She hired me, and I start training tomorrow.”
“So, you’re a soon-to-be social worker, a nanny, a server in a bar, sometimes a cook and a bartender there, too, and now, also a tour guide, along with being a grad student?” Logan asked when she got into the car.
“I guess.” Rory shrugged a shoulder.
“When do you sleep, Rory?” Logan asked and started the car.
“I usually get six hours a night, which is good enough for me.”
“I can barely handle bartending and driving Lyft, and I control my Lyft hours.”
“I need the money. I got some small scholarships and stuff when I went to my undergrad, but I have student loans. My parents couldn’t really help me with school, and I’m on my own for pretty much everything. I have rent and bills like everyone else. What I make at my regular jobs covers that, but I take on the other things like babysitting and helping Candace when I can to get ready for those loans.”
“But you started school in the fall, so you have at least two years, right?” Logan pulled the car into traffic.
“My program is two years, yes. How did you know that?”
“I looked it up online. I was curious,” Logan replied.
“You looked up my program?”
“Candace told me where you were going. It took five minutes.”
Rory smiled and said, “I have to start paying them back six months after I graduate, so I’m trying to stockpile what I can now.”
“That’s smart,” Logan noted as she stopped them at a red light. “So, let’s get back to those pajamas.”
Rory laughed and replied, “They aren’t at all interesting, Logan. I have a few that are red-and-green, with Christmas trees all over them. Another pair is a plain green T-shirt and red shorts that have little pigs on them, for some reason.”
“Little pigs?” Logan laughed.
“Yeah. Not sure how that’s Christmas-themed, but most of the others are flannel or just plain.”
“Your parents don’t know?”
“Know what?”
“Well, you said flannel… so I immediately thought of lesbians, and that reminded me that when you told me who knew that you were gay, they weren’t included.”
The light changed, and Logan drove on.
“They don’t know, no,” Rory confirmed.
“Are you worried how they’ll take it?”
“Honestly, no. I think they’ll be fine with it. They just don’t live here, and I want to tell them in person.”
“How long have you known?” Logan asked.
Rory sighed and said, “I guess since about the moment I kissed Enid Becker.”
“Really?” Logan asked as she turned right at their street.
“I think I knew before then, but it was more confusing than anything. Then, I met her, and she was nice. I knew she was gay, and I kept thinking about her.”
“Naked?” Logan asked.
“Sometimes, yeah.”
Logan seemed to suck air through her teeth, and when Rory turned to look at her, Logan’s jaw was set.
“Are you… jealous of Enid? Is that your jealous face?”
“What? No. Why would I be jealous of the woman you liked enough to kiss and you still hang out with? Tonight, in fact. She was there tonight.”
Rory hadn’t expected her to actually admit to jealousy, but it was refreshing, in a way, how Logan just said what was on her mind. She usually did the same, but it was also a little confusing because Rory still didn’t understand what Logan saw in her.
“You heard me tell you that she didn’t kiss me back, right? And the part about how I have pig pajamas, too?”
Logan laughed a little and replied, “The pajama thing is cute. And I know Enid didn’t kiss you back. She just… got to kiss you.”
They didn’t say much after that exchange because Rory didn’t think either of them knew what else to say. Logan found them parking in a nearby garage, and they walked across the street, weaving their way through the crowd until they found their first bar. They stayed just long enough to check out the crowd before they hit the next one, and they walked around until they’d hit six different bars. Then, Logan nodded back toward the parking garage.
“I should probably get back and make sure everything’s prepped for when we get hit.”
“Yeah, I think we did enough recon,” Rory replied.
They walked back to where Logan’s car was parked, and when there was a crowd passing them, going the other direction, Logan’s hand ended up on the small of Rory’s back as she kept them together. It felt so good, having Logan touch her. When she’d held her hand before, Rory hadn’t wanted to let go, but having their fingers entwined like that while they walked meant something, and she’d already told Logan that she thought they should be friends. It would’ve sent a different message had Rory continued to hold it, and she hadn’t wanted to confuse things.
“Are you going to hang at the bar when we get back?” Logan asked.
“Depends on how busy it is.”
Logan nodded a few times and proceeded to say, “You could just hang out. You don’t have to work, you know?”
“I know.”
“There are a lot of stools at the bar.”
“Yeah,” Rory said, wondering where she was going with this.
“You could sit in one, and when I’m not busy, I could talk to you. I mean, we could… talk to each other, obviously. God, I’m really bad at this…” Logan laughed and stopped walking.
Rory stopped, too, and asked, “At what?”
“Being friends. I’m trying to figure out how to do that.”
“You don’t know how to be friends with someone?”
“I have exactly one friend.” Logan held up one finger. “And she’s my ex-girlfriend.”
“Oh,” Rory let out. “I thought you didn’t do relationships.”
“We broke up a long time ago. Then, we didn’t talk for a while, and now we’re friends. We’re better as friends, but we were friends before we began dating. I don’t know how to make new ones. On top of that, you know I’m interested in something more with you, so it’s awkward sometimes. I don’t know what I’m allowed to say or what I shouldn’t say. I just had my hand on your back, and I worried you might think that meant something more than me trying to get you through the crowd. Hell, I think I opened the car door for you earlier, and I don’t usually do that for friends, so I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.”
“You did. And you did it the other time, too,” Rory said with a smile. “It’s sweet, Logan. You told me that I was sweet, but you’re sweet. You did the car door thing, you took my hand, and just now, you put your hand on my back. I know it’s not because you’re trying something.”
“Okay. Good,” Logan said. “There are things that I’m trying to figure out.” She paused and ran a hand through her dark hair. “And I’ve hurt people, Rory.”
“Okay.”
“I don’t want to hurt anyone again,” Logan added.
“I believe you,” Rory replied.
“You… want to be friends, and that’s fine. I just don’t know how to do this.”
“There’s nothing to do, Logan. We just are friends.”
“We are?”
“Yes.” Rory laughed a little and moved closer to her. “I don’t know why you want to be friends with me. I’m very lame. You know that, right?”
Logan smiled at her and said, “What makes you think I’m not?”
“You could have a new woman every night. You’re the type of woman who could just walk into any bar in this town, stand against a wall, and every eligible lesbian would walk up to you.”
“What makes you think I’d want that?”
“You don’t?”
“Not really,” Logan replied.
“But you like casual sex.”
“I have casual sex. That doesn’t mean I like it,” Logan told her.
“What? That doesn’t make any sense,” Rory pointed out. “You’re doing something you don’t like when you don’t have to? Why?”
“That’s a much longer story, and we need to get back to the bar.”
“No, don’t do that,” Rory said, deciding to not let her off the hook this time. “You can’t just say something like that and walk away.”
“I can for now. Candace is expecting me back, Rory.”
“Logan, why are you sleeping with these women if you don’t want to?”
“It’s better than being bored.” Logan shrugged. “My life isn’t exactly exciting, Rory. I have one friend. I don’t talk to my family anymore. I drove a car around the city at night to make enough money to survive, and that was it. I’ve got no hobbies. I think there are maybe three things in my fridge that aren’t frozen meals, and one of them is ketchup. My internet is slow as fuck. My AC only works when I smack the thing on the side. I have Netflix, I guess. That’s my big expense. I think I’ve watched everything on there, though, because when I can’t sleep and it’s five in the morning, I need something to do. I got this job at Candace’s, and it’s been great. It’s eight to ten hours of me having something to do, people to talk to who aren’t in the back seat of my car, and I have expectations; a schedule. It may sound weird, but I need that. Sex is just sex, Rory. When it’s with some random woman at a bar, that’s all it can be. It fills the void. It’s a distraction. It’s not something I particularly get a lot of enjoyment from. It just is.”
Rory stood there and tried to process everything Logan had just said, but there were too many words and too many things in that monologue she’d just given. That made Rory’s head spin, and she didn’t know what to say to it all.
“Okay,” she said after a moment.
“Okay?” Logan asked.
“Yeah. I’d ask you more questions, but I don’t think you want to answer them right now, so just okay.”
“Really?”
“I hope you will tell me more when you’re ready, but if you don’t, that’s okay, too.”
“Are you ready to go back to the bar?” Logan asked.
Rory nodded, and when they got back in the car, Logan put the key in the ignition and turned to her.
“Okay,” she said.
“What’s okay?” Rory asked her.
“When I’m ready, I’ll tell you.”
Rory smiled softly at her, and she really wanted to reach out and cup Logan’s cheek because it seemed like the thing she should do right now, but she didn’t. Instead, she turned back and looked out the window, waiting for Logan to take them back to the bar, where Rory had every intention of sitting on the barstool and talking to Logan for the rest of the night.



CHAPTER 17
“Okay. So, things are going well,” Ava commented as they walked.
“Are they?” Logan asked. “She still wants to be friends, and I have no idea what I’m doing.”
“Maybe you need to be friends for a while. That doesn’t have to be the end, Logan. It can be a beginning. While there’s no guarantee that she’ll ever want anything more, it gives you two a chance to get to know each other and leaves room for a possibility there.”
“I guess. She’s just like no one I’ve ever met before.”
“Really?” Ava asked.
“Last night, I ranted about everything for probably five full minutes, I think. I told her I really only have ketchup in my fridge, that I don’t get much of anything out of casual sex but I still do it, and a bunch of other stuff about my shitshow of a life, and she just said, ‘Okay,’ and that was it.”
“She said okay?”
“Yes. She told me when I was ready to share more, she would be interested, but that it was all okay, and my whole body just relaxed, Ava. I haven’t told her about the gambling yet, but I think she gets the picture that my life isn’t exactly going very well at the moment.”
“And she said she wanted to hear more?”
“Sort of, yes,” she replied. “It felt more like if I wanted to tell her more, she’d be there, and I don’t think she’d judge me.”
“That’s good.”
“With the whole sex thing, I was pretty upfront with her from the beginning. She saw me take a woman home my first night at the bar, so she knows, and she doesn’t judge me for it. She asks questions, but I get the idea that that’s more because she’s not as experienced as I am.”
“I know you told me she’s gay, but she’s not all the way out. Are you worried about that?”
“I only told you because I needed to talk to you about her. I promised her I wouldn’t out her, Ava. If you talk to her, you can’t mention anything about it. I can’t–”
“Hey, I wouldn’t.” Ava placed a hand on Logan’s forearm, and they stopped their walking progress. “I don’t even know her, but I wouldn’t do that to you. I certainly wouldn’t out her to anyone.”
Logan nodded. She’d told Ava about Rory because she needed to tell someone what was going on, and Rory being gay was a big part of this. If she were straight and Logan asked her out, Ava would’ve been giving her very different advice, too.
“Her not being fully out doesn’t bother me at all. I don’t care. She can come out whenever and however she wants. I just like her,” she said. “She’s younger than us, you know?”
“How much younger?”
“Twenty-three,” Logan said while squinting her eyes. “Didn’t I tell you that before?”
“Twenty-three? God, what was I doing at twenty-three? Looking for a job while I lived at home with my parents, probably. My mom used to ask me if I was going to be home for dinner, and she still made me dinosaur chicken nuggets for lunch some days.” Ava laughed. “I told her I was an adult at least a hundred times, but she told me that if I were an adult, I wouldn’t be living at home at my age.” Ava shook her head, and her laughter continued.
“Hey.”
Logan turned her head and saw Rory standing there next to someone who looked familiar.
“Oh, hi,” she replied when she realized Rory had said something to her. “What are you doing here?”
“My training, remember?” Rory explained and then said to Ava, “Hi. I’m Rory. This is my friend, Jill.” She motioned to the woman standing next to her.
“Hey,” Jill spoke.
“Hi,” Logan replied. “Logan. And this is my friend, Ava.”
“Ava?” Rory asked.
“That’s me,” Ava replied and held out her hand for Rory to shake.
Rory shook it, but she was looking at Logan. Logan knew why. Rory knew that they used to date.
“So, training?” Ava asked Rory.
“I’m going to be a tour guide,” Rory replied.
“I thought you were a nanny,” Ava said.
Rory lifted an eyebrow at Logan as if she was surprised that Logan would talk about her to her one and only friend.
“I am,” Rory confirmed. “Part-time.”
“So, you’re also a tour guide?” Logan asked Jill, looking her up and down.
The woman looked a little older than Rory, but not by much, and she was wearing a pair of jeans, tennis shoes, and a white T-shirt with ‘The Rolling Stones’ written across it. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and she appeared casual and comfortable.
“I am,” Jill said. “I like it. It’s fun. Generally, it’s pretty easy, and the tips can be good.”
“Yeah? Cool,” Ava replied and looked over at Logan, likely expecting her to add something to this conversation. “And you and Rory are training today?” she added when Logan said nothing.
“My first day,” Rory said. “Jill was kind enough to show me the ropes.”
“Jill’s also a friend,” Logan added. “Right?”
“Yeah. We met, like, a month ago or so, I think,” Jill replied. “Rory knew a friend we have in common.”
“Jill actually helped with the bar,” Rory added. “A lot of friends did once Candace started freaking out and needed to open soon.”
“Are you a handy person?” Ava asked.
“Not really, no. I mostly painted. Kyle, Melinda’s fiancée, along with Sophie’s girlfriend, Bryce, and our friend Linden, did most of the physical stuff. I painted with Melinda, Bridgette, Monica, and Sophie, and we cleaned some glasses, too, and helped get the kitchen set up.”
“Who are all those people?” Logan asked.
“Melinda manages NOLA Guides where I, well, where we work now.” Jill pointed between herself and Rory. “Mel’s engaged to Kyle. Sophie is a friend through our other friend, Monica, who’s engaged to Bridge, who knows Mel from high school. Sophie is dating Bryce. Then, there’s Asher and Linden, who knew Mel through work. Those two are together. Co-workers and friends for, like, a decade or something first, and now they’re dating.” Jill looked over at Rory and asked, “Did I miss anyone?”
Rory laughed and said, “No, I think you got everybody.”
“She missed you,” Logan noted.
Rory turned to her, nodded, and said, “I knew Linden from a wedding. I was in the wedding party. She was the planner.”
“She?” Logan asked.
“We’re all shes,” Jill replied. “Including Kyle and Bryce. I guess Asher could be a unisex name as well, but she’s also a woman.”
“Yeah. Linden and I hung out a little at the wedding and kept in touch,” Rory shared. “She’s really nice. And Asher is perfect for her.” Rory’s eyes went a little wide as if she was trying to make sure Logan understood that Linden was with someone else.
“You have a lot of friends,” Ava said, but Logan wasn’t sure if she was saying it to Rory, Jill, or both of them.
“Rory’s great,” Jill said. “She kind of just fits right in.”
Logan moved her eyes to Jill then and read something in them.
“You okay?” Ava asked her.
“Huh?”
“Logan, are you okay?” Ava repeated.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said.
“I have to get back to work. Do you want to walk with me?” Ava asked her.
“Sure,” Logan replied.
“We have to get back to my training anyway,” Rory said.
“Maybe I’ll see you both at Candace’s later?” Jill asked. “Rory and I were thinking about grabbing a drink there tonight.”
“With a few friends,” Rory added quickly. “If they’re free.”
“Yeah, maybe. See you around,” Logan said and started walking without waiting for Ava, who quickly caught up.
“My God, you are jealous.”
“I am not.”
“Yes, you are. She said they were friends.”
“Did you see the look her friend gave me? It was like she was staking her claim or something.”
“I must have missed that because I was too busy watching the heated exchange between you and Rory.”
“It wasn’t heated. We’re fine.”
“I don’t mean heated like angry. I meant that you two looked like you wanted to tear each other’s clothes off right there in the Square. She heard my name, and she wasn’t super happy I was there. Did you tell her about us?”
“Yes. But I told her that we are exes and better off as friends.”
“You didn’t tell her about what happened recently, did you?”
“No, and I don’t plan on it, either,” Logan said. “That was between you and me.”
“Good. I don’t think you should. But can we please just address your insane jealousy right now?”
“It’s not insane,” she argued. “I just… She has all these friends, and when Jill mentioned them, she didn’t mention a girlfriend or fiancée for herself. Everyone else had one, but unless hers couldn’t help Candace, she probably doesn’t have one. And she gave me this look like she could tell something about me. I didn’t like it.”
“She could tell that you’re into Rory. The whole Square could if they looked closely enough.”
“It’s not that bad,” she replied.
“You really like her, don’t you?” Ava asked.
“I hardly know her,” she deflected.
“Logan, it’s me. You can’t lie to me. I’ve learned all your tricks by now. What’s really going on here?”
“I’m not sure,” she said. “I’ve never really felt like this before. I got jealous with you, yes, which is how we ended up dating, but it didn’t feel like this.”
“Is it because she said no? She just wants to be friends, and you want what you can’t have?”
“Maybe,” Logan said. “She can do what she wants. It’s fine. I just don’t know that I want to see it. I’m not sure I can right now.”
“Logan, if she ends up dating someone soon, odds are, that woman will end up in the bar where you work. Rory’s best friend owns the place, and she works there, too.”
“I know,” she said. “I just need to get over this crush. That’s really all it is. I mean, it’s not like I can be in a relationship right now. And Rory and I wouldn’t work, anyway. She’s like this paragon of virtue or something, and I am me.”
“Hey, don’t do that,” Ava said. “Logan, you’re working through some stuff, but we’re all broken in one way or another. Don’t let it get in the way of the feelings you’re having for the first time in a very long time.”
“Do you think you can walk back by yourself? I’d like to be alone for a bit.”
“What are you going to do?” Ava asked.
“Just walk around. Maybe I’ll go home and take a nap before work.”
“If you need a meeting, will you go to a meeting?”
Logan nodded and said, “I don’t want to gamble right now if that’s what you’re thinking. Well, that’s not true – I always want to gamble. But it’s not that. I just want to walk.”
“Okay,” Ava replied with a nod. “Will you call me if you need me?”
“Yeah,” Logan replied.
They said their goodbyes, and Ava continued walking back to her office while Logan turned back around and stared at the giant riverboat perched in its usual position on the dock. It was true, she always wanted to gamble, but in that moment, she wasn’t inclined to do it. She did know that she needed to get out of her head because being in her head only made her think of Rory and the fact that Logan wished she was a different person. She wished she’d never gotten that first high off of slot machines so long ago now. She wished she hadn’t betrayed her family or Ava and that she’d never lost her way. Maybe she would’ve been a better human, and she and Rory could’ve had a chance. As it was now, Logan didn’t deserve a chance with anyone.
She pulled out her phone and stepped off to the side to let people pass her as she began scrolling through her app. There were messages sitting there from women who wanted to meet up. There were messages from women she’d already met up with, and they wanted to do that again. She had a few text messages, too, which had been sitting there unanswered for days. There were more names in Logan’s phone than she had faces to put to them, really. She didn’t ask for names or numbers, but women often requested that they put their own number into Logan’s phone, and then, they’d text themselves so that they had hers. She’d had to block a few women who hadn’t stopped messaging her even when she had expressed no further interest, but most of the time, the numbers just sat there unused, and she was thinking about using one now.
Logan Luna: What are you doing now?
She hit send on the message before she could stop herself, not expecting a reply to come right away, but before she could even lock her phone, she had a response telling her that one of them was at home on their day off and if Logan was interested, she could get her girlfriend home as well in under thirty minutes. Logan thought about the timing. She would need to get back to her car, drive home, get strapped, drive to their place, and park. That would probably take a little more than a half hour. She’d fuck them both and watch them fuck each other. That would kill about an hour before she would go home to shower and change for work. It was a good plan that, hopefully, could keep her from thinking about gambling.
Then, she realized it wasn’t gambling that she needed a distraction from this time. It was Rory and those possibilities Ava was talking about earlier. She sighed at herself and locked her phone without responding to the text. She waited a full five minutes, standing in that spot, unmoving, before she pulled her phone back out and lied to her would-be partners, telling the woman she’d messaged that something had come up and she couldn’t anymore. The woman replied that she was disappointed, but they should make plans for later. Logan didn’t respond. Instead, she went to her contacts, found the newest number she’d added the other day, and messaged it instead.
Logan Luna: So, can I just admit that I was a little jealous back there, and it not be a big thing?
Rory was working, so Logan didn’t expect to get a message back, but as she walked in the direction of her car, her phone buzzed in her back pocket. Logan pulled it out and smiled as she read.
Rory Winter: Can I admit that I was, too, and it not be a big thing?



CHAPTER 18
“She’s really hot up close,” Jill noted. “I get it.”
Rory looked up from her phone and said, “She’s gorgeous.”
“And she’s totally into you,” Jill added. “The look she gave me when I mentioned we were going for drinks later…”
“Yeah?” Rory asked.
“Definitely. And she’s just texted you that she was jealous. Why are you surprised?”
“What do I even say back to that?” Rory asked. “I have no experience with this. I can’t believe she likes me.”
“Rory, you’re a catch. I’d hit on you if I didn’t know you liked Logan.”
“You would?”
“I flirted with you a little that night we were all helping with the bar. You didn’t really give anything back, so I assumed you either weren’t interested or that you weren’t into women. When you came to the office yesterday, I thought about asking you to go for a drink, but then, it was obvious that there was someone you were interested in, so I dropped that idea.”
“Me?”
Jill laughed and said, “Yes, you. Rory, you’re attractive, smart, and funny. Who wouldn’t want to go out with you?”
“I’ve never been on a date with a woman,” she shared.
“No?”
“No. I’ve kissed one, but that didn’t go very well.”
“Why not?”
“We’re friends. I felt something for her, but she didn’t. That represents the whole of my experience with women, and Logan is just…”
“Older?” Jill guessed.
“That too.”
“Well, with age, there’s generally more experience, yeah.”
“She’s been doing the casual thing,” Rory explained.
“With the woman she was with? Ava, right?”
“They’re just friends,” Rory said, but she remembered seeing Ava’s hand on Logan’s forearm a minute before she and Jill crossed the street to say hello, so she wondered at the accuracy of that label.
“But you were jealous?”
“Yes,” she admitted.
“Tell her that.”
“Who?”
“Logan. Text that to her. Open the door.”
“I don’t want the door open.”
“Oh, yes, you do. And she’s probably really good in bed, Rory. Just the look of her… Trust me, I can tell.”
“You can tell something like that?”
“Yeah. You can’t?”
“I’m too busy trying to process why she’d even want to have sex with me.”
“Well, stop that already and just tell her.”
“I told her we should be friends.”
“So?” Jill asked. “Take it back.”
“I can’t take it back,” she argued. “I told her I wanted a relationship. I’m not even out to my parents yet. Only a few people know I’m gay. How do I just find a relationship?”
Jill laughed and replied, “If I knew that, I’d be in one myself. It’s been hard, watching literally all of my friends find love. Mel and Kyle were first, and I was kind of close with Mel before that, but we got closer after Kyle, really. Then, there was Bridgette, who met Monica. I thought I found a single friend to commiserate with in Sophie, but Bryce showed up. Linden and Asher were next. Now, I’m still single, but at least there’s you.”
“Thank you?” Rory asked more than said.
“No, I mean that you’re single. Of course, I don’t know how long you’re going to last because Logan clearly likes you. You should text her back.”
“But what do I say?”
“Tell her that you were jealous and leave it at that until later. You can talk about what that means in person. If you want my advice, though, I’d say if the woman is telling you that she might want something more with you, and you like her, give her a chance. Make sure she wants what you want, yeah, but you don’t start a relationship at moment one. You usually go out and see how that works first. And it might be casual in the beginning, or it might be more serious, but you generally work your way to the whole relationship thing, so just get on the same page.”
Rory did text Logan back. She had barely managed to hit send, but with Jill’s encouragement, she did it. Then, she shoved her phone in her pocket and continued on her walk around the city, where Jill explained the stuff they showed off, details they shared, and places they stopped at.
“No matter how much time you plan to spend here, it will always be more,” Jill said of Café Du Monde. “Seriously, I’m not even sure how it’s possible. If you plan for five, you’ll be here for at least ten minutes. But if you plan for ten, the tour group will want fifteen. It’s just best to build in a buffer. At different times of day, the line is longer or shorter. I will give you the rundown of the best times to hit it so that the line isn’t crazy, and Mel has a deal with them that we can cut the line sometimes, so that’s helpful.”
Rory started making notes on her phone so that she could remember everything Jill was teaching her, which was a lot. She had a book back at the office that would help, but she wanted to do this right. As she took her next note, a message flashed on her screen. Rory smiled first. Then, she bit her lip.
Logan Luna: We don’t have to make a big deal out of it, no. Will I see you later?
Rory was smiling as she replied.
Rory Winter: Yes, I’ll be there.
She saw the three dots appear instantly.
Logan Luna: Will Jill be there, too?
Rory laughed.
“What?” Jill asked.
“Nothing,” she replied and went to message Logan back.
Rory Winter: Will Ava?
Three dots appeared again.
Logan Luna: No.
Rory read the response and returned to her notes while she listened as Jill talked.
◆◆◆
 
“Hey,” Candace greeted her. “How was your first day at tour guiding?”
“It was just training. Jill walked me around and showed me some stuff. I have a book I have to read.”
“As if you don’t have enough to read already,” Candace replied as she sliced limes.
“What can I help with?”
“Nothing. You can sit down and order a drink. I have no other customers, so I can make it extra good for you.”
“Coke?”
“Give me a challenge, Rory.”
“I don’t want any alcohol. I don’t want to get tipsy. You know I’m a lightweight.” Rory sat on a barstool. “I thought Logan was opening.”
“She was supposed to,” Candace said, looking unhappy about something.
“Did she call in sick?” she asked, thinking Logan probably would’ve messaged her to tell her that, given that they’d made plans for Rory to be at the bar.
“No. She’s just late or not coming in at all.”
“What? Really?”
“Yes. She’s thirty minutes late. That’s why I’m behind on prep: I’m doing it all myself. I’ve got another bartender starting this weekend. She doesn’t have much experience, but she will still be able to help fill some gaps, which means you won’t have to fill in as much, even though I really appreciate it.” Candace stopped slicing to wash her hands. “I had a feeling things were going too well with Logan… Always early, does everything I ask of her, works hard, doesn’t mind running food, and makes good drinks – just too good to be true. I should’ve known.”
“It’s one time. Maybe traffic is bad.”
“She has my number. She could’ve called.”
“Yeah…” Rory let out and pulled out her own phone.
Candace placed a Coke on the bar for her and went back to slicing limes.
“If she doesn’t show, would you mind helping out if I need it? I don’t have anyone else.”
“Of course,” she replied, checking to see if Logan had left her a message. “Weird.”
“What?”
“I just can’t believe she hasn’t–”
Candace’s phone rang, and it was sitting on the bar, so she looked down at the screen to check who was calling.
“That’s her. I’ve got lime on my hands. Can you answer and put it on speaker for me?”
Rory did and held the phone up for Candace.
“Logan?”
“Candace, I am so sorry,” Logan said. “I’m on my way. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”
“What happened?”
“I… had an emergency and just got to my phone. I’m on my way in. I’ll work until close or whatever you need. I’ll do dishes, if you want. Bus tables. Whatever.”
“Just get here. We’ll talk about it when you get in,” Candace told her, clearly unimpressed with Logan’s offer.
“Okay. I’ll be there soon. I’m so sorry.”
Rory felt strange for being on the phone without Logan knowing, but it didn’t seem like a good time to mention it, so when Candace nodded, Rory hung up. She helped Candace finish the prep and went into the kitchen to get it ready, too. Ten minutes later, Logan walked in through the back door.
“Hi. Candace in the front?”
“Yes. A couple of customers came in,” Rory replied.
“Thanks,” Logan said, looking concerned.
Without saying anything else, she made her way into the bar, and a few seconds later, both Candace and Logan walked back through the door.
“Can you watch the front for five minutes?” Candace asked Rory.
“Sure,” she replied and walked past both of them, with Logan not meeting her eye.
Rory wasn’t sure what kind of manager Candace would be to someone who wasn’t her best friend, but she hoped Candace wouldn’t just fire someone for being late one time. Things happened, and Logan had apologized. As she stood behind the bar, Rory tried not to think about the fact that her main connection to Logan was this bar, and if she was fired, they wouldn’t have this place to share, in a way, anymore.
“Hey,” Logan said after she walked through the door. “Do you need me to make anything?”
“No, they have beers,” she said of the two customers.
“Did you pour them?” Logan asked with a slight smirk.
“No, smart-ass; they have bottles,” she replied with a smile. “Is everything okay?”
“I got a lecture that I deserved, and it’s my first strike. I get three, just like in baseball, and I’m gone.”
“What happened?”
“I went home after my lunch with Ava, and I fell asleep and woke up right before I called Candace. I don’t know what happened. I don’t usually take naps, and I set an alarm, or at least, I thought I did. I must not have. Anyway, I feel awful. I know you had to cover for me. And Candace counts on me. I’m really sorry.”
“You needed a nap?” Rory asked when Logan walked around and joined her behind the bar.
“I guess so. I fell asleep.”
“Naked?” Rory teased.
Logan laughed and said, “No. Sports bra and shorts.”
She was now standing right beside Rory in the confined space of the bar, smelling really good. Rory didn’t know how to describe perfume smells that weren’t floral. Maybe Logan wore cologne. Maybe it was her shampoo or soap or something.
“You okay?” Logan asked.
“Huh?”
“You kind of zoned out on me.”
“Oh, sorry. I’m okay.”
“Do you want to get a table or something? I assume your friends will be here soon.”
“Friends?”
“Jill and the rest of them,” Logan said.
“I don’t even know if they’re coming.”
“I thought they were hanging out with you tonight.”
“They might be,” she said.
“Okay. Well, can I make you a drink?”
“I have one. Candace made it for me.”
“Candace made you a drink? That’s my job,” Logan replied. “What did she make you?”
“It’s a Coke, and it’s in the kitchen.”
“Let me make you a real drink, Rory. You’re going to be here for a while, right? Not driving?”
“No, but I’m okay.”
“Do you really not drink? Should I stop asking? You can tell me to shut up about it.”
“I just don’t want to be… tipsy around you. I’m a lightweight. Candace can tell you.”
Logan smiled at her and said, “You don’t want to be tipsy around me?”
Rory shook her head.
“Why not?”
“Because I need all my mental faculties around you.”
“Why?”
“Because you’re you, and I’m going to go get that Coke Candace made for me.”
“She poured it for you. I think making is a stretch.”
Rory quickly moved around and away from Logan and disappeared into the kitchen, where she found her nearly full glass sitting on the counter. She leaned over it and tried not to think about how good Logan smelled, how hot she was, how nice she was, and just about everything else.
“You don’t have to be back here,” Candace said when she saw her. “Sit down and relax now that Logan’s here.”
“She’s not fired. That’s good.”
“Shit happens.” Candace shrugged. “I just told her that it can’t happen again, but we’re good. Besides, I’d talk to you before I’d do that.”
“What? Why?”
“Because you have a thing with her. I’d want to make sure you at least had her number so that you could call or text her if I had to let her go.”
“I don’t have a thing with her,” Rory argued.
“Yeah, okay.” Candace laughed. “Is she up front?”
“Behind the bar.”
“Good. I’m going to pee. I’ll see you out there.”
Rory sighed and waited for Candace to leave before she turned around and walked back out to the bar.
“Rory?”
“Yeah?” she asked Logan as she sat down on a stool.
“Where’s your Coke?”
Rory put her face in her hands and said, “I left it in the kitchen.”
Logan chuckled, and Rory looked up when she heard something. Logan was adding ice to a glass before she used the soda gun to pour her a new drink. Then, she placed it on the bar in front of Rory, reached for a lime, and put it on the edge of the glass.
“There. A little better than a regular Coke. Best I could do.” Logan shrugged a shoulder.
“You were really jealous of Jill?” she asked, deciding to take a chance.
Logan nodded.
“I was jealous of Ava.”
“So you said in your text. But, Rory, Ava and I are just friends. We’re not together.”
“Not even casually?”
“Casually? No. Ava is a relationship woman. She’s technically seeing someone right now. They’re not exclusive, and I think it’s going to end soon, but we’re just friends.”
“Okay.”
Logan closed her eyes for a second and added, “I told her I wouldn’t tell you this, but I feel like I should, given what I just said about Ava and me not being casual.”
“Tell me what?”
“The other day, before I… before I told you that I…” Logan took a deep breath. “Before I even asked you out or told you that I liked you. I mean, I think I’d said maybe ten words to you back then or something. It was– Hell, before I even realized that I liked you, I did something really stupid, and Ava was a part of that.”
“What did you do?”
“Ava came over because we were going to lunch. I was still asleep, and you know how I told you that I sleep naked.” Logan paused and seemed to consider her next words carefully. “I could tell she… Ah, fuck. I touched her. I mean, I went down on her, but that was it.”
Rory sat back in her chair.
“Rory, we were together a while ago.”
“No, it’s fine. You can be with whomever you want. You know that.”
Logan leaned over the bar and told her, “Nothing else is going to happen. We stopped after that and talked about how dumb it was to go there.”
“Logan, it really is okay,” she lied, trying not to picture Logan’s head between the legs of the woman she had met earlier that day. “Like you said, you were together. That happens, right?”
“Not anymore,” Logan said.
“Okay. Well, that’s up to you and Ava, I guess.”
“Don’t do that, okay?”
“Do what?” she deflected, picking up her Coke before she dropped the lime into it and took the longest gulp, suddenly feeling very thirsty.
“Don’t pull away.”
“I’m not pulling away. I’m sitting right here.”
“Rory, I like you.”
“I like you, too,” she replied. “And we’re good. We’re friends.”
Logan stood straight up and said, “We were working on maybe something more than that a few minutes ago.”
“Logan, I don’t know what you want from me. I have zero experience with this, whatever this even is. I told you I thought we should be friends. I think that was the right call.”
“Any new customers yet?” Candace asked as she burst through the door. “I’m ready to mingle.”
But Rory didn’t pay her any attention because she still stared at Logan, who stared back at her.



CHAPTER 19
Logan made drink after drink, poured beer after beer, and even changed out a few kegs. She was busy, which normally made time pass by quickly, but tonight, no matter how many drinks she made, how many times she cleaned the bar or the glasses after they’d been used, time seemed to slowly roll by as if her shift would be never-ending. Watching Rory sit at two tables that had been pushed together and not being able to talk to her was now Logan’s purgatory.
“I told her,” she said into the phone.
“Told who what?” Ava asked.
Logan was taking out the overflowing trash bag and had a few minutes where she could call Ava to tell her what she’d done and to try to get advice.
“I told Rory about what you and I did the other day.”
“You what? We just talked about this.”
“I know…” she replied, tossing the bag into the dumpster they shared with the gumbo place next door. “But she admitted to being jealous, and I told her that we were just friends. She then asked if we were doing the casual sex thing because that’s what I do, and I told her no, but it felt really wrong to leave out that, technically, we had just done that. I didn’t want to lie to her.”
Ava sighed and replied, “She’s not your girlfriend, Logan. You don’t owe her an explanation.”
“I know, but… There’s just something about her that makes me always want to tell the truth. It’s like her eyes are reading into me, begging me to explain everything and leave out nothing, and there’s also the fact that I don’t want to lie to her. Other women, the ones I just fuck behind a bar, I can lie to them and tell them I’ll be back for more when I know I won’t, and it’s fine. With Rory… I don’t know. I just don’t want to start something that’s based on lies, and this felt important to share. I told her we stopped it before it went any further.”
“Any further than what? Were you descriptive or something?”
“Just that I went down on you, and we stopped.”
“Fuck, Logan.” Ava took a deep breath. “Let me guess: she wasn’t very happy about that.”
“She says she’s fine but that she was right to tell me we should just be friends.”
“Well, yeah! She likes you, and you just told her you had your head between my legs not that long ago. Correct me if I’m wrong here, idiot, but she told you that the main reason she doesn’t want to date you is that you do shit like that.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Logan replied as she pulled open the back door. “A lot of her friends are here tonight, and she’s sitting with them, but every so often, she looks over at me, and, Ava, I swear, there’s, like, pain in her eyes. I know I put it there.”
“Do I think it’s good to be honest? Yes. But I would be lying if I said it wouldn’t make me pull away, too. If I wanted a relationship with you, and you told me that, just days ago, you did that with your best friend whom you also used to go out with and were in love with, I’d be worried I was going to get my heart broken, and I’d want to protect it.”
“I messed up.”
“I don’t know. It’s hard to say, really. Honesty matters, Logan. Given your experience, I know you know that. I also think it’s important because if you really want to be with her, she needs to know all of you. That’s the only way to know if she truly wants you for you.”
“No one would want me for me. I’m a massive screw-up with thousands of dollars of debt, a shitty apartment, and a–”
“Stop it,” Ava interrupted her. “Stop that. You deserve happiness like the rest of us, Logan. Stop trying to sabotage that and just talk to her.”
Logan found Candace in the kitchen when she got back, so she told Ava, “I’ve got to get back to work.”
“Okay. Good luck. Talk to her. I mean it,” Ava replied.
“Hey, can you take those plates out to tables ten and four? Ten gets the skins. Four gets the burger,” Candace said.
“No problem,” Logan replied.
She carried the plates out, dropped them off at their respective tables, and passed by Rory and her friends on her way back to the bar. When she arrived, a customer at the bar asked for another beer, so Logan pulled the bottle out and gave it to them before she went to put it into the computer. Turning back after that, she saw Jill sitting there on the barstool.
“Oh, hi. Can I get you something?” she asked her.
“No, I’m okay,” Jill said. “Got a minute?”
“I’m working,” she replied. “I was late, so I can’t take a break yet.”
“Okay. Well, I just wanted to make sure you knew that there’s nothing going on with Rory and me.”
“Oh,” she said.
“I was giving you a hard time earlier.”
“Why?”
“I guess I wanted to see what might come out of it. You seemed to be incapable of looking away from Rory, which usually means one thing.”
“So, you decided to fuck with me?”
Jill shrugged a shoulder and replied, “A little. Anyway, we’re not going to be here much longer, so I thought I’d see if you wanted to come over and join us for a bit, if you can. Sit down with us. Give everyone a chance to get to know you a little.”
“Me? Why?”
“Because Rory keeps looking over here, and everyone’s wondering what’s going on.”
Logan nodded and told her, “I can’t yet. I don’t have a break coming for at least another hour. I let Candace down earlier by showing up late, so I don’t want to mess up again.”
“Well, I tried.” Jill stood up and added, “She seems different.”
“Who?”
“Rory. She was happy when I left her. She’d texted you something that, I’m sure, was difficult for her to send, so she seemed nervous but good. Now, she seems sad, and I’m just wondering what might have happened between then and now to make her that way.”
When Logan didn’t say anything in response to that, Jill didn’t add anything else, either, before she turned and walked back over to the table where Logan could now see Rory looking over at them, probably wondering what they could possibly have to say to one another that didn’t involve Jill ordering drinks. Logan wished she could be entirely honest with Rory, knowing Rory deserved that, but she wasn’t ready yet. Ava was the only person in her life who knew the entire story, with a few strangers knowing some fragments of it now, but telling a new person everything and letting Rory in like that was scary.
Logan hadn’t actually taken a nap earlier. She’d texted with Rory a little, and yes, she’d gone home, but only to change into her work clothes. Then, she had found a meeting. After that one, she had gone to another one. Logan had felt like she needed to be there. She had needed to talk to someone who didn’t know her about what she was going through now. The rule for these meetings was that the phones were off, though, or at least, on silent, so when she’d been deep in conversation with a woman who had been on the wagon, so to speak, for fifteen years, Logan had failed to pay attention to the time and had no reason to check any messages. She had been talking to this stranger about Rory, explaining to her that Rory was the first person she’d wanted to go out with since she had stopped gambling.
“It’s hard, putting yourself back out there,” the woman had replied. “The first one is especially difficult. About a year after I stopped, I dated this guy, and it was hard. His friends wanted to go to Atlantic City for the weekend. We lived in New York at the time. Anyway, he felt guilty about going. I told him it was fine. He could do whatever he wanted to do with his friends. When he got back, it became this thing. He didn’t know how to talk to me about the weekend and said he felt strange about having a good time. It didn’t last long after that.”
“She and I aren’t dating, but it’s also not because of my gambling. She doesn’t know about that yet. She thinks I only want something casual.”
“Do you?”
“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I’ve had my fair share of casual.”
“When you say casual…”
“Sex,” Logan had explained.
“Ah, yeah,” the woman had said, nodding knowingly. “Supplementing?”
“Huh?”
“I did that as well. Once I lost one high, I started drinking a lot, but that only made me throw up all the time, so I switched to sex. I had a lot of that for about a year before that guy I mentioned, and after him, I had more. It took me some time to calm down and find someone. My husband and I have been together for eleven years now, though.”
“I didn’t really want it,” Logan had shared. “The sex. I just needed a distraction.”
“Yeah, I’ve been there,” the woman from the meeting had replied. “It’s fairly common. But let me ask you this… With this woman, you don’t want casual with her?”
“I hardly know her.” Logan had sighed then.
“But you know enough to know that it’s not just sex that you want?”
Logan had nodded.
“And she thinks you still only want sex?”
“I don’t know… She admitted to being jealous earlier when my friend was with me and I ran into her. My friend and I used to date, and she knows that.”
“Well, it sounds like that might be a first step. Maybe you should talk to her more about that.”
“We agreed we wouldn’t make a big thing out of it.”
The woman had laughed and said, “That seems a little impossible if you like her, and she’s basically telling you that she’s jealous of your ex. I’m not saying you should tell her that you’re a gambling addict tonight, but maybe just let her in a little. In my experience, the only way forward was for me to be honest about as much as I could as things went along with the men I dated. The ones who handled it poorly weren’t the guys for me. My husband made a few mistakes, but so did I, and he was the only one who never made me feel guilty for being an addict. He tried to understand. He wanted to know how he could help, but not in that way that made my addiction about him. That, to me, is worth everything.”
Logan had lost track of time, and only when the meeting had gotten back from the short break and her conversation had she thought to check her phone. She’d left the meeting halfway through to get to the bar as quickly as possible, lying to both her boss and Rory about what had happened in the process. Now, she was watching Rory with her friends, wishing she could just tell her everything and that telling her everything wouldn’t pull her further away.
When Logan saw Rory’s friends start to leave – generally two by two, with the exception of Jill, who left by herself, and another woman who left by herself after sticking around for another few minutes – she expected Rory to leave right after. It was late, and Logan was now closing because she’d shown up late. Instead, Rory had pulled the two tables apart and put them back where they went, making Logan smile because, of course, she would remember to do that. Logan got busy with a customer at the bar, and when she turned back around and didn’t see Rory by the tables, she assumed she’d left.
“Can I get a Shirley Temple?”
Logan turned to her right and saw Rory sitting on her now-usual stool. She was giving Logan a small smile.
“Extra grenadine?”
“Can you make it fancy and add two cherries?” Rory held up two fingers.
“Yeah, I can do that.”
Logan made the drink and placed it in front of her.
“Did you have a good time with your friends?”
“I did,” Rory replied. “They’re really new friends, so I’m still getting to know them.”
“New like Jill?”
Rory lifted an eyebrow and asked, “What did you two talk about when she came over here?”
“Oh. She just asked where the bathroom was,” Logan said, winking at Rory.
“Really? That’s strange. I remember Jill helping Sophie paint the walls in that bathroom not all that long ago. You’d think she’d remember where it was after that.”
“Short memory, I guess,” Logan continued the lie they both knew she was telling.
“So… Are you two okay, or should I worry about you giving her the side-eye all the time?”
“How often do you two hang out?” Logan asked back as she leaned over the bar.
“Well, we’ll be working together, so maybe a lot.”
Logan sighed exaggeratedly and said, “I will attempt to retract my claws, then.”
“I’m surprised you have claws with all that sex you have,” Rory teased.
Logan laughed and held up her hands.
“Metaphorical claws, not real ones.” Then, she sobered a bit and asked, “Are we okay?”
“Yeah,” Rory replied, leaning forward. “I told you that we’re good.”
“The words you said out loud didn’t really match the face you were giving me or your overall body language, which suggested that you might be mad at me or, at least, upset that I’d done that with Ava.”
“I was taken aback, yes,” Rory admitted. “But it’s true, what I said before: you can sleep with whomever you want, Logan. I can’t control my reaction to hearing about it, apparently, but it doesn’t mean that I’m judging you or that I think I can–”
“Will you stay?” Logan asked.
“Stay?”
“I have to close now,” Logan replied. “I’m sure you’re tired, but it’s last call. Can you maybe hang out with me until after close? We can keep talking.”
“You just want my help doing dishes,” Rory teased.
Logan laughed a little and said, “Well, I wouldn’t mind it, but I just want to keep talking.”
Rory nodded, and Logan heard the unmistakable throat clearing of a customer who either wanted a check or a refill.



CHAPTER 20
“Okay. We are closed.” Candace sighed as she sat down on the barstool next to Rory. “I am so fucking tired.”
“When was the last time you even slept?” Rory asked.
“The day before I won the lottery,” Candace replied. “I miss Keith. We both thought he’d be here for this. I get that he needs a job… We all do. I just thought he would be around more. As it is, with us both working odd hours and trying to sleep when we can, we hardly even get to talk. I know he was just here, but it’s so hard to be apart, you know?”
Rory looked up at Logan, who was cleaning behind the bar and pretending not to be paying attention to their conversation.
“Is he at work now?” Rory asked.
“Probably. He should be about halfway through his shift.”
“So, he’s about to go on break, maybe?”
“I guess.” Candace shrugged.
“Go home, Candace.”
“What?”
“Go home and call him. Text him now to tell him your plan so that he can take his break. Then, talk to him and get some sleep. You need it.”
“We have closing to do.”
“I’ve got it,” Logan offered. “I can’t handle the money stuff, but I can clean everything and lock up.”
“I’ll stay, too,” Rory added.
“What? No way. You’ve got to be more tired than I am.”
“I’m okay,” Rory replied. “Really, I’m good. I took a nap after the training shift before I got here. I turned in my paper, I don’t have anything else due this week, and it’s just reading so far for next week. I promise, I’m good.”
“Are you really sure?” Candace checked. “I could use the sleep and a call with my boyfriend, but–”
“I’m sure. Go,” Rory said. “I’ll handle the money stuff. You showed me how to do it last week, so I’ll put everything in the safe for you, and we’ll both get out of here after locking up. Okay?”
“That would be great. Deliveries are at ten in the morning tomorrow, and I was dreading having to wake up and get here in time. They won’t just leave things unless I’m here to sign for them.” Candace stood and asked again, “And you’re really sure?”
“Yes.” Rory laughed. “You’re paying me. I’m not volunteering. You know I could use the money.”
“And you’ll walk her to her car after?” Candace asked Logan.
“Yeah,” Logan replied with a small smile.
“I parked out back, so I’m fine, but thanks for the vote of confidence,” Rory added sarcastically.
Candace rolled her eyes and said, “Thank you so much. I’ll see you later, okay?”
Then, she was gone, and Rory tried to think about the last time she was alone with Logan. The only other time that had happened so far had been at her apartment when Logan had asked her out after fixing her garbage disposal.
“I’m going to go do the money stuff,” Rory said.
“Okay. I’ll finish up out here and head into the kitchen,” Logan replied.
Rory headed through the kitchen and into the office, finding it a little in disarray and not really knowing where Candace kept everything. She searched for what she needed and logged on to the computer. Within thirty minutes, she had the night’s receipts tallied and the cash bundled and ready to be deposited the following day. Then, she straightened up the office a bit to give Candace a chance to walk into a clean room the following day and made her way out to the kitchen, finding Logan at the grill, scraping it.
“Cash is done,” Rory shared. “Candace’s office was a mess, too.”
“Yeah, I noticed that earlier. I think she’s spending so much time out on the floor that she ends up exhausted by the end of the night, throws crap around in there, and doesn’t get around to picking it up later.”
“I tried to clean it up for her, but I’m sure it’ll get messy again. She loves people. She always has. She wanted to own a bar, but not the paperwork and office part. She loves being out there talking to patrons. It’s why she didn’t want to own a big tourist trap. She likes regulars, getting caught up on their lives, learning their drinks, and trying to make them happy if she can, even if it’s just over a beer.”
Rory smiled, thinking about her friend.
“For what it’s worth, she’s doing it. We got busy again tonight. She’s attracting regulars already.”
“Yeah?” Rory asked. “I don’t know that I’ve noticed, honestly, but that’s great.”
“I like it here,” Logan said. “I don’t want to mess this up for me.”
“Well, try not to oversleep again.”
Logan looked at her for a second and then looked back down at the grill.
“I should tell you something…”
“Something else?” she asked. “You’ve already told me something today.”
“I didn’t oversleep,” Logan said as she stopped cleaning the grill and turned to her. “I had something I had to do, and I lost track of time. I told Candace and you that I overslept, but I didn’t.”
“Why did you lie to me? I get Candace; she’s your boss.”
“You’re her best friend.”
“If you would’ve asked me to keep whatever you were doing to myself, I would have. I don’t like lying to Candace.” Rory crossed her arms over her chest. “But people lose track of time. It happens. Why didn’t you just tell her that?”
“I panicked,” Logan replied, wiping off the clean grill. “I didn’t want to lose my job here, Rory. I need it, and not just because of the money. I like working here. It’s calming for me, even when it’s busy. And you’re here.”
“What were you doing that made you lose track of time? I saw you not that long before you were supposed to be here.”
“Can we maybe talk somewhere else? Maybe tomorrow. What are you doing tomorrow?”
“Class.”
“What time?” Logan asked.
“Not until eleven.”
“Can we have breakfast? I’ll buy.”
“Breakfast?”
“Yeah. We can leave from here and go for breakfast, if you want. That could be fun; early morning breakfast before the sun comes up.”
“I’d like to get some sleep tonight,” Rory replied. “Besides, I spilled beer on myself earlier, and I’d like to change out of these clothes and shower sometime soon.”
“Okay. Nine o’clock? I can pick you up.”
“Why do we even need to go somewhere else to talk? No one’s here.”
“I just don’t want to do this here.”
“Do what, Logan?” she asked.
“I’m supposed to be working. So are you. Candace is paying us. We should finish,” Logan suggested.
“Okay. I’ll do the dishes, I guess,” she replied.
“Rory?”
“Yes?”
“It’s not what you’re thinking,” Logan told her.
“What am I thinking?”
“I can guess.”
“Go for it.”
“You might be thinking I got caught up with a woman and lost track of time, but that’s not what happened.”
“Okay,” Rory said.
She had been wondering if that was what Logan had been keeping from her, but she kept telling herself that it wasn’t her place to ask.
“There are things that no one else knows,” Logan said, taking a few steps toward her. “Ava does, but she was there for some of it, so that’s why. If I tell you, it could change things.”
“Logan, now I’m worried. Are you okay?”
“Yeah. I just feel like I want you to know, and that’s new for me. I don’t like sharing any part of my life with anyone else.”
“But you want to with me?”
Logan nodded and replied, “There’s something about the way you look at me sometimes. It’s like you already know things you shouldn’t, but also, it’s like you won’t judge me, no matter what I tell you.”
“Are you a serial killer? That could change things,” she tried to joke.
Logan didn’t laugh, but she did manage a smile.
“Not a serial killer. But I’ll tell you at breakfast what I am, okay?”
“And I’m not supposed to worry about you?”
“I like that you worry about me,” Logan said with another of those smiles. “It means you care, right?”
Rory nodded and said, “Of course, I do.”
“Can you maybe hang on to that for a while, even after I tell you things you might not want to hear?”
Rory nodded again and watched as Logan went back to wiping down the grill. She didn’t know what else to say because Logan didn’t want to talk about it now, so she went to the sink and started working on the dishes that couldn’t be put through the dishwasher. When she was finished, she turned around to see that Logan was standing there, looking down at her phone.
“Are you done?”
“Yeah, I clocked out,” Logan said, looking up at her. “I was thinking I might take a few riders before I go home. I’m kind of wired.”
“Logan, go home and get some sleep,” Rory suggested. “You’re meeting me for breakfast in, like, a few hours.”
“I was going to pick you up.”
“Meet me wherever. I’d have to leave for class after,” she said as she clocked out. “It’s easier if I just drive myself.”
“I won’t sleep if I go home anyway. At least, this way, I can make some extra cash.” Logan tucked her phone into her pocket. “You ready?”
“Yeah, let’s go,” Rory replied. “And if you really want to drive, go for it, but you could always watch TV or something when you get home.”
“I told you that I finished Netflix already.”
“You can’t finish Netflix,” Rory replied with a laugh as they made their way to the back door.
“All the stuff I wanted to watch on it, anyway.”
“Then, I’ll text you some recommendations of shows I like when I get home.”
“How do you even have time to watch TV? You’re always doing something else.”
“I can watch TV while I’m studying.”
Logan pushed the door open for her.
“A multi-tasker, huh?”
“The background noise helps me study. Why do you think I do it here all the time? It’s quiet when it’s not busy, but not so quiet that I’m just sitting there thinking about how eerily quiet it is.”
“You’re a complicated woman, Rory Winter.” Logan turned around and locked the door behind them.
“Not really,” Rory said.
“If I go home, you’ll send me your recs?” Logan asked as they walked toward Rory’s car.
“Yes, if you really want them.”
“I do,” Logan replied and stopped when they got to the car.
Rory unlocked it, and Logan pulled that door open for her, too.
“Where’s your car?” Rory asked.
“Right over there,” Logan replied, nodding to her own car, which was a couple of spots away from them. “I’ll wait for those shows.”
Rory chuckled and said, “Okay. And I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“I’ll send you the address for the place. I’m thinking diner with really good pancakes?”
“Sounds good,” Rory said.
She then climbed into the car, and Logan stood there, holding the door open as if she wanted to say something else.
“Logan?”
“Huh?”
“It’ll be okay. Whatever it is, it’s going to be okay.”
Logan just gave her a small nod and said, “Good night, Rory.”
“Night,” she replied.
Logan closed her door, and Rory put the car in reverse and backed out. She made sure that Logan was right behind her before she pulled out into traffic and took the short drive home. The whole way, she wondered what could be so bad that Logan was worried she’d stop caring about her. When she got inside her apartment, she thought about a few of her favorite shows in different genres to give Logan some options and sent her a text. She didn’t wait for a response to take off her clothes and hopped in the shower, feeling like she reeked of beer. Cleaning quickly, she got out and changed into her pig pajamas, laughing at how she’d told Logan about them. Then, she checked her phone and found two messages from Logan.
Logan Luna: Here’s the diner info.
Logan Luna: Okay. I’ll try the comedy. They usually put me to sleep because I don’t find them funny.
Rory laughed and typed.
Rory Winter: It’s a comedy. Of course, it’s funny.
She climbed into bed and waited. A few minutes later, Logan replied.
Logan Luna: I’ve never really been into sitcoms. I guess the punch lines are obvious to me.
Rory sent another message.
Logan Luna: Do you want to watch it with me?
Rory typed back.
Logan Luna: Yes, now. I’m going to put on the first episode.
Rory Winter: You’re supposed to watch something to help you get to sleep.
Logan Luna: I’ve got at least an hour in me before I’m able to pass out. Come on. One episode?
Rory smiled and bit her lower lip. Then, she grabbed her remote and turned on the small TV she had in her bedroom. She queued up the show and replied to Logan.
Logan Luna: Can I call you?
Rory typed her reply, and her phone rang shortly after.
“Hi,” Logan said.
“Hi,” Rory replied with a chuckle. “How do we watch a show together while we’re talking on the phone?”
“Put the TV on mute.”
“You’ll miss the jokes.”
“That’s what the captions are for. Besides, I already told you that I don’t really like sitcoms anyway.”
“Then, why are we watching it?” Rory asked.
“You told me it was one of your favorites, and it’ll help me sleep.”
“Talking to me will help you sleep?” she asked as she settled farther into her bed.
“No, talking to you will keep me up.”
“Then, we shouldn’t be talking.”
“Rory, just put the damn TV on mute and talk to me,” Logan told her with a small laugh. “Tell me why you like this show.”
“Because it’s funny,” she replied, laughing. She pressed the mute button, checked to make sure that the captions were on, pressed play, and added, “It’s on now.”
“For me, too. Okay. Tell me about this one. I’ve never seen it. Fill me in.”
“You’re supposed to watch the show and let it fill you in,” Rory said.
“That’s no fun,” Logan replied.
Rory laughed and continued to lay there for the next hour, watching one of her favorite shows on mute and trying to both convince Logan that it was funny and that she should get some sleep before they both finally called it a night and hung up.



CHAPTER 21
She sat, nervously tapping her foot against the faux tile floor as she stared at the door of the diner, waiting impatiently for Rory to walk in. Logan had really done it now; she had promised she would tell Rory everything. She’d done that the previous night, which was really only a few hours ago, because she knew she would try to wiggle out of doing it, and if she put the promise out there, it meant that she couldn’t, and she’d have to tell Rory at least part of what was going on with her. As nervous as she was right now, though, she knew she wanted to tell her. Logan wanted Rory to know, to have all the facts, and to form her own opinions and feelings from them. The woman Logan had met at the meeting had been right: it was the only way to know if Rory could or would ever be interested in more with her.
Logan hadn’t slept much. After hanging up to allow Rory to get to sleep, she had fallen asleep, too, but she had woken up around six in the morning, and she’d been jonesing for her poker app. She could see herself turning the sound all the way up on her phone, adding some money into her account, playing a few hands of Texas Hold’em, and going all-in. She was out of practice, of course, so she’d end up losing everything, only to add more to her account and do it all over again. Her gambling philosophy had always been to only have a small amount of money in her actual possession because if she used it all up, she’d just leave. The only problem with that philosophy was that she would always go and get more, and that was where the addiction came in.
“Good morning,” Rory said.
Logan looked up, leg still shaking and tapping, and said, “Morning. How did you sleep?”
“Someone kept me up watching episodes of a TV show I’ve already seen a million times,” Rory replied with a smile as she sat down across from Logan. “Did you not order yet?”
“No, I was waiting for you. Coffee?”
When Rory nodded, Logan held up two fingers in the direction of their waiter, who saw the gesture.
“So, how did you sleep?” Rory asked.
“I got a few hours,” Logan replied.
“We shouldn’t have done a breakfast thing. You need more sleep.”
“Do I look that bad?” she asked.
“You never look bad.”
Logan smiled at that response before two coffees were placed in front of them.
“What can I get for you?” the waiter asked.
“Um… Pancakes?” Rory said.
“Yeah,” Logan added. “Can I get the three-stack and bacon?”
“Same for me, I guess,” Rory said. “But can I get two instead of three, please? I can’t eat that many pancakes.”
“Sure. Anything else to drink besides coffee?” he asked.
“Not for me,” Logan replied.
“Orange juice,” Rory requested.
He nodded, and off he went.
“So, you have class soon?”
“Eleven,” Rory told her, repeating what Logan already knew.
“And is it a good class? One you like?”
“It’s fine,” Rory replied with a small smile. “It’s actually a class called, ‘Delaying the conversation you don’t want to have.’ Have you taken it?”
Logan laughed a little and said, “I have, actually. I teach it now. You just must not be in my class, or I would’ve seen you.”
Rory smiled wider at her before saying, “I need to leave here by ten so that I can get to campus, park, walk, like, a mile from my parking spot to the building, and get there on time. I don’t say that to pressure you or anything. Just want you to know.”
“Yeah, thanks,” Logan replied and swallowed. “So, give me a minute to get through this because, like I told you, I’ve never really had to tell anyone I know any or all of this before. Strangers, yes – it’s part of the process, and I’ve only done that recently – but not someone I like and have asked out on a date.”
“Okay,” Rory said and slid her coffee mug toward her.
She then reached for the stainless-steel container with the cream in it, poured in a little, and added a packet of the real sugar. She stirred it with her spoon and waited patiently.
“I’m a gambling addict, Rory.”
Rory stopped the stirring, looked up at Logan, and said, “Okay.”
“I’ve had a problem since probably forever, but it got bad when I turned twenty-one and I could legally gamble. I stopped about two years ago. Well, a year and two hundred and seventy-four days.”
“Okay,” Rory repeated and removed her spoon from the coffee, placing it on top of her paper napkin.
“Just okay?”
“I assume there’s more. I wanted to let you get through whatever you wanted to tell me.”
“Isn’t that already a lot?” Logan asked.
“Yes, but also no.”
“Explain that one,” Logan told her with a chuckle before she took a drink of the too-hot coffee.
“It’s a new thing that I didn’t know about you, but you seemed worried that it would change how I feel about you. It doesn’t.”
“You’ve only heard part of the story.”
“I’m all ears,” Rory replied.
“Well, like I said, I’ve always been somewhat of a gambler. I remember playing Monopoly as a kid and taking it a little too seriously. I wanted all of the little fake paper money. When I got it, there was this feeling that came over me, and I wanted even more. I learned to play poker from my dad at the shop. He and the guys would play once a week or so, and I started joining in, but not with real money. They played with pretzels and candy mostly. I wanted all the pretzels, though. I loved the feeling of winning a hand, especially against a big burly guy who never expected a teenage girl to kick his ass. When I started trade school, I found other games to play that I liked and had games on my phone. Most of them didn’t involve money, but I found a few that did, and I made a few bets here and there. When I started working for my dad, I was making good money, and it was legal for me to gamble by then, so I put more money into my online accounts, and I started hitting up casinos. I went to the ones here and took a few trips to Vegas and some to Atlantic City. There’s this high you get, even when you lose, that is so confusing. It’s like, I just lost this money, and I have to win it back. On and on it goes until you literally have nothing left.” She paused to check on Rory, who wasn’t saying anything but was still watching Logan thoughtfully. “When I ran out of money, I started stealing it. I found my mom’s stash in the house and took that first. When I got back from Vegas, none of it was left. She didn’t notice at first, but I felt horrible.” She shook her head. “I couldn’t believe I did that, but I knew I’d do it again, too. I started on my dad’s business next. I found ways to fudge invoices, and I knew where he kept the petty cash. I got away with that for a while, but there was a big poker tournament in town that I wanted to play in. It wasn’t exactly legal, and it had an entry fee of a hundred grand, but I found a way to bet my dad’s business to get in.”
Rory’s eyes went wide.
“That’s a much longer story that I won’t tell you all of right now, but I needed to be there to play with these people,” Logan continued. “They were high-rollers, and if I won, I’d be set up for a long time. I’d get the business back to my dad with interest. Of course, I would have gambled that all away again anyway, but in my mind, that’s not how it worked. So, I showed up, I paid the fee, and I had my chips. I sat at that table, and I remember feeling confident. I had no reason to – I’d lost all my own money – but I sat there, somehow knowing I was going to win. And here’s the thing, Rory: I did win.”
“You did?”
Logan nodded and said, “I won. I went all-in on a hand toward the end of the night, and I had a full house. The other guy bluffed. He had a pair of tens. I couldn’t believe it. The guy asked for a chance to win his money back, and I should have walked away – that’s what a sane person would’ve done – but I didn’t. I basked in my victory for all of thirty seconds before I put my dad’s business back on the table, and I lost. I got cocky. I stayed in the hand with a pair of fours, thinking I’d get a third, but I didn’t. I lost my dad’s company on a pair of fours, a three, a Jack, and a ten.”
“What happened?” Rory asked.
“I had to tell him. He ended up taking care of it for me. The guy I lost to wasn’t a nice man, and my dad sacrificed his business to save me. I was friends with Ava by this point, and she didn’t know about the gambling. We started dating, and it didn’t last long because I stole from her, too. She found out. I had to confess. She would’ve forgiven me, I think, had I really been sorry, but I wasn’t ready yet to admit that I had a problem. Even after what I had done to my family, I still wasn’t ready. She broke up with me, and we didn’t talk for a while after that. My parents still don’t talk to me. I get it. I don’t deserve their forgiveness. I’ve paid Ava back already, but it wasn’t all that much that I took from her, moneywise at least. I send my parents a check every month with however much I can afford to send them, which is usually only a few hundred bucks, at most, sometimes less, but they cash them at least, so there’s that. It will take me decades to pay them back, but I will do it.” Logan took a deep breath. “I got clean a couple of years ago, and I haven’t gambled since. I can’t tell you that it’s over because it’s not, and it won’t ever be. I miss it all the time, that high. I loved the sounds of the casinos, and my poker app has the same sound effects that I miss. I didn’t use to go to meetings consistently, but I’m trying to do that more now. There are way more AA meetings than GA ones, so sometimes, I sit in AA meetings because addiction is addiction.”
Rory nodded and asked, “That’s where you were yesterday?”
“Yes. I didn’t want Candace to know. Imagine finding out that your new bartender is a gambling addict. It’s still a cash business a lot of times in New Orleans. She’d fire me, or she’d at least look over my shoulder a lot. I’ve never taken money from an employer unless you count my dad, which is more awful, but I worried that if Candace knew, things would change. If twenty bucks went missing, she’d assume I took it when it might just be a mistake of two wet bills sticking together or something. I’ll tell her if you want me to, but yes, I was at a meeting yesterday. I went to a couple of them after I saw you in the Square. I thought about…” Logan cleared her throat. “Doing something.”
“You saw me and thought about gambling?”
“No. I saw you with Jill, and I thought about finding a woman to hook up with.”
“Oh,” Rory let out, and for the first time in this whole conversation, she looked away from Logan.
“I didn’t, Rory. Since I stopped gambling, I’ve used sex as my replacement drug of choice. I told you before that it’s a distraction, and it is. It has distracted me from wanting to gamble. I don’t enjoy it. I told you that, too. I did it because it helped me not screw up the rest of my life even worse than I already had.”
“Okay,” Rory said, turning back to her. “I get it.”
“I never let them touch me,” Logan confessed.
“What do you mean?”
“The last time I gambled, I had a random hookup, and she touched me, but that’s it. No one since. That was nearly two years ago.”
“You don’t want them to touch you?”
Logan shook her head and replied, “No, I don’t. I don’t want it, but I also don’t deserve it. I’ve been punishing myself for what I did. Touching a woman who is offering to make me feel good and not letting her give me that is my way of saying that I can’t have nice things.”
“Logan, you made mistakes, yes, but you don’t–”
“I don’t want that for myself anymore, Rory,” she interrupted. “I don’t want random sex. I don’t want to keep punishing myself. I want to try to be happy. I don’t want to go backward. I went to a meeting this morning, too, and I’ll go to one after we leave here. I’ll keep going, and I’m going to get a sponsor. I’ll work the steps and be a better person because that’s what I want for myself finally. I’ll work at the bar and keep driving Lyft or find another job that pays better because I have to get this money back to my parents. I hope I can mend that relationship, but I don’t know. Right now, all I know is that I’ve met this woman who makes me feel different than I’ve ever felt before, and I can’t explain it, but it’s there. It’s new, and I know she wants us to be friends, so I’ll do that, but I’m hoping she still wants that after everything I just told her.”
“I told you last night, Logan: I care about you,” Rory said. “This doesn’t change that.” She leaned forward in her chair and added, “There’s something inside you that I see. I don’t know how to explain it, either, but it’s there. I can see it in your eyes, too. You’re in mourning almost, aren’t you?”
“Mourning?” Logan asked.
“Grieving what you’ve lost because of the mistakes you made.”
“I guess that’s a good way of putting it,” Logan replied, having never thought of it that way before.
“I can see it. I can see how much it matters to you that you don’t do that again; make those mistakes.”
“It does matter,” she said quickly.
“I believe you,” Rory replied.
Logan let out a deep breath and said, “Thank you.”
“Thank you for telling me. You really didn’t have to.”
“I did if I ever want a real chance with you, Rory. I know what you said. And I’ll respect it. But I needed you to know about this part of me because if you ever do change your mind, you should have all the facts and understand what you’d be getting into.”
“Are you sure you should be dating now?” Rory asked.
“No,” Logan said with a laugh. “They recommend waiting at least a year after stopping before you start dating, and it’s been longer than that for me, but either way, I am done with the whole hookup thing, Rory. Ava helped me figure out what I was doing. The other day when we–” Logan stopped. “When I initiated something with her that I shouldn’t have, we talked, and she made me realize what I was doing. I don’t want that anymore. I’m not telling you that because I expect anything from you. I just wanted you to know.” Logan held up her phone and waved it around a bit. “While I was waiting for you, I deleted phone numbers that I only have first names for, if you know what I mean, and I deleted the dating app I used for hookups. I also deleted some text messages that were awaiting my response. I’m ready for something new, something better.”
Rory gave her a soft smile and said, “And pancakes.”
“Huh?” Logan asked, confused.
Then, she looked over and saw their waiter arrive with their food.



CHAPTER 22
Sitting in the classroom, Rory couldn’t think about or process anything the professor was saying. She was sure that it was important and that she should be paying attention, but she couldn’t stop thinking about Logan sitting in that diner when she left to get to campus.
They had sat there eating, mostly in silence, for several minutes while Rory attempted to process. Logan had given her the space to do so, and when the check had come, Logan had picked it up quickly, not letting Rory pay. They’d started talking again after, but only for a few minutes because Rory needed to get going once she had checked the traffic on her phone and realized that it would take her longer to get to her campus parking lot than she had initially thought. Logan had offered to walk her to where she had parked, but Rory hadn’t accepted, choosing to let Logan finish her coffee instead.
She had hurried to her car then, needing to get inside it, for some reason, and stared ahead blankly while she considered everything Logan had just shared with her. It was a lot. Logan had been right to be nervous. It was scary, and Rory hadn’t ever been friends with an addict that she knew of, at least. Logan was definitely the first person to tell her about it. And yes, Logan had done some pretty messed up things to people she cared about, but when Rory looked into her eyes, as much as anyone could ever know that another person was telling the truth, she believed Logan when she told her that she’d never make those mistakes again.
She couldn’t really know that, of course. Addiction was nothing to mess with, and Logan could relapse at any time. If they were only friends, it would be better. Rory could be there for Logan as a friend, no problem. Well, until Logan started dating someone. Then, it would be hard, but it would be because Rory wanted it that way. Logan had made her feelings clear. She wanted to give them a chance. But Rory wasn’t sure how to do that. She was an awkward, sometimes shy grad student who had no experience with women. Logan was almost the opposite. It wouldn’t work. Rory had kept telling herself that repeatedly the entire drive to campus and then repeated it again as she sat in the classroom, just waiting for class to be over because she wasn’t processing anything the professor was saying. When the professor dismissed them, she packed up her things and drove home to drop off her stuff before she quickly left again to go to her second training shift with Jill.
Truthfully, all of this back-and-forth was starting to get to her. Rory hadn’t ever needed a full eight hours of sleep a night or anything, but she had been up late helping Candace nearly every night, and with school and still doing her nanny shifts, it was a lot. She knew she needed to slow down, but Candace had already texted her that morning that Rory was not allowed to enter the bar that night. Keith was back in town and would be there to help. Mickey would be in the back for a couple of hours, too, and Candace also had that new hire. Rory was looking forward to having a night off. She hadn’t picked up any babysitting gigs, and Simon and Stacey were with their dad, which meant she could actually just relax for the first time in a long time.
“Do you want to grab lunch?” Melinda asked Kyle just as Rory walked into the back office and saw them sitting in the chairs next to each other.
“Hi,” Rory spoke.
“Oh, hey,” Melinda said.
“Yes, to lunch,” Kyle replied. “It’s the least you can do to pay me for my services.”
“She means her translation services,” Melinda said, putting an accent on the word for Rory’s benefit. “Not the other thing.”
“Um… Okay.”
Kyle laughed and explained, “There was a group of people from France who spoke some English, but I was here, so I hopped on the tour with Jill and did some translating for her.”
“That’s cool. I wish I spoke another language fluently. I took Spanish in school, but only because I had a foreign language requirement, and I was bad at it.”
“It comes in handy here,” Kyle said. “And she owes me lunch because I volunteer my services. Translation services, to be clear this time.”
Melinda laughed and told her, “Jill is in the bathroom. She’ll be right out to take you. Do you want anything from wherever we go, though? We can bring something back. I know Jill’s favorites, but not yours yet.”
“No, thanks. I had a big breakfast,” Rory replied.
“We’ll be back in about an hour, then. Well, I will be. I’m dropping Ky off at home.”
Melinda and Kyle stood and left the office. Rory didn’t know where to wait, so she left the office as well and hung out by the counter, checking the brochures for the tours while she waited for Jill.
“Hey. When did you get here?” Jill asked as she came out of the bathroom.
“A few minutes ago. Melinda and Kyle went to lunch.”
Jill laughed and said, “They went upstairs.”
“Upstairs?”
“Yeah. Mel’s old apartment is up there. They live at Kyle’s place, which is now their place, really, but they’re upstairs. I saw them sneaking up the back staircase. They’re having sex. Then, they’ll go to Henry’s and grab something quick.”
“Oh,” Rory said.
“Ever since they started planning their wedding, they’ve been going at it like rabbits. Maybe they’re trying to get prepared for the sexless part of marriage. Who knows?”
“Do you really think that?”
“Them having as much sex as possible now because–”
“The sexless marriage thing,” Rory clarified.
“That all marriages are sexless? Not really,” Jill replied. “I’m sure that’s an exaggeration. Wouldn’t know myself. Never been married.”
“Do you want that?”
“Someday, yes. Not the sexless part.” Jill winked. “Interested?”
Rory laughed and said, “Yes to the marriage, I think. No to the sexless part. And no to you.”
“I tried.” Jill shrugged. “Okay. So, we’ll start in here by learning about the register and how to get people checked in when they pay online. When Sammy gets here in thirty, we’ll head back out and do the Quarter tour.”
“Sure,” Rory replied.
Thirty minutes later, Sammy, another part-timer, arrived and took over at the register for them, checking in the next tour. Jill would lead it, and Rory would shadow her. As Rory watched Jill talk to the people who showed up early, Jill was smiling a lot. Rory should probably smile, too. Jill said she made good tips. Maybe smiles helped with that. When the tour began, Rory focused as much as she could on watching Jill and trying to remember everything in the book that she’d been given, but she also kept thinking about Logan, who was probably wondering if things were okay with them. They’d left everything okay, but if she were Logan, she’d be wondering what she was thinking right about now.
When they got back to the tour building, Melinda was in the office. Jill went back there to check in with her, and Rory pulled out her phone, preparing to text Logan to let her know that they were good and that they should talk soon, but she looked up just in time to see the woman she was about to text walking across the street, carrying a crate of something that looked like bottles.
“Jill?” Rory asked.
“Yeah?”
“Um… Can I have, like, five minutes? I’ll be right back.”
“Sure. We’re good here.”
Rory put her phone back in her pocket and went outside, crossing the street and catching up with Logan.
“Hey,” she said.
Logan turned and smiled. “Hey.” She stopped walking and asked, “What are you doing here?”
“Shift at NOLA Guides.” Rory pointed to the building.
“I forgot you had a seventh job now.”
“It’s not a seventh–” Rory shook her head. “What are you doing here?”
“As part of my groveling to Candace for being late yesterday, I’m running a couple of errands for her. I’m off tonight, so I’m just dropping this stuff there. I guess she needed some specific top-shelf stuff and couldn’t get any in tonight, but one of the new regulars always orders it, so she worked out a trade with one of the bar owners she knows.”
“You don’t have to grovel. You were late once.”
“I know, but I still feel bad. I just have to bring this over there, and I’m done for the day. What about you?”
“I’ve got one more tour to shadow, and then, I’m working the register for a bit to show them that I can do it.”
“And then, Candace’s?” Logan asked.
“No. She told me in no uncertain terms that I was not allowed to even hang out tonight. Keith is back, I guess, and she has help. I assumed you’d be there, too.”
“Nope. I’m off,” Logan replied, shifting the crate.
“That’s heavy. Do you want help?”
“No offense, Rory, but you look like you have the upper arm strength of maybe the towel I use to wipe off the bar. I also remember you mentioning something about useless arm noodles.”
“Hey, I used to work out.” Rory laughed.
Logan laughed, too, and said, “Used to.”
“What are you going to do with your night off?” Rory asked and swallowed. “I don’t mean to suggest that you would do something specific or anything.”
Logan smiled softly at her and replied, “I have no idea. I was thinking about calling Ava, but I don’t know. You?”
“Studying, maybe.” She shrugged.
“Do you ever do anything but work or study?”
“Not really.”
“Do you want to?” Logan asked.
“What do you mean?”
“Come over to my place. We can hang out.”
“Hang out? Tonight?” Rory asked.
“Yeah. I can buy actual food so that I have more than just ketchup. I’ll make sure I have Coke, too.”
Rory smiled and replied, “I don’t need to be enticed by soda.”
“What does entice you?” Logan asked.
Rory cleared her throat, knowing the blush was on its way, and instead of answering that question, asked, “What do you want to do?”
“I don’t know. Hang out,” Logan said. “We don’t have to do anything. That’s sort of the idea, Rory. Do you really never relax?”
“Not really, no,” she said.
“Okay. Well, come over tonight. If we must do something, we can watch a movie. I’ll pick up popcorn, too. Butter or no butter?”
“I haven’t agreed to come over yet.”
“Then, I’m getting butter, and you’ll either eat it or you won’t.”
“To watch a movie?”
“If we must,” Logan repeated.
“Take those to Candace,” she said of the bottles. “And I’ll think about it, okay?”
“If you really need to study, Rory, it’s fine. I’d help you, but I’m not sure I would be able to offer much. If you need to learn how to replace a toilet, though, I can teach you.”
Rory laughed and said, “I have to get back, but I’ll text you.”
“Rory?”
“Yeah?”
“We’re really good, right?”
Rory smiled at her and said, “We’re good. I’ll text you. I just want to see how I feel after my shift, okay?”
Logan nodded, and the crate shifted again.
“Go. You’re about to drop those, and I think that would be strike two.”
“I’ll see you later,” Logan said.
Rory watched her walk down the street and turned her head to admire Logan’s ass in tight jeans.
“Busted.”
Rory turned to see Jill standing behind her.
“I mean, I can’t exactly blame you,” Jill added, tilting her head.
“Hey!” Rory laughed.
“What? You’re just friends, right?”
“Yes, but… It’s different.”
“You can objectify her, but no one else can?” Jill asked.
“I wasn’t objectifying her.”
“Sure,” Jill said, not believing her at all. “Mel asked me to grab you. Now that you have finished staring at your not-girlfriend’s ass, would you like to join us inside the office?”
Rory shook her head and said, “She’s beautiful, right?”
“Yes. We’ve already discussed how hot your not-girlfriend is.”
“Will you stop calling her my not-girlfriend?” Rory said on a laugh.
“But she’s not your girlfriend.”
“Yes, and that’s called a friend, Jill. She’s a friend, just like you’re my friend.”
“No, we are not the kind of friends you are with Logan,” Jill argued as they started walking across the street. “You don’t check out my ass; that I know of, at least.”
“It’s one time. I’ve checked out her ass one time.”
“And it’s good, right?”
“Yes, obviously,” Rory said. “I’ve never really checked out a woman’s ass before. I was attracted to Enid, but I don’t remember ever thinking about her ass like that.”
“Like what, exactly?” Jill asked, pulling open the door.
“Like… You know,” Rory faded out and walked through the door.
“No, I don’t know, actually.”
Jill followed her inside.
“I liked Enid, and I was definitely interested in her, but with Logan, it’s like there’s just more.”
“You have the hots for her.”
“Yes, I just told you–”
“No, I mean you want her, Rory. Attraction is all well and good, but there’s this other thing when you just want someone. It’s another level. Did you want Enid?”
“I thought I did. I wanted to kiss her.”
“And had she kissed you back and suggested you take things further?”
“I would’ve done it, I think. I might have told her that I wanted to wait,” Rory replied.
“But what you felt for her is different than you checking out Logan’s ass, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” she admitted. “It’s complicated, though.”
“I wasn’t trying to spy on you two or anything, but I saw how she looked at you just now, Rory. And yesterday, too. She’s into you,” Jill told her.
“I know. It’s just–”
“No, she’s into you in that way that makes the reason you’re worried not matter at all. She’s into you in that way I wish someone was into me. She wants you, Rory. I bet she’d be willing to give up the whole casual sex thing, and I don’t think she’d care one bit about your so-called lack of experience. Do whatever you want, but she might be worth that risk you’re worried about taking, you know?”



CHAPTER 23
After running her errands for Candace, she felt like she had maybe made up for her lateness the day before. Candace had even told her that she would take away her first strike, which meant that Logan was back to zero strikes, and she planned to keep it that way. She didn’t want to give Candace any reason to fire her. When she’d told Rory about everything that morning, she’d mentioned that if Rory wanted her to tell Candace, she would. Logan had meant it, but either Rory hadn’t heard it or didn’t comment on it, which made Logan happy. She didn’t want Candace to know just yet. Rory and Candace were best friends, though, which made things complicated. Logan needed friends to talk to about what she was going through, and so did Rory. She didn’t want Rory to not be able to talk to Candace about this should she need to, but Logan was secretly hoping Rory would give her a little more time to prove herself entirely in Candace’s eyes before she did.
She left the bar and went straight to a meeting where she unexpectedly bumped into the same woman she had met the night before. This was Logan’s third meeting of the day, and she had already made the decision to go to at least one a day for the foreseeable future and to find a sponsor, which she’d never bothered to do before. After sitting down next to the woman, the meeting began. Logan didn’t share this time. She had shared a little that morning before meeting up with Rory and a little after in the second meeting, so she felt okay and was there mainly to kill time on her day off. She had planned on running errands and then driving people around for a few hours before she would go home, take a long nap, wake up, and then drive the late-night crowd around before she would crash around four or five in the morning.
Bumping into Rory and inviting her to her place hadn’t been part of that plan. Rory’s place was so much nicer than hers, but it wasn’t like Logan could just invite herself over to Rory’s apartment, so she’d blurted out that Rory should come over to her place, where the AC sometimes worked and the water turned yellow occasionally. The sofa was a thrift-store buy a year ago, and Logan had only just upgraded to an actual bedframe for her mattress about six months ago, choosing to sleep on the mattress on the floor before that in order to save more money to give to her parents.
As a result of that encounter, though, the other reason she went to another meeting was that she was nervous. Logan was anxious about the idea of Rory coming over, about this thing that might be happening between them, and that feeling only made her think about finding a way to get rid of it. She didn’t think she’d gamble, but she couldn’t be sure, so there was no safer place for her than a meeting.
“So, how did it go?” the woman asked.
“I told her,” Logan replied as she poured herself a terrible cup of coffee. “I think it’s okay.”
“Yeah? She took it well?”
“She let me talk. She didn’t judge.”
“That’s a good sign,” the woman replied as she took her turn pouring the coffee. “What’s next?”
“I invited her to hang out tonight.”
“Yeah?”
“She technically hasn’t texted me back to accept yet, but she said she would, and she keeps her word. I’m pretty nervous, which is why I came here.”
“What are you nervous about?”
“She’s… Well, she’s the kind of woman who wears sundresses to piano recitals. I’m the kind of woman who has no food in the fridge and hasn’t cleaned the bathroom in months.”
Her conversational partner laughed and said, “Opposites attract, though, don’t they?”
“We’re just hanging out as friends. I was too scared to even broach the subject of us dating today. I know she likes me. She knows I like her.”
“Maybe it’s one of those things that takes time. You get to know her more. She gets to know you. Now that you’ve told her everything, she can really get to know you. That’s important.”
“I don’t know. I’m trying not to get my hopes up on this one.” Logan took a drink. “You know what I was thinking when that guy was talking about how his wife divorced him last year?”
“What?”
“I kept thinking about how he’ll have to see his ex-wife with a new man someday. He said she was the love of his life, and he had ruined that. I kept picturing him having to watch the woman he still loves find love with someone else who isn’t an addict, and that made me think about her.” Logan looked around the small room at the people who were mostly standing and talking in groups. “I kept picturing her sitting at the table in the bar, studying, and a woman walks in and just goes to her and kisses her. I can see her smiling up at this woman and being happy that she’s there while my dumb ass is standing behind the bar, overpouring a beer because I’m too focused on watching her be happy with someone else.”
“But her happiness is important, right?”
“Yes. That’s what I want,” Logan answered quickly. “I want her to be happy. If it’s not with me, it’s not with me, but it’s going to hurt for a while.”
“You haven’t known her all that long, have you?”
She shook her head and said, “No, but it feels different. I’ve had two girlfriends in my adult life. One was when I was twenty-two, and it lasted three months. I was constantly gambling, and she dumped me because I never wanted to just stay in with her. The other one was a friend first, and it took me a long time to realize that I wanted more. She dumped me, too, but that was the right call. We’re much better off as friends. This one, though… She’s the first woman I saw that something just immediately clicked. It wasn’t like a lightning bolt or anything. I didn’t feel butterflies in my stomach. There was like a clicking in my brain that told me to pay attention. Ever since I stopped gambling, I’ve tried to pay attention when my brain tells me to, and she’s just…” Logan sighed. “She deserves the best, and I know that’s not me, but I can’t help feeling how I do. I can’t help but wish she’d give me a chance because I know I can be better for her.”
“That’s all well and good, but you have to want to be better for yourself, too, Logan. I think that’s where it starts. If you try to build your recovery around another person, it rarely lasts.”
“But I’m not. That’s the thing. I’ve been clean for almost two years. I told her that this morning. Not one relapse. Not once have I re-downloaded the apps I used to use. I drive by the casinos all the time in this city, and I’ve not stepped foot into one of them. I even drop off customers there when I’m driving Lyft, and yes, I’ve been tempted, but I haven’t gone in. I go to bars, and I hardly even drink. I didn’t want to turn one addiction into another. Yes, I’d had a lot of sex, and that was me supplementing, but I’m not jonesing for that at all. I’ve had more messages this week than I’ve gotten in the past month, and I’ve not replied to any of them. I’ve deleted the phone numbers that were women I hooked up with and the app I used for that, too. I just don’t need it how I thought I did.”
“That’s great,” the woman replied. “Are you worried that you’re changing too much too soon?”
“Maybe I am. I don’t know. I know it feels good to have a job I actually like and to have her in my life, even if it’s just as friends. I want more, but I want her happiness most of all, so if it’s just friends, that’s fine with me. I want to find a purpose again. I had one when I was working for my dad. There was a plan. I liked my career path then and what I was doing with my family. I don’t know what that means for later, but for now, I think I want to try to find a new purpose.”
“That helps,” the woman replied and took a drink of her coffee.
“Can I ask you something?”
“Sure.”
“Have you ever been a sponsor?” Logan asked.
“I have, yes. I’ve had two sponsees. One of them still is. The other moved to England a few years ago, and she found a new sponsor there.”
“Would you consider taking on another one?” Logan asked. “I know you don’t know me that well, so we can maybe start there, but I want to find a sponsor. I’m ready to work the steps.”
The woman nodded before she set her coffee cup down and held out her hand for Logan to shake.
“My name is Vera, and I’m an addict.”
Logan shook her hand and said, “Same.”
“Let’s start with coffee that doesn’t suck, and we’ll see about that sponsorship,” Vera suggested. “If it doesn’t work out for me, I’ve got some good people I can introduce you to.”
“That would be great. Thank you,” she replied, sighing internally.
This was an important step in Logan’s recovery process, having someone to talk to whenever she needed to, who was going through the same thing she was. It was also an important step to one day becoming a sponsor for someone else, which added a layer of responsibility that she wasn’t ready for yet, but she hoped she would be someday.
After wrapping up her third meeting of the day, Logan rushed to the grocery store because she really had no food in her fridge, and she didn’t want Rory to starve. While she still hadn’t texted her, Logan was confident that she would. Rory was working, and Logan wanted to respect that she probably couldn’t just pull out her phone and text her while giving a tour.
“Hey.”
Logan turned around, not expecting that to be aimed at her, and was surprised when she saw two women she recognized standing there.
“Hi,” she said.
“Logan, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Bridgette.” The woman pointed to herself. “Monica.” She pointed at the one next to her. “We saw you at Candace’s bar.”
“Oh, okay. Yeah, hi. You were with Rory, right?”
“Technically,” Bridgette said.
“We’re kind of all one big group now,” Monica added.
“Cool,” Logan replied. “I just work there.”
“ And you’re friends with Rory, too, aren’t you? That’s what Jill said.”
“Yes. We met through Candace.”
“Here doing some shopping?” Monica asked.
“Uh, yes.” Logan chuckled. “I’ve got zero items in my fridge because I hate grocery shopping, and I don’t trust the delivery people with picking out my food, which is weird because I only really eat frozen and canned things, so it’s not like they would be picking out a bunch of fresh fruit or anything. You too?”
“No, we’re working,” Bridgette said. “Mon and I own a greeting card company.” She pointed to the right side of the aisle, where there were rows and rows of cards. “Every so often, we do the replenishment work ourselves to check in with the stores and see if we can get more space for our stuff.”
“I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who works in greeting cards,” Logan said.
“It was a family business,” Bridgette explained. “And now, Monica is part of that family. Well, officially, she will be on our wedding day, but she’s already stuck with me.”
Monica rolled her eyes and said, “We’ll probably see you around at the bar. We really liked it there. I bet we’ll be around a lot now.”
“It’s the free drinks,” Bridgette said. “Candace gave us a free round.”
“It’s not the–” Monica stopped and said, “We like it.”
“Me too. I really like working there. It’s weird. Today is my first day off since I started, and I kind of didn’t know what to do with myself, so I invited Rory over to hang out. I’m shopping to make sure she has actual food to eat.”
“Yeah? You two are hanging out?”
“Maybe. She said she’d let me know.”
Bridgette squinted her eyes, and Logan knew that look.
“As friends,” she added. “Hanging out as friends.”
“That’s great,” Monica replied.
“Rory’s cool,” Bridgette added. “Seems like a sweet person. I don’t know her that well, but she seems very nice and trusting. I definitely wouldn’t want someone to take advantage of that.”
“Why would you say that?” Monica asked.
“No reason,” Bridgette replied and then said to Logan, “Have fun with your shopping. We’re going to get back to work and get out of here.”
“Yeah, I’ll see you around,” Logan replied.
“Nice to see you,” Monica said.
Logan turned back around, walked quickly down the remainder of the aisle, and turned into another one. She took a deep breath and tried to push Bridgette’s overt warning out of her mind as she finished her shopping, guessing at what Rory might like. Then, she checked out and hit the road. Getting home, she quickly put everything away where it went, wiped down her kitchen, found the vacuum she’d forgotten that she even had, swept the carpet, dusted a little in her small living room, put the dirty cups in the dishwasher she’d been surprised this apartment had when she’d first rented it, and then, she stared at her AC unit.
Her tools hadn’t been used in years, but she’d never get rid of them. They had been a gift from her father when she’d first gotten to trade school, and they meant more to her than just about anything else in her life. She’d trained mostly on plumbing and electrical, but she knew enough about HVAC units to get by. She had installed this thing herself months ago after buying it from someone on Craigslist because it was what she could afford. Logan unplugged it and moved it out of the window to the floor. She hadn’t fixed anything in years with the exception of Rory’s garbage disposal, and she had missed that. She had noticed it when she’d first opened Rory’s adorable toolbox and had gotten down under the sink.
Logan sat on her floor as she carefully took the thing apart and tried to discover what was wrong with it. The process was simple enough. As the temperature in a room grew higher, it triggered the thermostat in the unit to turn on the blower. The hot air from the room was then pulled into the unit, moving over the refrigerant coils, which cooled it, and the air got pushed back into the room.
After about an hour of exploration, Logan found the problem. It wasn’t with the coils but with the thermostat itself. It wasn’t triggering consistently how it should have been. She didn’t have a new one of those just lying around the apartment, so she checked her phone. There still wasn’t a text from Rory, but she decided she had enough time to make the trip to the hardware store and left the unit on the floor to come back to.
She hadn’t been in a hardware store in a long time, and it felt like old times. In one way, that was a good thing. In another, Logan remembered how she used to stop in these aisles and pull out her phone to check her accounts on various apps. She had even played a few hands of poker while standing in the paint aisle once. Finding the part she needed, she was ready to leave, but then, she saw the endcap with window units and paused. One of them was on sale and twenty-five percent off. She could either fix the one she had or buy a new one. Logan made a decision, checked out, and drove home with her purchases.
She carried her new unit into the living room, unboxed it, lifted the window, and slid it into position before she turned it on and waited. The air pulled in and was pushed out. Then, she went to her bedroom, replaced the thermostat inside her old unit, and tested it before she moved it back in place. It worked, and she now had cool air flowing in both rooms, which might make her apartment more livable for a change.
Logan sat on her sofa as the room cooled and thought that even if Rory didn’t come over tonight, that would be okay. She’d cleaned most of her apartment and had a new AC and food in her refrigerator. If Rory didn’t stop by, Logan would try to cook herself something that wasn’t previously frozen and hope for the best. She got up to take a shower but ended up cleaning her bathroom enough that it didn’t look like a gas station bathroom. Then, she took her shower, and when she got out and dried off, she checked her phone again, feeling both nervous and excited to find a message.
Rory Winter: What time?



CHAPTER 24
Rory hadn’t wanted to appear dressed up since it would have sent the wrong message, so she’d gone home only to change her shirt, reapply some deodorant, and check her hair after work. By the time she was done, she had a text from Logan with her address in it. The drive only took about fifteen minutes, but there wasn’t a parking spot by Logan’s building, and Rory didn’t see any guest parking in the small lot behind it, so she drove around the block and found street parking. Having to walk a bit made her a little late, but she hoped Logan wouldn’t mind too much.
Truthfully, Rory needed this walk, too. She was a little nervous. It had already been a long day. Her shift at NOLA Guides was only supposed to be for a few hours, but they’d gotten busy in the office, and Melinda had asked if she could stick around for a little longer. Rory hadn’t wanted to say no on her second day at work, so she’d stayed later than she’d planned. She thought about asking Logan to postpone their evening because she was tired and could use the night alone, but something told her that she should go; that Logan didn’t extend invitations for people to come to her apartment often, if ever, so this one mattered, and Rory might not get another one if she didn’t show tonight.
As she approached the building, Rory wished she had thought to bring something with her, but she hadn’t known what. She hadn’t had time to stop anywhere anyway, but she felt empty-handed and like she could use something to hold between herself and Logan when Logan opened the door because Rory had no idea how to greet her. Had she brought a bottle of wine, she could have held it against herself and handed it to Logan while she entered the apartment. Without it, she’d just be standing there, wondering if they were going to hug, high-five, shake hands, do that weird cheek kiss thing people did, or just do nothing at all. The likelihood of a high-five was probably pretty slim, though. Rory knocked once, and before her knuckles could hit the door a second time, it was pulled open. She hadn’t been prepared for that and had put a little too much weight on her front foot, planning to knock again, which meant she kind of tipped over a bit before she was able to move her feet in time.
“Whoa!” Logan reached for her elbows and held her up.
“Hey,” Rory said. “I wasn’t expecting you to be right by the door.”
“Sorry.” Logan chuckled and rubbed Rory’s arms for a second before she let them go. “You were late, so I was going to walk downstairs to see if you were on your way in.”
“I had to park around the block,” she revealed and took a step back.
Logan moved aside to let her in then, so Rory walked in a little more while Logan moved around her and closed the door.
“So, this is my place,” she said.
“Is it cold in here?”
“Yes! Thank God!”
“I thought you said your AC doesn’t work.”
“I fixed it. Then, another one was on discount, and I could afford it, so I might have gone overboard. Sorry. I’ve had no reliable AC for months now, so I kind of cranked it. Let me adjust it.” Logan rushed over to a window unit in the living room and pressed something on it.
“You just fixed it?” Rory asked.
“Yeah, I could have all along. I wasn’t…” Logan turned to her. “I don’t know, honestly. I’ve been thinking about it since I got home. I think I might have been punishing myself again.”
“Logan…”
“I know,” she replied. “I’m going to leave the bedroom one on if that’s okay. I just can’t wait to fall asleep in a frozen tundra tonight.”
Rory laughed and said, “I didn’t bring anything. I should have, though. I just didn’t have time.”
“It’s okay. I don’t need anything. I didn’t know what you’d eat, but I got things to drink and popcorn. I bought frozen potato skins because I’ve seen you eat those at the bar, and I got stuff for burgers because I know you eat those. The fries are frozen, but the meat isn’t. There’s also more than just ketchup now. I have mustard, barbecue sauce, and I even grabbed Worcestershire sauce to add to the burgers. My dad used to do that.”
“Logan?”
“Yeah?”
“You’re kind of rambling.” Rory smiled at her.
“Sorry,” Logan said with a laugh and shook her head. “I’m a little nervous.”
“Why?”
“Because you’re here in my apartment. I’m not really good with entertaining.”
“Did you buy the new AC because I was coming over?”
“Not exactly,” Logan said. “I was cleaning up because the place was a mess, and I kind of stared at the broken one in my room for a while. I started by trying to fix it, but I needed a part, so I went to the store. I bought it, but they had units on sale, so I got one of those as well because I realized that I’ve been punishing myself in more ways than one, and I could maybe start to work on that. I didn’t think you would burn up in here. It’s only May. But it does get hot. The laundry room is right under me, so I get all that residual heat, and, I don’t know, I didn’t want you to be uncomfortable, either.”
“You’re rambling again,” Rory noted.
“Just sit down and tell me what you want to drink.” Logan laughed a little and walked into her open kitchen.
“Whatever you’re having.”
“I’m having water.”
“Water’s fine.”
“I bought things for you,” Logan said, looking disappointed.
“What? Why?”
“Because I wasn’t going to make you drink this tap water, and that’s all I had here. I got bottled water today, but I also got you Coke, root beer, Sprite, ginger ale, and they had a bottled Arnold Palmer.”
Rory laughed and said, “Do I live here now? How will I ever drink all of that?”
“You could always come back,” Logan replied softly. “I have grenadine, too.”
“You didn’t?”
“I did. No cherries, but they were out. I checked.”
“You didn’t have to do any of that.”
“I wanted to,” Logan said. “It made grocery shopping fun for once. What do you want first?”
“Well, you got grenadine, so…”
“Shirley Temple coming up,” Logan replied.
Rory leaned over the counter and watched Logan work. She loved watching her work, and this was just like at the bar. Logan got the ice into a short glass, but instead of using the soda gun, she poured Sprite from a two-liter. Then, she opened the grenadine and poured a little of the syrup in. Lastly, she opened a can of ginger ale and added a splash.
“That’s why yours tastes different,” Rory said.
“Huh?”
“You add ginger ale,” she noted. “I’ve never watched you make one all the way.”
“Yeah. Sometimes, it’s just Sprite, and in other places, it’s ginger ale, but I was taught to make it with both.” Logan placed the glass in front of Rory and asked, “Do you like it?”
Rory smiled and said, “Yes.”
Logan went to pull a bottle of water out of the fridge, opened it, and took a long drink of it before she recapped it. Then, they stood there staring at each other for a minute before Rory turned around and took in the living room.
“It’s not much,” Logan said. “Sofa’s old. TV isn’t fancy.”
“It’s nice, Logan.”
“No, it’s not.” Logan laughed. “But it works for now. I can start cooking, if you want. Are you hungry?”
“I am, but you don’t have to cook anything. We can order in. I’ll buy.”
“I’d like to,” Logan offered. “My dad’s famous burgers. I have an old George Foreman grill that works well, so they should be close to the same.”
Rory turned back around and nodded.
“Good. Find something for us to watch, and I’ll get the fries in the oven and the burgers on.”
“Okay,” Rory said and took her drink into the living room.
Then, she placed the glass on the table directly when she found no coasters and a few rings on the table, indicating that Logan likely didn’t have any. She sat on the sofa and picked up the remote control, trying not to think about the fact that Logan was behind her, cooking them dinner. Ten minutes later, she had Netflix pulled up and a few options ready for them to choose from. Logan was still preparing the beef, so Rory yelled them back to her one by one.
“Not that one. I’ve seen it,” Logan told her.
“Okay,” Rory replied and found another option.
“I just watched that the other day,” Logan said of that one.
“Really?”
“I told you I’ve seen all of Netflix.”
Rory laughed and gave Logan the third option.
“I haven’t watched that in years.”
“Yeah?” Rory asked.
“Yeah. Let’s do it.”
Rory got the movie ready to start playing and heard a sizzle coming from behind her. Within a few minutes, Logan was sitting next to her on the sofa, and they began silently watching a movie while their food cooked. Not long after that, Logan was up again and finishing up their late dinner. When she brought it out to Rory, they ate sitting on the floor, using the coffee table as their dining room for the night while they watched the movie.
“These are really good,” Rory said.
“Yeah? My dad would be happy to hear that.”
Rory watched the expression on Logan’s face change.
“You still don’t talk to them, huh?”
“They don’t talk to me,” Logan corrected. “I get it. I’m not mad at them about it. I used to be, but that’s because I was blaming my parents for my own mistakes.”
“Do they know you don’t gamble anymore?”
“They do,” Logan replied. “But I think they believe that I’ll relapse, so they keep their distance.”
“Do you have any siblings?”
“No,” Logan answered. “Just me. My mom’s an only child, too, so no cousins on that side. My dad had a brother, but he died a few years ago. I’ve got two cousins on his side. They don’t live here, though, and we’re not really close.”
“So, you have no one?”
“I have Ava. And now, I guess I might have you, too.” Logan cleared her throat. “And I might have a sponsor.”
“Already?”
“I met her last night, but she was at a meeting today, too, and she’s been clean for fifteen years. She’s married, and it seems like she’s managed to turn her life around. We’ll be grabbing coffee to see if there’s possibly a match, but if not, she told me she knew other sponsors who might be able to take me on.”
“And that’s what you want?”
Logan nodded and said, “It’s part of working the steps, and I’m ready to get serious about that.”
“I don’t know much about it,” Rory shared. “Should I do some research?” she asked.
Logan smiled over at her and said, “You can ask me.”
“Yeah? I don’t want to make you talk about it if you don’t want to just because I don’t know anything.”
“It’s okay.”
“I also don’t want you to think that our friendship has to be all about this just because I’m asking questions. I just want to get to know you, you know?”
“I don’t think that, Rory,” Logan replied. “How about tonight, though, we just take the night off? We can finish the movie and talk about anything you want, but I wouldn’t mind talking about other stuff, too.”
“That sounds good to me,” Rory said and returned her attention to the movie.
They sat on the floor until they finished their food. Then, Logan picked up their plates and refilled Rory’s drink before they moved to the sofa. Rory didn’t know what time it was, but it felt late. Her eyes were getting heavy, so she knew she needed to go home.
“Hey,” Logan said softly. “You’re getting sleepy, huh?”
“Yeah. I think I need to go.”
“You can stay,” Logan suggested.
Rory turned to her.
“No, I mean… I can sleep out here. You can have my bed.”
“In the frozen tundra room? No, thanks,” Rory said with a tired laugh.
“I can turn it off.”
“It’s a fifteen-minute drive. Probably ten right now.”
“You’re sure you’re okay driving?”
“I’m sure,” Rory replied.
“I can drive your car home for you and take a Lyft back here,” Logan offered. “I’m awake.”
“Logan?”
“Yeah?”
“Thank you for worrying about me,” she said. “And thank you for tonight. I had fun.”
“You did?”
Rory nodded, leaned over, and before she knew what she was doing, she pressed her lips to Logan’s cheek.
“Yes, I had fun,” she said and moved back. “You stay here and enjoy your frozen bedroom. I’m going to go home and get some sleep.”
“I’m at least walking you to your car,” Logan stated and stood before she pulled Rory up by the arms.
“Fine. I relent. You can walk me to my car.”
“And you’re texting me when you get home.”
“I will text you,” she agreed as they walked to the door.
“And maybe when you’re in bed, ready to fall asleep.”
“Okay,” Rory said, smiling at the thought.
“And if you wanted to text me in the morning, that would be okay, too.”
“My morning is not your morning,” Rory joked as they walked out of the apartment.
“Doesn’t matter,” Logan said. “It’s you.”



CHAPTER 25
Walking Rory to her car had been an exercise in self-control for Logan. She had wanted to take Rory’s hand and hold it until they could kiss goodnight, but she had managed to keep both of her hands inside her pockets the whole time instead. Their night had been mostly what Logan had wanted. She’d gotten to cook for her, watch a movie with her, sit close to her, and they’d talked a little, too. The only part that had been missing was calling it what Logan wished it was: a date. Still, things seemed to be heading that way. Rory had been the one to kiss her on the cheek. That had to mean something, right? They’d never done that before, and Logan hadn’t seen Rory kiss Candace or any of her other friends on the cheek in the short time she’d known her. So, she’d woken to a text from Rory with a smile on her face.
“How was it?” Ava asked.
“Perfect,” Logan said.
“Nothing’s perfect,” Ava replied as she held her to-go coffee cup to her lips while they walked.
“Close to it, then.”
“Did she admit that it was a date?”
“No. And I’m not trying to pressure her into anything, Ava. I only told her about my past yesterday morning. The fact that she even showed up was more than enough for me.”
“I’d say that she’s a great influence for you because it’s before lunch, and you’re not only awake, but you’re vertical and walking around the city with me.”
“You’re hilarious,” she said sarcastically. “I have an early shift at the bar anyway, so I figured I’d wake up, grab breakfast with you, and then run some errands before I have to head in.”
“Errands?”
“Yeah.”
“I just don’t think I’ve heard you say the word ‘errands’ before,” Ava teased.
“I run errands like everyone else.”
“What kind of errands?”
“I went grocery shopping yesterday.”
“That’s a modern-day miracle. Did you buy more Hot Pockets or more ketchup?”
“Neither, surprisingly,” Logan replied. “And today, I’m getting an oil change. Then, I need to run to the post office to pick up some stamps.”
“You can buy those online.”
“But the post office is by the car place, and I need to send a check.”
“Ah,” Ava said. “Do they still cash them?”
“Every single one. This one has five hundred on it. I sent one last week, too. It was for four hundred. I’m going to try to send them weekly if my tips are good enough.”
“And you can swing that?”
“I’d probably be better off bartending at some lesbian bar in the Quarter, but yeah. I’m making decent tips here, and Candace pays me real money before and after close, when there are no tips, so that helps. I’ve cut down on rides, but I think I’ll try to find something else part-time to make up for that. I don’t know what yet.”
“That’s good, Logan.”
Logan tossed her empty coffee cup into the trash can they walked by and said, “I was thinking about doing something else as well, if I can find the time.”
“Dating Rory?”
Logan laughed and said, “That too, but no. I still have a few contacts at the schools, and I’d need to re-up some of my credentials. I thought I might see if I could get my certifications back.”
“For plumbing?”
“Yeah,” she said. “I fixed my AC yesterday, and I forgot how much I liked fixing things. I liked working on Rory’s garbage disposal, too.”
“I bet you did,” Ava joked.
“Shut up,” Logan said through her laughter.
“You’re going to go back to school?”
“I don’t have to. I just need to re-up my certifications and, after that, find a job where I can get the hours and keep leveling up until I get to master plumber. If I can do that, it will take a while, but I can make real money one day.”
“Would you want your own business?”
“Shop? I don’t know. I really only wanted to run my dad’s when he retired because it was a family thing. I don’t know if I’d want to run my own.”
“It’s still a good idea, Logan. If you think you want to go back to that, go for it.”
“I’m still thinking about it. I just started at the bar, and Candace has been giving me all the hours I want. I don’t want to lose that.”
“Plus, Rory is there all the time,” Ava added.
“It’s not just that. She is there a lot, yes, but Candace is good people. She takes care of her employees and works hard, too. She’s not one of those owners who just sit in the office or never show up. I admire that.”
“She’s not gay, right? Maybe we could all double date sometime.”
“Candace is straight and very much with her boyfriend. Rory told me last night that he’s going to propose soon. I’m not allowed to say anything to Candace, and if I do, Rory has threatened to kill me. It was very cute.” Logan smiled at the memory.
“Well, that sucks because I am officially looking again.”
“What happened? I thought you were going to talk to her in person.”
“I was. But then I thought it would be pretty mean of me to ask her to come here only to end things, so I called her last night and told her it was over.”
“Sorry, Ava. How did she take it?”
“Not well, and we talked for a while after. She seemed okay in the end, but she still offered to come visit so that we could talk in person to maybe figure it out, so I told her there was nothing to figure out.”
“Are you okay?” Logan asked.
“Yeah. I’m just disappointed. I really thought we might have had something. Obviously, the distance made it harder to know for sure, but then, you’re between my legs, and I’m letting you do things, and I wasn’t thinking about her at all.”
“Please don’t bring that up in front of Rory, like, ever.”
“You brought it up in front of Rory.”
“Yes, because I wanted to be honest with her. I mean, don’t bring up that me doing that to you somehow made you realize that you wanted to end things with your possible girlfriend. She might get the wrong idea.”
“She might just assume that you’re really good in bed. You don’t want that?”
“I’d want her to learn that herself, assuming she felt that way.”
“How have you been?” Ava asked. “Any hookups since you’re not getting any from her?”
“What? No,” Logan said. “That woman in the car was the last, other than you.”
“That’s a long time for you. How are you doing?”
“I’m fine,” she said, meaning it. “It’s not like I was getting anything out of those encounters other than taking my mind off of wanting something else, so there’s not really anything to miss.”
“No?”
“Do I love making a woman feel good? Yes. And that’s always going to be true. But I don’t want it to be some random woman I meet up with just for that anymore.”
“You want it to be Rory,” Ava said knowingly.
“I can’t help it. I do,” Logan admitted. “I wanted to wrap my arm around her last night, Ava. I wanted to hold her hand while we walked and then kiss her goodnight, and it actually ached when I got none of those things.”
“How long are you going to be okay with this in-between thing you two are doing?” Ava asked.
“We’re not in between. I mean, we’re friends, but that’s what she says she wants.”
“She’s scared. She wants more. She’s just scared.”
“I can’t blame her. and I’ll be patient.”
“You think you’ll get there?”
Logan smiled and said, “I feel it.”
“It?”
“Like it will happen. Like she’ll tell me that she wants to be more than just friends, and we’ll try. I feel like it’s going to happen. There’s going to be that just right moment when we get there, and I need to wait for it.”
“You have more faith than I do,” Ava said. “But that’s just because I’m single, and it’s my own fault because I had someone who wanted me, but I didn’t think I saw a future. Do you really see a future with Rory?”
“It’s a little early for that.”
“Is it, though? The way you talk about her, it’s like you want this to be it for you; or at least, a long-term relationship that lasts. That means something, Logan. That means the possibility of love, commitment, maybe living together, possibly marriage. From what you’ve told me, she seems like that kind of girl.”
“She thinks so, yeah. She’s not so sure about kids yet, though.”
“You’ve talked about that already?”
“Not in the context of it being her and I, but in general. We talk a lot, Ava. She’s at the bar pretty much all the time, and we talk whenever I’m not busy. Last night, we also talked during the movie and texted a little after she got home before she passed out on me because she was exhausted.”
“Do you want the same things?”
“I think I could,” Logan replied. “I’ve never really seen myself as a mom, but I’m not opposed to the idea. I used to see myself getting married. Hell, for a minute, I thought it might be you I’d be getting married to. When things got bad, I thought I’d never even date again, let alone get married, but I’m working on myself now, and I’m starting to see things as possible again. I don’t know if it’s me standing up there, waiting for her, but I can see her wearing that white dress, looking gorgeous, and yeah, I can see myself wanting that.”
“Damn, Logan,” Ava said. “I like hearing you talk like this again. I thought I’d lost you for a long time. This is nice. Having my friend back is really nice.”
“It’s nice for me, too,” Logan replied honestly.
◆◆◆
 
After running her errands, which didn’t take long, Logan hit up her second meeting of the day, where she ran into Vera. They arranged to have their coffee to talk about sponsorship, and Logan shared a bit and felt better when she left. She parked in the back lot behind the bar and clocked in right on time. Finding no Candace in the back, she proceeded out to the bar and found her sitting in one of the booths with Keith.
“Hey, I’m here,” she said.
“Hey,” Candace greeted. “Thanks for taking the early shift. I know the tips aren’t as good.”
“No problem. I don’t mind,” she replied as she moved behind the bar. “No Rory?”
“Not tonight. She has a babysitting job, I think.”
“With her regulars?” Logan asked as she got to work wiping down the bar.
“Simon and Stacey, yeah. They’re back from their dad’s early, so she got the call today to see if she could cover for their mom. They really love her.”
“Who wouldn’t?” Logan said out loud but to herself. “Hey, Keith.”
“Hey,” he said. “So, this is everything?” he asked Candace.
“Yes. But can you get two packages of the chicken? I’ll make extra, and you can take it for lunch tomorrow.”
“You’re the best,” he replied and kissed Candace before standing. “I’m off to the grocery store now.”
Keith walked past Logan and into the kitchen.
“He’s leaving tomorrow morning. I can’t wait until he moves here,” Candace told her and sighed.
“When is that?” Logan asked, trying to keep the fact that she had an idea because of Rory out of her mind so that Candace couldn’t figure her out.
“He’s interviewing, but things are looking good for him to be here officially soon. He has a lease there, but it’s month-to-month, so he can just pack up the few things I’m going to let him move into my apartment and be here. I really can’t wait. We’ve been together for years, but we’ve lived apart for most of that time. I’m just ready to start the next part of my life already. I want to live with my boyfriend, who sometimes leaves the seat up and whose boxers definitely miss the hamper, like, ninety percent of the time, but I want them there because it means that he’s there with me.”
“Does Rory have any of those quirks?”
“Huh?”
“She mentioned that you two were roommates back in school before you left.”
“Oh. That was years ago, and it was a dorm room.” Candace seemed to be considering and added, “I guess she hated cleaning the microwave and always cooked these pizza rolls in it without a plate under them because she said that made them crispier.”
“Really?” Logan said as she laughed.
“Yeah. And her towel was usually on the floor after she got changed from the shower, but she picked it up later.” She squinted at Logan. “Why do you ask?”
“I was just curious.”
“Sure,” Candace replied, still squinting at her. “She’s off at nine.”
“Huh?”
“Rory. She gets done at nine. Simon and Stacey’s mom will be home by seven or eight, but Rory usually stays until nine so that their mom can have time to clean the house a little or shower and change or something. Rory’s very nice like that. You are off at nine, too.”
“I’m off at ten,” Logan said.
“Keith’s here, so if you want to be off at nine, you can be.” Candace widened her eyes. “You get what I’m saying, don’t you?”
“Yeah, I get it,” Logan replied.
“I’m going to get things ready in the kitchen. Feel free to get your phone out and text someone. Anyone, really.”
Logan laughed a little as Candace left the room. Then, she pulled out her phone, and instead of texting, she called.
“Hey. What are you up to?” she asked after Rory said hello.
“Babysitting. You?”
“Bartending.”
“So, we’re both working,” Rory said.
“I’m off at nine.”
“You are? I thought you were off at ten.”
“How did you know that?”
“The schedule is posted on the bulletin–” Rory paused. “And I just revealed that I checked your schedule.”
Logan smiled and said, “My schedule changed just now, actually, because Keith is here. Candace just told me that you were off at nine, too.”
“I should be, yeah. It’s not exact.”
“I was thinking that maybe we could hang out,” Logan said. “Go for a late-night walk or something?”
“A walk?”
“Around the Square or by the water. It’s supposed to be nice tonight. I’ll buy you a beignet.”
“They come three to an order,” Rory replied.
“Yes. And you can have one. The other two are for me.”
Rory laughed and said, “I might be exhausted. Simon is being difficult tonight.”
“Boys usually are,” she joked. “Please, Rory. I thought you were going to be here tonight, and I was planning on flirting with you while you sat on your stool and drank your Coke.”
“You planned to flirt with me?” Rory asked.
“Well, I hoped for it, mostly,” Logan replied, testing the waters. “I’ll have you home by ten, if you’re tired.”
“I didn’t drive here tonight. My car sounded weird when I got into it, so I just called a shared ride.”
“Perfect. I’ll pick you up.”
“Okay. I’ll see you around nine, then.”
Logan smiled and said, “See you soon.”



CHAPTER 26
“You stole that one,” Rory said.
“I told you I was buying you one,” Logan argued and shoved the remainder of her second beignet into her mouth. “You had one,” she mumbled, and powdered sugar sprang from her half-open mouth, causing Rory to laugh so hard that people at the tables next to them looked at her as if she were crazy.
“Good thing we got two orders,” she said, still laughing.
“So, did you get Simon under control?”
“He just didn’t want to do his math homework because he had a science experiment due, too, and he only wanted to work on that, but he has a math test he needs to be ready for.”
“He has a science experiment?”
“It’s for their science fair. Guess what he’s making…” Rory leaned over the small table.
“Oh, no. Not a volcano.”
“Yes,” Rory replied. “And he wanted to practice about fifteen times tonight. I think they are out of vinegar and baking soda in the tri-state area.”
Logan laughed and said, “Sounds like fun, though.”
“Smelly fun. The whole downstairs reeked of vinegar, and he kept wanting to do it again and again. Thank God his mom got home and told him to start cleaning up.”
“You’re smiling,” Logan noted.
“I guess so,” she replied.
“You like babysitting, don’t you?”
“Parts of it. Not the vinegar. Can you smell it on me?”
Logan leaned in, and since they were sitting next to each other at the small table, that put her face in Rory’s neck. She stayed there for a long moment, and her nose grazed Rory’s earlobe as she backed away. Rory hadn’t thought that through before she asked her question, but now, she wanted Logan to do that earlobe thing again.
“You smell perfect,” Logan said. “Like your shampoo, probably.”
Rory just cleared her throat and picked up her second beignet.
“What is it?”
“What?” Rory asked.
“Your shampoo.”
“Oh. Whatever was on sale when I bought it. It’s some citrus thing. I alternate between that and Head & Shoulders because I have a dry scalp.”
Rory’s eyes went wide. Why had she just said that? What the hell was wrong with her? She looked over at Logan, who was only smiling at her.
“I think your scalp looks great,” Logan teased. “Not dry at all.”
“Can we talk about literally anything else?” Rory asked. “I can’t believe I just admitted that to you.”
“That you have a dry scalp like millions of other people?” Logan said. “I told you that I have a gambling addiction and once ruined my father’s business. I don’t think the scalp thing is even close.”
Rory tilted her head toward Logan and gave her a sympathetic smile.
“It’s embarrassing, though, and I’m already embarrassed enough. I don’t need to add to that.”
“There’s nothing embarrassing about you,” Logan said, smiling back at her.
“You just must not know me that well. In tenth grade, I wasn’t paying attention as I was walking down the hall and had my nose in a book, and I ended up walking into the boy’s bathroom instead of the girl’s one. Let’s just say, I was not prepared for what I saw.”
Logan laughed and said, “No way.”
“Two boys looking at one another with their…” Rory’s eyes went wide. “Out. They were measuring without actually measuring.”
“What?” Logan laughed louder, and the people around them looked over again. “They actually do that?”
“I guess so. I rushed out of there and went into the girl’s bathroom, but both of them glared at me until the day we all graduated. Then, there was this time when I tripped up the stairs on my way to my lecture hall a couple of years ago and dropped my backpack, which was apparently open. About fifteen tampons just flew out and went all the way down the stairs behind me.”
Logan didn’t laugh this time, but she did smile at her.
“Oh, and the time–”
“Rory?”
“Yeah?”
“Those are just things that happened to you. They don’t mean you’re embarrassing.”
“Can I ask you something?”
“Yes.”
“You went to a meeting today, right?”
Logan nodded.
“Am I allowed to ask how it went? I know it’s anonymous. I just… I feel like it’s an important part of your day, like asking you about how your workday went and whatever else you did today, but I don’t know if that’s allowed.”
“You can ask me about anything you want,” Logan said and reached for the last beignet on their shared plate before she held it up, letting the excess powdered sugar fall away. “Even about that. What do you want to know?”
“Just how it went, I guess.” She shrugged. “I don’t know how it all works.”
“Most of the time, it’s just people sharing whatever they want. Not everyone shares. There’s usually a moderator or leader that leads the discussion if there is one. You can come and go as you please. Meetings are everywhere and all the time, so you usually find a regular one but have others you know of so that you can find a meeting whenever you need one. I have a list of the meetings in the city on my phone.”
“So, how was the one today?” Rory asked.
“Good. I shared a little,” Logan replied and bit into the beignet before passing the other half over to Rory as if she expected Rory to finish it for her.
Rory put down the other beignet she’d grabbed prior to that and took this one from Logan, finding it rather intimate to finish it and really liking that.
“I don’t always share, but I’m trying to get better at it. They say it’s important to your recovery to talk it through. I’m thinking about maybe signing up for one of those therapy apps, too.”
“Yeah?” Rory asked as she finished her beignet.
“They’re cheaper than in-person therapy, so I can afford it that way. Plus, it’s more accessible. I haven’t officially decided yet, but in the meeting today, we were talking about our origin stories.”
“Origin stories?”
Logan chuckled and said, “The moment we first started gambling when it began causing problems. The leader of this meeting called them that. He said it just makes it sound better. Gambling itself is fine. People do it all the time, and they might win a little and lose a little, but they don’t let it take over and ruin their lives. Then, there’s people like me.”
“What’s yours?” she asked. “Or is that too personal?”
Logan leaned in a little and replied, “Rory, in case you haven’t noticed, I’ll tell you anything you want to know. I might not always be ready to share, but I’ll tell you if that’s the case.”
“Okay,” Rory said.
“I did the poker thing with my dad, and that was fine at first, but I remember really liking it and wondering what it would be like if we played with actual money. My first time at a casino wasn’t it, either. I liked it. Had fun. Went home. Didn’t go back for a month, and nothing bad happened. One night, though, I went to the casino, and I lost thousands of dollars, nearly everything I’d saved up. I should have gone home, but I didn’t. I went to the ATM, took out more cash, got more chips, and went back to the table. I won a little, but not all of it back, and I met a woman who encouraged me on.” Logan paused and looked around the café. “When I won another five hundred, she suggested we spend it on something fun.”
“Something fun?”
“A room,” Logan said when she looked back at Rory. “So, I did, and when I woke up in the morning, she was gone, and so was my wallet and my very expensive leather jacket that I loved.”
“She robbed you?”
“Yeah,” Logan said. “It wasn’t a big deal. She didn’t get my phone, so I was able to cancel the credit cards and everything. There was only about a hundred bucks in the wallet, but my jacket was my favorite thing.”
“You had a leather jacket?” Rory asked.
“I did. I loved that thing.”
Rory tried to picture Logan in a leather jacket, looking sexy and cool, and it had her licking her lips, hoping Logan thought she was doing it because of the powdered sugar.
“I guess I consider that to be my origin story. I should’ve stopped. I’d lost a ton of money, spent what I’d won back on some room with a woman I didn’t know, and she stole from me.”
“You two…”
Logan nodded and said, “She was my first hookup.”
Rory nodded then and grabbed the other beignet on the plate, stuffing it into her mouth because she needed to stop talking and asking questions she didn’t really want to know the answers to.
“It bothers you?” Logan asked.
“Yeah,” she said as she chewed, not caring how ridiculous it looked.
Logan laughed a little and asked, “Why?”
“Because,” Rory began and then took a long drink of the now-cool coffee to try to wash the beignet down before she continued. “Two reasons, I think. One, you’ve done that with other women, and yes, I’m jealous. Two, I’ve… well, you know. I’ve never done that with another woman, and I think you know why I’d be worried about that.”
“Have you been with a guy?”
Rory nodded and said, “Once.”
“Once or one guy?”
“Once. I was dating this guy right when I got to college. He wanted to, and we did.”
“You didn’t want to?”
“I guess I wanted to know what all the fuss was about,” Rory replied with a shrug. “Candace was my roommate at the time, but she hadn’t met Keith yet. She was dating around and talked about some of her experiences. Not all of them were good, but a few were, and I thought I was missing out on something. I was already wondering about the gay thing, but I stupidly decided that I needed to figure it out by giving guys a try because I’m an idiot.”
“Rory, that doesn’t make you an idiot. You were what, eighteen?”
“Yes.”
“You were just trying to figure things out, like every other eighteen-year-old.”
“I guess. But I went out with a guy from my freshman comp class a few times. It was fine, but I didn’t feel sparks or anything. Then, we were in his dorm, and his roommate was gone. It was more of a timing thing because his roommate was never gone, and then it happened.”
“It happened?” Logan asked. “That doesn’t sound very good.”
“It wasn’t great, no. He was on the top bunk, and we kind of started, but he forgot a condom, so he jumped down and almost broke his ankle. I watched him run to the closet naked and… ready… to find this giant box of them that he then knocked over onto the floor. He picked them all up, put the box back, put one on, and climbed back onto the bed. The whole time, I was thinking that this was the least sexy thing that had ever happened in the known universe.”
Logan laughed a little, and her arm went over the back of Rory’s chair.
“It was over a few minutes later, and he rolled off me and told me I was great when I hadn’t even moved or done anything. We didn’t say anything after that, and I wanted to put my clothes back on, but some of them were on the floor now. When he was ready again, he asked if I wanted to do it for a second time, but he didn’t have another condom, so he would’ve had to get back up, and I suggested I just go home instead. Luckily, his roommate walked in right after that. I got dressed, walked back to my dorm alone, and showered.”
“I’m sorry that was your first time.”
“It’s my only time,” Rory said. “Remember?”
“Not forever,” Logan replied.
Her hand moved to the back of Rory’s neck, and she rubbed it softly. Rory closed her eyes, welcoming the touch. God, it felt so good to be touched by another woman like this for the first time, but it wasn’t just that it was another woman. It was that it was Logan specifically.
“Rory?”
“Huh?” She opened her eyes.
“I’d really like to hold your hand while we walk.”
“Okay,” Rory replied.
“Do you want to finish your coffee?”
“No, I’m good,” she said.
Logan stood up, and before Rory could follow, someone was right there picking up their dishes for them to make room for the next group of people to use their table. Rory looked and noticed Logan holding out her hand. She slipped her own into it, and they left Café du Monde. Strolling around Jackson Square with no particular place to go, they didn’t say much. Rory worried that her hand was getting clammy, so she tried to pull it away to wipe it off on her jeans, but Logan just gave it a squeeze, letting her know that it was okay. They turned at St. Louis Cathedral and made their way past the artists and fortune tellers, which made Rory think of the woman they’d run into the other day. Then, they turned again, which meant they were heading back in the direction of the café.
“Do you want to go somewhere else?” Rory asked.
“No, I promised I’d have you home by ten, Cinderella. Let’s get to the car, and I’ll drive you home.”
“I’m okay. We can stay out later.”
“Says the woman with eight jobs,” Logan teased.
Rory laughed and shook her head, and before she knew it, Logan was opening the door for her, and they were driving toward Rory’s apartment. Rory was now tingling everywhere, though. She wasn’t ready for sleep and knew she wouldn’t likely get any tonight. They’d held hands. Logan had rubbed her neck and had her arm over Rory’s chair. They’d clearly stepped into this new space, and she wasn’t sure what would happen next, but then, Logan was walking her to her door and standing there, waiting for Rory to unlock it.
“Do you want to come inside?” Rory asked as the door opened.
“I should get home.”
“To not sleep?” Rory asked.
“Yeah, that,” Logan said.
“Do… you want to… stay here? I can turn the AC on and make it cold for you, if you want.”
Logan took Rory’s hands and turned her toward her.
“I would love to stay, but I think I should maybe say goodnight here.”
“We can sleep. I…”
“Rory?”
“Yeah? Sorry. I’m rambling, huh?”
“Yes. It’s cute.”
“I just don’t know what we’re doing.”
“I’m dropping you off at home after our impromptu date.”
“Date?”
“Yes,” Logan replied, dropping one of Rory’s hands in order to cup her cheek instead. “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be kissed by someone who really, really wants to kiss you back?”
“All the time,” she whispered.
Logan pressed their foreheads together, and her other hand cupped Rory’s other cheek. Rory swallowed and licked her lips. Logan waited another moment as if making sure this was what Rory wanted, but Rory couldn’t stop it even if she wanted to. It felt too good to be standing here with Logan like this, being held this way, knowing what was about to happen next. When Logan’s lips pressed gently to her own and pulled back a second later, Rory thought it was over, so she opened her eyes, but Logan had a sweet smile on her face, and her eyes were closed.
Then, Logan leaned back in, and suddenly, Rory’s bottom lip was pulled down a bit, and they were really kissing. Logan’s mouth was moving slowly against her own now, and Rory’s arms wrapped around her neck and pulled Logan into her. God, this felt good. Logan’s arms were around her waist, and her tongue slipped inside Rory’s mouth. Rory didn’t know what to do with her own, so she left it there for Logan to do whatever she wanted with it. When Logan flicked at it as if wanting it to move, Rory moved it against Logan’s tongue and moaned at the softness. She wasn’t sure how long they stood there, but when Logan pulled out of the kiss, Rory was sure that she wasn’t done with it.
“Come in,” she said softly.
Logan looked like she was about to say something but smiled instead.
“I’d love to, but I’m going to go home and call you. We can talk until you fall asleep.”
“Why? You don’t want–”
“I want,” Logan interrupted and kissed Rory quickly. “You have no idea. I’m doing this right, though, Rory.”
Rory nodded and said, “Okay.”
Logan looked like she was going to leave, but she took a step toward Rory and kissed her hard, cupping her cheeks again. Rory nearly fell back, but Logan was there, keeping her in place. Rory let the kiss take over her again and felt like her legs might give way, so she backed them against the wall by her still-open door. When Logan pulled out of the kiss, one of her palms was on the wall next to Rory’s head, and the other was on Rory’s hip.
“God, you are an amazing kisser,” Logan told her. “I’ll call you when I’m in bed, okay?”
“Will you be… naked?” Rory asked.
Logan smirked and said, “Frozen tundra, remember?”
“Bummer,” she replied without really thinking about it.
Logan laughed a little and said, “Good night, Rory.”



CHAPTER 27
Logan had gotten so practiced at being with women that she had nearly told Rory, ‘Next time,’ like she did with all the others. Rory had asked her to come in, and there had been this moment when Logan’s mouth had almost formed those words, which represented promises broken to countless women. She’d stopped herself just in time because she wasn’t going to break a promise to Rory. If she could help it, she would never break a promise to this woman who had so surprisingly captured her heart. Yes, Logan had wanted to stay. She’d wanted to stay with Rory more than she’d wanted anything else in the world, even more than she wanted her leather jacket back, but they wouldn’t have slept together. Logan knew that what she wanted was to fall asleep next to Rory. She wanted to kiss her, hold her, wake up next to her, and not let her get out of bed to go to one of her many jobs or to class because Logan wanted to lie next to her all day and just talk, listen to Rory’s stories, hear her ramble, and smile at her because it was really cute when she did that.
She’d done the right thing, though. She’d left after the best damn kiss of her entire life. And it hadn’t even been the best first kiss. It had been the best kiss Logan had ever had, period. With Ava, their kisses had been good. Their sex life had been great. But this kiss… It had been different. It had been something she never thought she’d get to have. It had held promise and possibility, and she’d heard Rory moan for the first time. Logan wanted to hear that again, and over and over, but if she had to wait for that but got to keep kissing Rory like she had last night, that would not be a problem at all. Rory Winter could kiss. When she’d moved back against the wall and brought her with her, Logan had nearly broken and said she’d come in, after all. That had been a sexy move that had Logan barely able to resist. Her hand had ended up on Rory’s hip, and she’d nearly moved it under Rory’s shirt to feel skin, but she’d waited. She would wait until they were both ready for that.
“You got a goodnight kiss?” Vera asked.
“I did,” she replied on a sigh.
“That good?”
“Amazing,” Logan said.
“Things are progressing a little faster than you thought they would, huh?” Vera noted and sipped on her coffee.
“I don’t know what happened, honestly. We were hanging out at my place one night, and I walked her to her car. Something felt like it was changing. Then, I was telling her I planned on flirting with her at the bar and offering to pick her up from work so that we could hang out instead. It was, like, this natural thing where we were sitting at a table, talking, and I reached out to wrap my arm over her chair because I just needed to touch her. She didn’t push me away, and when she leaned into it, I told her I wanted to hold her hand. She said okay. It just went from there.”
“That’s good, Logan. What happens now?”
“I don’t know,” she replied. “I haven’t been on a date in a long time, and Rory never has. Well, she had some stupid boyfriend her freshman year of college, who I kind of want to track down and smack, but other than that, she’s never really dated. It’s new for both of us.”
“Are you worried about that?”
“Definitely,” she replied and took a drink of her own coffee. “She deserves so much.”
“So do you,” Vera replied.
Logan turned her head to look out the window and said, “I’m still trying to believe that.”
“It’s a process. When I first stopped gambling, I thought I deserved to live in my little hole-in-the-wall apartment and only eat ramen without the spice packet.”
“What?” Logan chuckled. “What’s the point? That’s just like chicken soup, right?”
“We all rationalize things,” Vera replied.
“Yeah, I guess. Mine was the AC.”
“What do you mean?”
“My apartment doesn’t have central air conditioning, so I bought an old window unit and put it in, but it only worked about half the time and never got very cool. I didn’t bother to fix it.”
“Because you didn’t think you deserved it?”
“The worst part is that it was an easy fix for me. I went to school to be a plumber and electrician because I’d planned to take over my dad’s shop when he retired. I was going to do HVAC next, but… Well, you know what happened. Anyway, it was easy for me to fix, and I could’ve done it months ago for cheap and only a little time, but I didn’t. I don’t even remember thinking that I could fix it, either. It’s like I forgot that entire part of my life and what I was able to do back then.”
“But you did fix it?”
“Yes. I also bought another one on sale, and that’s now in my living room, so my apartment won’t be a sweltering mess this summer when it gets really hot.”
“How much of that work is because of Rory?” Vera asked.
“She asked me that, too, actually. The honest answer is that I didn’t want her to be uncomfortable when she came over, but it was more about me. I knew I could fix it, so I did, and now, she won’t be burning up when she comes over, but I also get to fall asleep in a room and not be so hot that I have to take a cold shower before bed and sleep naked just to be able to get some sleep.”
“And you’re ready to put the work in?”
“Yes, I am,” Logan said.
“For yourself? Not because of your new relationship?”
“It’s not a relationship yet, technically, but yeah, this is for me. I have that best friend I told you about. Ava. She’s my ex but was my friend first, and I put us both in a tricky situation recently. I think that was the moment when I knew I needed to get help.”
“We’ve all been there,” Vera replied. “If you’re willing to put in the work, Logan, I’ll be your sponsor.”
“Really?”
“Yes. Trial basis. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll help you find another.”
“That’s great. Thank you,” Logan said. “I’m also thinking about getting one of those therapy apps, but since you’re my sponsor now, I thought I’d ask you what you thought about that.”
“I see someone every week. I used to go twice a week but cut down to once, and it works for me. It’s another outlet, and she doesn’t judge me. She gives me helpful things to try when I need them, and it’s nice to have her to talk to about what I’m feeling and not worry about anyone finding out.”
“Yeah, that’s what I thought, too. I can’t afford an in-person one, but the apps have memberships, and I thought it would be good to have someone I can talk to whenever.”
“Just make sure it’s someone trained to handle addiction.”
Logan nodded and said, “I need to see if they tell you that, I guess.”
“I’m sure they do,” Vera replied and took another drink of her coffee. “So, you’re going to meetings daily now?”
“Yeah, and a couple of times if I need to.”
“How often does it feel like you need to?”
“Depends on the day, really. I like to keep myself busy because it takes my mind off it. The new job has helped a lot: I don’t get a lot of time to think. Driving Lyft gave me all this time to think about it, and I’ll still drive when I need the extra money, but I think bartending is good for me for now. I figured I’d do a meeting before my shift or in the morning if I’m working early, at least.”
“Rory isn’t a distraction?” Vera checked.
“No,” Logan said with a smile. “The other women I was with, they were the distractions. Rory is the real deal.”
“When do you see her again?”
“Tonight, probably. She’ll be at the bar.”
“Did she tell you that?”
“No, but she usually is,” Logan said before she finished her coffee.
“Want some advice not related at all to me being your sponsor?”
“Hell, yeah,” Logan replied.
“Make sure she’s actually going to be there and just do something nice for her.”
“Like what?”
“Bring her flowers or something, if she likes flowers. Ask her out on an official date, not one where you just happen to turn a friendly night out into one.”
“You think?”
“Definitely,” Vera replied. “Make sure she knows that the kiss you had last night was important to you and that you want something real.”
“Yeah, okay. That makes sense. Flowers? Really?”
“Yes, Logan. Girls like flowers.” Vera chuckled.
“Right,” she said. “Flowers. Okay.”
◆◆◆
 
“Candace, can I maybe put these in the refrigerator or a glass of water or something?” Logan asked.
“Why do you have flowers in my bar?”
“I’m… giving them to someone.”
Candace smirked and looked into the mixed bouquet Logan had in her hand.
“Oh, you should get rid of these.”
“What? Why? Are they bad? I got them from the grocery store. I didn’t have enough time to go to a florist.”
“There are two carnations in that thing. Rory’s allergic. Sneezes like crazy. Flowers, in general, can make her sneeze, but carnations are the worst. She once sneezed all over her great-aunt’s funeral because nearly every bouquet and wreath had carnations in them.”
“Shit,” she said. “Wait. How did you know these were for Rory?”
“Who else would they be for?” Candace replied, laughing. “Just… hold on.” She took the bouquet and left Logan standing there, wondering what she was going to do with a bunch of flowers that would make Rory sick. “Here.” She reappeared a second later, holding out a single red rose.
“Where did you just go and get this from?”
“Keith got me a dozen. They’re in the office. Just don’t let Rory in there, and she won’t know.”
“I thought about roses, but isn’t that a little too much, too soon?”
“It’s either that, or you’ll make her sneeze all over the bar and scare my customers.”
“I could just not get her flowers.”
“Logan, give the girl the rose. She won’t think it’s too much. It’s one flower, not a dozen, and it’s a nice gesture. I’ll take those and put them in the office, too, okay? You can grab them later if you want.”
“No, if they’re going to make her sick, I don’t want them.”
“I’ll give them to Mickey. His wife might like them.”
“Yeah,” she replied, still mad at herself. “Candace, I’m trying.”
Candace smiled and squeezed her upper arm.
“I know. You don’t have to try so hard, though. I know my best friend. She likes you. Just be yourself, okay?”
She nodded, trying to process how being herself would actually work in her favor. Candace took the flowers from her and handed her the red rose.
“She’s coming tonight, right?” Logan asked.
“Why don’t you just call her and ask?” Candace said as she headed back into the office.
Logan walked out to the bar, where she clocked in and checked on the two customers sitting at a table. They must have arrived right when the place opened because she hadn’t gotten there much later than that. She made one of them a fresh drink and returned to her spot behind the bar, thinking about texting Rory to see if she planned to come to the bar and, if so, when she might stop by. Just when she placed the rose Candace had given her in a glass of water and hid it under the bar so that no one could see it, she looked up and spotted Rory walking in through the front door with Jill and Sophie in tow.
“She’s crazy into this whole script thing. She might end up writing movies instead of blogs,” Sophie said as the three of them approached the bar. “I love her, but I don’t want to move to LA. Do you think she’ll make me move to LA?”
“Bryce? No way. She likes it here,” Jill replied.
“Hi,” Rory said with a shy smile aimed at Logan.
“Hey,” Logan replied, smiling back at her and leaning a little over the bar.
“Hey, we’re here, too,” Jill teased, waving at Logan.
“Hi, Jill,” Logan said.
“This is Sophie,” Rory said of her other friend. “I can’t remember if I introduced you or not.”
“No, but she was here that night, and I remember you mentioning her.”
“Hi,” Sophie said.
“Hi. I’m Logan.”
“Nice to meet you,” Sophie replied.
“We’re going to grab a table,” Jill said, and then she and Sophie walked away, giving them a moment alone, which Logan really appreciated.
“Hey,” she said.
“You said that already,” Rory noted.
“I want to kiss you. I haven’t said that yet.”
Rory looked behind her and back at Logan.
“It’s okay,” Logan told her. “Later?”
Rory nodded and said, “I told Sophie that I’m gay, and most of my friends know now. I just don’t know about the whole kissing in the bar thing.”
“Oh, just do it,” Candace told her as she walked into the bar. “I don’t care.”
Logan laughed and reached for the rose, pulling it out of its glass.
“I was wondering if you wanted to maybe go out with me,” she said, holding it up for Rory.
“You got me a flower?” Rory asked.
Logan nodded and said, “Is that a yes?”
“Yes, I’ll go out with you, but you didn’t have to–” She paused. “This is really nice, Logan.”
“Yeah?”
Rory nodded again and asked, “Can you keep it back there in water until I leave?”
“I’m working late tonight,” Logan said, taking the rose back from her to put it back into the water. “But I’m not tomorrow. What about you?”
“She’s free!” Candace half-shouted across the bar.
“Candace!”
“What? You are.” She shrugged.
“I’m free,” Rory replied.
“Tomorrow then,” Logan said. “Want a Coke or something else?”
“Can I have whatever you want to make me? Sophie drove.”
“Yeah? You’re going to let me make you a real drink?”
“Not a strong one, Logan.”
“Fine. Anything you don’t want in it?”
“No tequila, please.”
“Got it,” Logan said, trying to think about what to make for her as she dropped the rose into the glass of water again.
When she looked up, Rory was leaning over the bar and was suddenly very close. Logan leaned over again, too.
“So…”
“Yeah, so,” Rory said before she leaned in and gently kissed Logan’s lips. “I’ll be over there now,” she added when she pulled back and pointed to the table.
“I miss my girlfriend,” Sophie said loudly.
“I want a girlfriend,” Jill added.



CHAPTER 28
“I have my first date with a woman tonight,” Rory said.
“Yes, you do,” Jill replied. “Nervous?”
“Obviously.”
“Look at it this way: you’ve already kissed her, and you said that the other night was technically a date.”
“Not one we’d planned,” Rory replied. “I smelled like vinegar. I know I did. She was just being nice when she said I didn’t.”
“I’m sorry; what? Vinegar?” Linden asked as she walked into Rory’s bedroom.
“I was babysitting, and Simon had the volcano science fair project thing to do, so I smelled like vinegar because she picked me up from there. I thought we were just hanging out. I didn’t know there would be a whole hand-holding and a goodnight kiss thing.”
Linden sat on her bed and asked, “How was it?”
“The hand-holding or the kiss?”
“Both,” Jill said as she rifled through Rory’s closet.
“My hand was clammy,” she said as she sat down next to Linden.
“That happens. The first time I really held Ash’s hand – like, really held it – mine was, too. I was so nervous. We’ve been friends forever, and I’ve held her hand before, but this was different.”
“Where is Asher, anyway? She’s not volunteering her time to help Rory find something to wear?” Jill asked.
“She’s working on her new business with Monica tonight, who’s been really helpful. Ash won’t be at work anymore soon, and it’s really hitting me, I think.”
“You chose not to leave with her, though,” Rory said.
“Well, not yet, anyway, but it’s getting weird at work, too. Our boss, Carolyn, knows we’re together now, so I get these looks from her sometimes…”
“She thinks you’re spying for Asher?” Jill asked.
“It’s more like she knows that I’m not going to be there long. She knows Asher is an ethical person and isn’t doing anything wrong, but she also knows now that Ash is the love of my life, so it’s not likely that I will be competing with her for long.”
“I thought you wanted to stay for a while,” Rory said.
“I did, yeah. That was the plan. Ash’s business isn’t even launched yet. If we both leave the safety of a regular income, we would probably have to push back all those things that we want to do now that we’ve figured out that we were meant to be more than friends. We want to move in together, buy a house, travel, and get married. All of that stuff takes money, and Ash’s savings will be mostly going into the business, so I thought it would be better for me to stay. Besides, I’ve been the number two in the office for a long time. I wanted a chance to be number one and really show what I can do without my girlfriend there.”
“So, I think you can wear this,” Jill said, holding up a sundress.
“She’s seen me in that.”
“What? Where? The bar? You wore this to a bar?”
“I had a piano recital for Simon that night,” Rory replied. “She liked it, though. She commented on it a few times.”
“Yeah?” Jill held the dress in front of her and added, “You look all sweet and innocent in it, probably. That’s why.”
“Sweet and innocent?”
“Yes,” Jill said. “Is that what you want to go with tonight, or are you looking for sexy?”
“I don’t want to smell like vinegar. My bar is pretty low here,” Rory replied.
“Well, you’ve showered since then, so you should be fine,” Linden said. “Rory, I wouldn’t put too much pressure on yourself. She already likes you. That much is obvious from how much Jill says she stares at you. Just be comfortable.”
“It’s good advice,” Jill agreed with a shrug. “What do you wear to feel most comfortable?”
“My pajamas,” Rory stated as if that should be obvious.
“O-k-a-y. What do you wear to make you feel second-most comfortable?”
Rory chuckled and replied, “I guess jeans and a sweater or something.”
“I can work with that. Brown eyes, so let’s find something that will go with those babies,” Jill said mostly to herself and turned back around.
“Hey, it’s going to be fine,” Linden told her, bumping her shoulder to Rory’s.
“I like her,” Rory admitted. “I’ve been trying to push her away, but I want her. I want this.”
“So, you go out tonight and have a nice time. You just see where it goes, okay?” Linden said with a small smile.
“Found it!” Jill half-yelled.
◆◆◆
 
“Wow!”
Rory turned around to see what Logan was talking about.
“What?”
Logan chuckled and said, “Rory, you. You’re the wow.”
“Me?”
“Absolutely.”
“You’re wearing a leather jacket,” Rory noted, pointing to a short black jacket that Logan had unzipped over a white T-shirt.
“It’s pleather, technically. Not the same feel, but I could afford it on sale.”
Rory smiled and said, “It’s a wow, too.”
“It’s a jacket,” Logan said, looking Rory up and down. “That’s a whole look.” She motioned to Rory.
“Oh, trust me, the jacket is a whole look, too.”
Jill had found one of Rory’s three dresses in the back of her closet. She had them for babysitting interviews when she was meeting with a new family, mostly, but she wore them from time to time if the occasion called for it. This one was an evergreen sundress with white and dark brown vines and leaves at the bottom of it. She had not planned on buying it the day she saw it in the store. She’d gotten another one that day and liked it more, but this one had kept telling her to try it on, so she had and had liked it, deciding it would be nice to have a little variety in her wardrobe. She had finished the look with the fake pearls Jill had found in her bathroom and a pair of white ballet flats she’d forgotten that she had. Jill had to dig deep in the closet for those.
“I got you this,” Logan said, holding out an envelope.
“What’s this?” she asked.
“Well, I wanted to get you more flowers, but Candace said you were allergic to carnations and that others made you sneeze, too. The rose didn’t seem to do that, but you have one of those already, so I called in a big favor and now owe someone several drinks at the bar on me.”
“Do I open it?” Rory asked.
“That’s the idea.”
“The rose is in water. Want to come in and make sure I’m taking care of it okay? It doesn’t make me sneeze, by the way.”
Logan walked into the apartment and closed the door behind her while Rory opened the envelope and found a greeting card inside. It didn’t look like the ones she always bought at the store, though. On the front, it had a picture of a bar, with a rose in a glass sitting on top of it.
“On the occasion of our first date,” she read out loud and looked up in surprise at Logan, who didn’t say anything but was smiling. Rory opened the card and read, “I’ve waited a very long time for you, Rory. Thank you for trusting me.”
On the inside were those handwritten words and another picture of what looked like several glasses with various drinks in them.
“That’s the Coke.” Logan pointed. “That’s the Shirley Temple, but it has the cherry, so you’ve guessed that one, I’m sure. That’s the Arnold Palmer. That’s the root beer. That’s the drink I made you last night. That’s the coffee from the café. It’s stupid, I know, and I’ve never designed a card before, so I didn’t know what to put on it. The words are okay, though, right?”
Rory looked up at her and said, “You made this?”
“No, Bridgette did. I ran into her at the grocery store the other day and found out what she and Monica do. I went to their office and asked for a favor. I can’t draw anything, so she did this for me. Is it lame?”
Rory smiled wide and replied, “No, this is the least lame thing I’ve ever been given in my life.”
“Really?”
Rory nodded and said, “You are the sweetest, and you have no idea sometimes.”
“I’m really only sweet with you, I think,” Logan told her, shrugging a shoulder.
“I’m going to put this back in the envelope and tuck it in a drawer before we go. I don’t want it to get messed up.”
“Okay,” Logan said.
Rory walked into the kitchen and went to put the card in a drawer but decided against it. She slid the card back inside the envelope, opened a cabinet, pulled out a ziplock plastic bag, put the card inside it, and then put it in a drawer. When she finally looked over, Logan was giving her a curious look.
“It’s handmade, so I want to be extra careful,” she explained.
“God, you’re adorable. Can I just…”
Logan walked over to her and cupped her cheek. Rory was surprised but only opened her mouth slightly, and when no words came out, she went to close it, but Logan’s lips were on hers before she could. It worked out, though, because she was more than ready for another kiss from Logan, and she opened to her completely, standing there in her kitchen next to the flower Logan had gotten her as Logan explored her mouth with tenderness and something more, too. Yeah, that was hunger. Logan’s hands were on Rory’s sides and then around her back, pulling Rory against her. Rory moved her arms around Logan’s neck, and when Logan turned them so that Rory’s back was against the counter, Rory didn’t mind the feel of the hard Formica at her back. Then, she was unexpectedly lifted off the floor and placed on that Formica countertop, and Logan was spreading Rory’s legs to move to stand between them.
They continued to kiss, with Logan not asking for more, but Rory felt like maybe she would. She could feel Logan’s warmth now. She could feel her own warmth, too, and with Logan being this close, she was unmistakably getting wet. Rory wanted more, but she knew it wasn’t the right time to ask for it. Instead, her hands moved into the new jacket, and she ran them over Logan’s back and T-shirt.
“I made a reservation,” Logan told her when the kiss ended naturally.
“You… What?” Rory couldn’t really process anything right now.
She opened her eyes and found Logan staring back at her with a sweet smile.
“I made a reservation. It’s Italian. Is that okay?”
“Garlic breath,” Rory half-whispered.
“What?” Logan said through her laughter.
Rory cleared her throat and said, “Garlic breath.”
“Yeah, I thought about that,” Logan said as she leaned in and pressed her lips to Rory’s bare neck. “But I’ll kiss you goodnight with garlic breath, Rory Winter. I don’t care. I’ll kiss you good morning with morning breath.” Logan kissed the same spot. “I’ll kiss you at the bar with potato skin breath.” Logan kissed her again, and Rory closed her eyes, wrapping herself up in Logan. “I’ll kiss you at that diner with coffee breath.”
“That feels really good,” Rory said. “Do we have to go? Can we cancel the reservation?”
Logan chuckled against her skin, and that felt good, too.
“What would we do otherwise?” Logan asked as her lips moved up Rory’s skin to her earlobe.
Her nose grazed it then, just like it had the other night, and Rory swallowed.
“We could just do this,” she suggested and ran her hands tentatively under Logan’s shirt. “God, you’re hot.”
“Thank you?” Logan asked more than said.
“No, I mean that your skin is actually hot.” Rory pressed her hand against Logan’s back. “You’re hot, as in sexy, too, though.”
Logan pulled back to look at her and said, “I’m touching you, and it does things to me, so yeah.” She pulled back a little more, and Rory’s hands moved out from under her shirt.
Logan pushed Rory’s legs together and helped her off the counter before she leaned down and kissed her sweetly.
“We should go. I don’t want to be late. I haven’t made a reservation in years. It’s kind of fun, knowing they have a table waiting for us.”
“That’s fun for you?” Rory teased.
“Don’t pick on me. This is my first first date in a long time. The other night counts, but not really because we didn’t plan it.”
“I said the same thing to my friends.”
“Your friends?”
“Jill and Linden came over to help me figure out what to wear.”
“Jill was in your bedroom?” Logan asked. “I haven’t even been in your bedroom.”
Rory ran her hands over Logan’s chest, up and down, not stopping anywhere in particular, and it felt good to do that. It was like Logan was hers somehow, and she could just touch her now.
“She helped me pick out this dress.”
Logan looked toward the bedroom and back to Rory.
“Fine. She has good taste. I’ll give her that.”
Rory smiled at her and said, “You’re not really jealous, right?”
“I’m not not jealous; put it that way.”
“Logan?”
“Yeah?”
“If I wanted to go out with Jill, I’d be out with Jill right now.”
“Well, that’s mighty presumptuous of you, isn’t it? Just assuming she’d go out with you.”
“She told me she would,” Rory said without thinking.
“She told you what?”
Rory laughed and replied, “Before she knew that I liked you, she said she was thinking of asking me out. Calm down there, pleather badass. She helped me pick out something to wear for our date.”
“Did she watch you try it on?” Logan asked, cupping her cheek.
“No, she left before I got changed. Linden did, too. I put this on all by myself.”
“I’d like to take it off all by myself,” Logan said. “But not right now because we’re going to be late.” She leaned in and kissed Rory again.
Rory could only think about Logan taking this dress off her for the entire ride to the restaurant.



CHAPTER 29
“You can stay,” Rory had said.
“I want to, but I’m going to kiss you goodnight and go home,” Logan had replied.
“You don’t have to be noble around me.”
“I know. I’m not trying to be noble,” she’d replied as she’d wrapped her arms around Rory’s waist. “I wasn’t noble when I sat you on the counter earlier, was I?”
Rory had laughed and said, “No, you were not.”
“Soon, okay?” Logan had said, kissing Rory’s forehead. “I had a great time tonight.”
“Me too,” Rory had replied, wrapping her arms around Logan’s neck.
“We should do this again sometime.”
“I agree.”
“I’ll text you when I get home.”
“Just call me. We can watch TV together again.”
“Yeah?” Logan had asked.
“Well, since you won’t come in and actually watch TV with me, it’s the best I can do. Just answer me this… Is it because you actually like your apartment now that it’s freezing all the time?”
Logan had laughed and leaned in to capture Rory’s lips in another slow kiss.
“I might just like garlic breath now,” she’d said when she’d regretfully pulled back and smiled at Rory.
“Good night, Logan.”
“Night,” she’d said.
Now, Logan was sitting in a meeting, not focusing on the person sharing at the moment because she couldn’t stop thinking about their date. She was turning into one of those sappy women who just wanted to text their significant other all day and talk to them whenever they could. Logan knew she was in this room for a reason, but she felt good. She wasn’t thinking about gambling right now. She just wanted another date with Rory.
“Hey.”
Logan looked over and noticed a woman sitting next to her, who hadn’t been there a few minutes ago.
“Hey,” she said back, trying to be polite.
“You want to get out of here?”
“Sorry?” Logan asked.
“The bathroom,” the woman replied.
“You need to go to the bathroom?”
The woman smiled and said, “You don’t remember me, do you?”
“Should I?” Logan asked.
“We hooked up at one of these things a few months ago.”
Logan squinted because the woman did look familiar: maybe late thirties, with long brown wavy hair and blue eyes. It took her a minute to actually remember what she was talking about, though.
“Oh, shit,” she said.
“I won’t take offense to that, I guess, but if you want to get out of here, I’d be up for it.”
“I’m just here for the meeting.”
“We’re all just here for the meeting, but we ducked out last time and had some fun.” The woman then leaned closer to her, and Logan could smell the alcohol on her breath.
Logan thought back to a few months ago when she’d been sporadically attending these meetings but not putting any real effort into them. This woman had offered her a cigarette during the break, but Logan didn’t smoke. Then, she’d asked Logan if she wanted something else, and her gaze had been more than obvious. They had gone into the bathroom, and Logan had fucked her against the stall door. That had been the end of it. The woman had wanted to reciprocate, but Logan had told her next time, like she always did, and washed her hands.
“Thanks, but no thanks,” Logan replied, returning her attention to the front of the room.
“Come on, baby.” The woman’s hand appeared on her thigh. “Are you packing again?”
“What?” Logan said and removed the unwanted hand.
“You had it on for me last time.”
Logan had been strapped because she’d planned to visit the couple later that night. She hadn’t expected to use it in the bathroom at a meeting first.
“I didn’t have it on for you,” she said and slid into the empty chair right next to hers.
“What? You’ve got someone?” the woman asked and slipped into Logan’s old chair.
“I’m trying to pay attention,” Logan replied.
“Well, fuck you, then,” the woman retorted and moved back into her old seat.
Logan waited for the meeting to end, and the moment she could, she stood quickly and left the church. Then, she sat in her car for a few minutes, thinking about that woman’s hand on her thigh. She had pushed it away today, yes, but she hadn’t months ago. Even a few weeks ago, she’d been between Ava’s legs, and the night before that, it had been a different woman and a different one before that. She hated herself for needing it how she had and just drove to another meeting that would be starting in about fifteen minutes.
Thankfully, Logan didn’t recognize anyone there. She didn’t share this time, but she sat there, thinking about all the women she had been with. Many of them were tourists, but some were locals, which meant there was a possibility she’d run into them again. In the past, that hadn’t bothered her at all. She’d even hooked up with them more than once when the opportunity presented itself. But now, it mattered. She didn’t want to be walking down the street holding Rory’s hand and running into a woman she’d had sex with in some bathroom. She tried to push that out of her mind, but it made her want to vomit. She had made so many mistakes and was finally getting to a point where she could stand to be around herself, so running into a former hookup only brought back bad memories that would keep haunting her and could possibly haunt Rory, too.
When that meeting ended, Logan drove to work and pulled into the back parking lot. Having found a spot there, she walked into the bar. It wasn’t open yet, so she clocked in and went about her opening activities. Candace was in the office with Keith, so she waved at them and got started.
An hour later, the bar was open, and a few regulars were already drinking. A steady stream of customers gave her something else to focus on, but she kept looking around for Rory. They had texted that morning but hadn’t yet made plans for their next date, and Logan wasn’t sure if she was coming in tonight. She would ask Candace, but the woman was busy with customers and taking care of the kitchen since Mickey wasn’t here tonight.
Two hours later, and Rory still hadn’t stopped in. She was probably working or studying, so Logan tried not to read anything into it, but for some reason, she had this image of Rory giving a tour and someone seeing her, stopping her on the street, and telling Rory that she’d seen her with Logan the previous night and that she’d hooked up with Logan and that Rory should be careful. She knew it was crazy and unlikely, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that her past might get in the way of her future.
“Candace?”
“Can you get me a Jack and Coke for table five?”
“Sure,” Logan said. “Do you have a minute?”
“Not really,” Candace replied, carrying two plates past Logan and over to the table.
Logan made the drink, placed it on the bar for Candace to take, and decided she shouldn’t be asking her about Rory anyway. Just because they were friends didn’t mean Candace would know or should be bothered. Logan was due for a break, but they were busy, and Keith had a lot to learn about making drinks, so she was doing the lion’s share of the work behind the bar while also trying to teach him a few things. When she got a free minute, she pulled out her phone and sent off a quick text.
Logan Luna: Hey, beautiful. Any chance I’ll get to see you in the bar tonight?
She tucked her phone into her pocket and got back to work. When she felt it vibrate a few minutes later, between making drinks, she pulled it back out.
Rory Winter: I’m hanging out with my friends at this dueling piano bar. Want to join us if you get off early enough?
Logan smiled at the invite and sent her reply.
Logan Luna: You’re just hanging out? Like, for fun, not working or studying? Just having fun?
The dots appeared instantly.
Rory Winter: I know. It’s strange for me, too. Linden and Asher invited me out. Everyone’s here, but if I’m being honest, I do miss you. Can you make it?
Logan messaged back quickly and tucked her phone away. She got back to work, and for the first time since she started working here, she checked the clock on the computer screen every thirty seconds or so. She’d done so every five minutes the other night, waiting for nine o’clock so that she could get off and pick Rory up from her babysitting job, but tonight, things were different. They were dating now, or at least, talking about having a second date. Logan wanted to clock out the first moment she could to get to her.
“Hey, Candace? Is it cool if I clock out? I’m off.”
“Yeah, go for it. We’re good,” Candace replied as she waved Logan off. “Are we good on everything?”
“Keith has a list of what we’re almost out of,” Logan said as she clocked out. “I’ll see you later.”
“Cool. Thanks,” Candace replied.
Logan was out the back door and in the car within a few seconds, and another fifteen minutes in the traffic later, she was pulling into a street spot she’d managed to snag. She had to walk the rest of the way to the dueling piano bar, but soon, she was opening the bar door and looking around for a large group of women. When she found them and spotted Rory with what looked like an actual drink in her hand, she smiled and headed that way.
“Hey, beautiful!” Jill said loudly.
“Yeah, hey, beautiful,” Bridgette added, laughing.
“Hi, beautiful,” Sophie added on and laughed as well.
“Sorry. Jill asked me what you texted, and I read your message to her,” Rory explained, standing up.
“Making fun of me, huh?” Logan asked the group.
“Absolutely,” Melinda and Bridgette said at the same time.
“Hey,” Rory said as she walked up to her.
“Hi,” Logan replied, smiling at her. “Can I kiss you? Sounds like they all already know.”
When Rory nodded, Logan leaned in and gave her a quick kiss.
“Awwwwwww!” the whole group said in unison.
“Shut up,” Rory told them through laughter and took Logan’s hand. “Want to sit?”
“Sure,” she replied.
Rory tugged her along until they got to her chair and the empty one on the right side of it. Logan pulled Rory’s chair out a little for her and then sat in her own. Her arm went around Rory’s chair without thought, and she nearly pulled it back, but Rory’s hand went on her thigh, and she looked down at it, smiling, because this was the only hand she wanted there from now on.
“In case you don’t know everyone, that’s Monica and Bridgette. Kyle and Melinda are over here, and Asher and Linden are there. You know Jill and Sophie.” Rory pointed at each woman in turn.
Logan winked at her.
“So, Logan, you were at work?” Monica asked.
“Yeah. I just got off a few minutes ago.”
“Was it busy?” Rory asked her.
“Steady. Keith and Candace had it under control.”
“Should I stop by and–”
“Nope.” Logan kissed her quickly. “They’re fine. You should be here with your friends.”
Rory laughed.
“So, what’s going on with you two?” Bridgette asked.
“We’re hanging out with you guys,” Rory replied.
“Obviously. Spill, Rory,” Sophie said.
“Are you drinking?” Logan asked.
“Yeah, a beer,” Rory said and nodded toward her beer bottle. “Want one?”
“I’ll steal a sip of yours,” she replied and brought the bottle to her lips.
Rory smiled at her and said, “We went on our first date last night.”
“Is this considered the second?” Kyle asked.
“This is her joining us for a drink, and I’m hoping you all are nice to her so that she wants to do it again,” Rory said as she leaned into Logan’s side.
Logan looked over at Kyle, who was sitting across from her, and when Kyle smiled sweetly, Logan just nodded and smiled back. Rory moved in closer to her and took her beer from Logan before she took a drink and put it back on the table in front of them.
“Do you bartend for weddings?” Bridgette asked.
“You have a bartender,” Asher replied. “We’ve booked them already. A whole company of them.”
“I’m just joking. I wanted to see if I could get that vein to pop in your forehead.”
“Linden and Asher are wedding planners. Monica and Bridgette are getting married, and so are Kyle and Melinda. They are planning the weddings for them,” Rory whispered in her ear. “Hey, do you want to invite Ava? Maybe she’s not busy and can hang out with us, too?”
“I hadn’t thought about it. Are you sure?”
“Yeah, of course. She’s your best friend, Logan.”
“I’ll text her,” Logan replied. Then, she kissed Rory’s forehead and said, “Thank you. I needed this.”
Rory smiled at her.



CHAPTER 30
“Hey, we’re thinking about heading out,” Jill said.
“Okay,” Rory replied.
“We’re going to dance across the street. Everyone’s up for it, which is unusual.”
“Dancing?” Logan asked, walking up behind Rory, who was with Jill at the bar.
She’d been planning on ordering them another drink, but when Logan’s arms snaked around her from behind, Rory lost all train of thought and leaned back against her.
“Well, hi there,” Jill said, shaking her head at the two of them. “Aren’t you two cute?”
“Do you dance?” Rory asked Logan.
“I can. I’m down if you are.”
“I’m not a dancer,” Rory replied.
“I can lead,” Logan offered and kissed her neck.
“If you two are going to be all over each other…” Jill began. “This won’t work. I need help.”
“Help?” Rory asked.
“Finding someone to dance with,” Jill replied. “You’re obviously taken.” She motioned to Logan, who still hadn’t let Rory go.
“I guess I am,” Rory said with a laugh.
“Sophie’s just going to be texting Bryce the whole time. She might look up from her phone to help me for, like, five minutes, but that’s about it. The rest of them are all coupled off, too.” Jill sighed. “I need to find single friends.” She walked off without ordering anything, and as she did, Logan pulled away from Rory, who turned to her.
“Sorry,” Logan said.
“What for?”
“I kind of just came up here and held on to you. I should have asked first.”
“Why? I liked it,” Rory told her.
“Jill just said that you were obviously taken, so she needs single friends, and I realized that I was kind of claiming you, and I shouldn’t be.”
“Why not?”
“We haven’t talked about that,” Logan replied.
“Oh. I guess not,” she said. “Should we? We’ve had one real date. Two, if you count the night you kissed me the first time.”
“We can if you want to.”
“Here?”
“Probably not,” Logan suggested.
Rory took a step toward her and said, “Later, then. But you can hold me like that. No one’s ever held me like that. I liked it.”
“You did?”
Rory nodded and said, “I also like how you’ve been a little possessive since you got here.”
“I have?” Logan asked.
Rory nodded again and replied, “Your arm around me, drinking my beer, letting me lean against you. You pulled out my chair, Logan. No one does that anymore.”
“My dad does it for my mom,” Logan replied. “Or, at least, he used to. I don’t know if he still does.”
“I like it,” Rory said.
“Then, I’ll keep doing it.”
“Should we go across the street with everyone?”
“Well, I like the idea of you doing nothing except have fun tonight, so I think we should, yes.” Logan held out her hand. “Let’s take a dance break from time to time to help Jill find someone to dance with, though.”
Rory laughed and said, “She doesn’t want to date me. She knows I’m with you.”
“Sure. And you don’t have nine jobs,” Logan teased with a wink.
Rory rolled her eyes and was still laughing as they all piled into the bar across the street, which had a dance floor and no dueling pianos. There weren’t really any seats, but there were tall tables they could stand around if they wanted to, or they could dance. Rory didn’t dance, though, so she stayed by the table next to Logan and Sophie. Kyle and Melinda were on the dance floor with Jill, Asher, and Linden. Monica and Bridgette were at the table next to them and appeared to be laughing about something before they leaned in and kissed. It looked nice, what they had, and Rory thought about leaning over and kissing Logan, but she wasn’t sure if she should right now, with Sophie standing there next to them, looking like she missed her girlfriend.
“Do you want a drink?” Logan asked her over the loud music.
“Just a Coke?”
“Really?” Logan laughed.
“Yeah. I didn’t eat dinner.”
“We’ll get something when we leave,” Logan promised. “I’ll be right back,” she added and made her way through the crowd toward the bar.
“You really like her,” Sophie noted.
Rory nodded and said, “Yeah, I do. I have since I first saw her.”
“Worked out for you that she’s a bartender, huh?”
“No, I saw her before that,” Rory replied.
“You did?”
“She walked into Candace’s bar the night you were all there to help. She actually drove Monica and Bridgette’s Lyft that night and thought the bar was open.”
“I don’t think I was paying attention.”
“Trust me, I was,” Rory replied. “She walked out right after we told her the place was closed, and I thought she was the hottest woman on earth. Next thing I know, she’s in there interviewing for a job, and she’s still the hottest woman on earth, and she kind of likes me.”
“No, she definitely does,” Bridgette noted as she and Monica joined the conversation. “She had me make you a card, Rory. She stopped by the office, which isn’t really open to the public, and asked me if I had anyone who could make a card.”
“She was really sweet about the whole thing,” Monica added with a smile as she ran her hand along Bridgette’s back and held it on her shoulder.
“She had you make her a card?” Sophie asked.
“It wasn’t my best work, but it was a rush job,” Bridgette said.
“She’s coming back. Do not pick on her,” Rory warned them when she saw Logan walk back.
Something was wrong, though, because Logan’s expression had changed. She looked really serious and maybe upset.
“Hey, are you okay?” Rory asked.
“Yeah,” Logan said. “Here’s your drink.”
“Where’s yours?” Rory asked, taking the cup from her.
“I decided not to get one.”
“I heard you had Bridge make Rory a card,” Sophie said.
“Yeah,” Logan replied, sounding clearly distracted and looking around the room.
“Can you watch this for me?” Rory asked Sophie of her drink.
“Sure,” Sophie replied.
“Come on. Dance with me,” Rory said to Logan.
“You want to dance?” Logan asked.
“Why not? You said you can lead.”
“Not really that kind of dancing going on out there,” Bridgette said.
“Actually, would you mind if I just went home?” Logan said.
“You want to leave?” Rory asked.
“Yeah. Sorry. I just got really tired.”
Rory knew for sure that she was lying then, but she didn’t want to bring it up in front of her friends.
“Okay. Yeah, we can go.”
“No, you stay. Have fun. You never have fun.” Logan kissed her temple. “I’ll call you later.”
“Um… Okay,” Rory said.
“I’ll see you all later,” Logan added before she turned abruptly and walked away.
“What happened?” Sophie asked.
“I don’t know. Something’s wrong, though, so I need to follow her. I’ll talk to you guys later,” Rory said and left her Coke on the table.
She hurried outside and saw Logan jogging across the street. She didn’t yell after her. She checked the street, waited for a car to drive past her, and ran after her.
“Hey.”
“What are you–”
“You just ran off. You didn’t even ask if I was okay to get home. That’s not like you. What’s going on?”
“I just got really–”
“Logan, don’t say tired.”
Logan stopped walking and ran a hand through her hair.
“I saw someone I know in there, and it’s the second person like that today. She was drunk, and I was afraid she’d come over to our table, so I left.”
“Someone you know? What–” Rory paused and nodded when she realized. “Someone you’ve slept with.”
“That wouldn’t exactly be the phrase I’d use.”
“The second person?”
“Huh?”
“You said the second person.”
“I went to a meeting earlier, and I ran into a woman I was with a few months ago.”
“Oh,” Rory said.
“She wanted to do that again. I said no, obviously, and I left. But then, I’m standing at the bar, trying to order you a drink and get back to you, because that’s all I want to do, and suddenly, there’s a hand on my hip. I thought it was you, so I turned around, and it wasn’t. She wanted me to–”
“I get it,” Rory said, requiring no further explanation.
“I realized today that this is going to happen, and I hate it, Rory. I hate that I did what I did because it means we might run into them, and they could make comments or try to touch me like they own me.”
“Hey, it’s okay,” Rory told her, taking a few steps toward her.
“It’s not. I’m ruining it. I don’t want them. I don’t want that. But I’ve done it, and now, I have to live with the consequences. I don’t even know how many women I’ve been with, Rory. Right before I met you, I had a threesome with a couple, and I’ve done that before. I did everything they wanted, acted just like they wanted me to so that they could get off on it, and they texted me whenever they wanted me to just come over and do that again. What is wrong with me?”
“Nothing,” Rory replied as she gripped Logan’s hips. “Nothing is wrong with you. God, Logan… I don’t care.”
“Of course, you care. It’s the reason you didn’t want us to try this, to begin with.”
“No, the reason I didn’t want to try this is that I thought you wanted casual sex with no strings, and I didn’t want that. I want someone who wants to be with me and only me. Not saying we have to be there yet, but that’s what I want. You said you didn’t want that, but now, I know you. Logan, I know you.”
“You know this me. You don’t know the old me.”
“Do you want to be the old you?”
“No,” Logan said.
“Then, don’t be her,” Rory replied, wrapping her arms around Logan’s neck and pulling her in. “I don’t care if I run into women you’ve slept with. I don’t care if they make comments. If they touch you, you’ll step back, and I’ll say something.”
“I’m an addict, Rory,” Logan said.
“You’re a gambling addict. You’re not a sex addict. Unless you–”
“No, I’m not,” Logan interrupted. “I… only want you. I only want you. But I can’t pretend that I didn’t do what I did or that it won’t keep coming up, at least for a while.”
“Okay. So, we’ll deal with it,” Rory told her, pressing her forehead to Logan’s. “We’ll deal with it. We’ll leave somewhere if we have to, or we can avoid places where you’ve…” She pulled back for a second and said, “How many places have you…”
“I don’t know,” Logan said seriously. “A few.”
“And by a few, do you mean a lot?”
“Yes.”
“Okay. Well, lucky for you, I have ten jobs, and I’m too busy to go to those places.”
Logan laughed, and Rory moved back into her.
“Logan, you made me my own card to celebrate our first date, and you got me a rose. I know you want me, okay?”
“Carnations.”
“What?” Rory asked.
“I got you this mixed bouquet thing. It had carnations in it. Candace saw it and told me about your allergy, so she gave me the rose to give you instead.”
“You got me a bouquet?” Rory chuckled.
“From the grocery store. It wasn’t great, but I didn’t have a lot of time. I just wanted you to have something.”
Rory leaned in and pressed her lips to Logan’s. Logan took a second to recognize what was happening, but then, she was kissing her back, and her tongue slipped into Rory’s mouth. They stood there in the middle of the sidewalk, kissing slowly, while Logan held Rory’s face in her hands and Rory had her arms around Logan’s back.
“What do you need right now?” Rory asked when they pulled away.
“I think I need a meeting,” Logan said softly.
“Okay. Do you want me to wait outside for you? I can just go home if–”
“Will you come with me?”
“To wait?”
“No, inside. Just sit there with me?”
“Am I allowed?”
“Will you keep it anonymous?” Logan asked with a lifted eyebrow.
Rory smiled and gave her a nod.
“Then, yes. Let’s go. I’m parked over there.”



CHAPTER 31
“She went with you?” Ava asked.
“She did. It was strange at first, but she sat there with me, holding my hand, and it was nice. I’ve never had anyone sit through a meeting with me. I didn’t share or anything. I think I needed to just be there after what happened.”
“Was she okay with it, really? I know she said she was, but do you believe her? It’s kind of awkward to be walking around New Orleans and have some woman come up to you, making things very awkward.”
“I guess time will tell. I hope it never happens again, but I work in a bar, so there’s a good chance that any of the women I’ve slept with could just walk in and order a drink before she realizes I’ve fucked her and either asks to do it again or brings it up, in the same bar Rory comes to nearly every night. The meeting where I bumped into the bathroom sex woman wasn’t my regular one, so I’m hoping not to see her again, but I’d be lying if I said that it doesn’t bug me that Rory and I could be out to dinner and just run into someone I’ve had sex with. I think it bothers me more than her, though. I’m seven years older than her. Odds are, I wouldn’t exactly have been a virgin even if I hadn’t been sleeping with a different woman every other night for the past several months. But do I think she wants to see a woman I’ve been mostly naked with on the street? No. Who would?”
“What happened after the meeting?” Ava asked.
Logan listened and shifted the phone to her other ear while she searched through her closet for something to wear.
“I took her home, kissed her goodnight, and we made plans to go out again tonight. I have the early shift since Candace’s new bartender is closing, and Rory’s only working until eight, so we’re going to grab a late dinner.”
“Are you worried?”
“No. Why?”
“Because I can hear it in your voice. You don’t sound as excited today,” Ava noted.
Logan pulled a shirt off the hanger and let the hanger swing back and forth before she grabbed the jeans right next to it and watched that hanger do the same.
“I guess I just hope that our date goes well. I feel like I’m giving her more reasons to back out of this. What if we end up becoming a couple, Ava? We’re together for a year or something, we’re walking around, and the couple I’ve had threesomes with sees us and asks for a double date that’s really just the four of us having sex?”
Ava laughed a little and asked, “Would Rory be up for that?”
“What? No! I’m not up for that. If Rory and I ever do that, and I hope we do, I don’t want anyone else doing that with us. Or, with her or with me, for that matter. I want it to be just the two of us.”
“I am so glad you are finally getting back to yourself,” Ava replied.
“What?”
“Logan, yes, you’ve been an addict since before you and I met and became friends, but I was there before it got really bad. You used to talk like this. You were a one-person person. You wanted a relationship. You wanted to marry a woman someday. It’s the reason you and I dated, to begin with. Had you been about sex and only sex, we would have just stayed friends. I’m happy to hear you finally talking like this about the things you want now. And no, some of them – or maybe all of them – won’t be easy. I suspect New Orleans seems like a big city to some, but to you and me, it’s a small town, and we run into people all the time. Odds are, you will run into someone you’ve been with, and Rory will be there if you two are still doing this thing. I hope she’s strong enough to handle that, but also that you’re strong enough to keep working on yourself how you’ve been recently.”
Logan hoped for that, too. She wasn’t worried about Rory in the same way that she wanted to be strong enough for her. Logan wanted to be the person she had planned to be before she had played that first game of poker, pulled the lever on that very first slot machine, and had sex with the first random woman in that hotel room. She wished she could go back in time and tell herself that none of that would be worth it, that it would ruin her relationship with her family, cause her to lose friends, make terrible decisions, and risk a real future with a woman she wanted more than anything.
She would have told younger Logan that she needed to keep working hard at the shop, help her dad, and take it over one day because that was what mattered. She would’ve told herself that she needed to wait a while because the woman she might be falling in love with today was a little younger than her, so she would need to be patient for Rory to get to her. If she had that time machine, she would have erased so many of her mistakes. Or, at least, she thought she would have until she sat on the edge of her bed and thought about it some more.
If she had erased those mistakes, she never would’ve ended up in the bar, looking for a job, because she would’ve been working for her dad. Sure, maybe she’d still go in for a drink, and Rory would be there, but maybe Logan would still be with Ava because she never would’ve stolen money from her to support her addiction. Everything she had done, right or wrong, had led her here, and she wasn’t sure now if that was something she wanted to change.
“Hey, listen, I need to go. I’m… Well, I have a date of my own to plan for tonight,” Ava said.
“You do?”
“Do you remember Bonnie from my office?”
“I met someone named Bonnie?”
Ava laughed and replied, “Yes, you did. It was, like, six months ago. She and I were at lunch. You ran in, picking up coffee and a sandwich.”
“Oh, Bonnie. Sure,” she said, still not remembering.
“I’ve had a crush on her for about a year.”
“A crush? What about the long-distance woman?”
“Bonnie had a girlfriend. She didn’t seem interested, so I gave up on it until yesterday.”
“What happened yesterday?”
“Well, I didn’t join you at the bar last night because I was with her.”
“With her?” Logan asked.
“We had a rough day at work. Our boss gave us a bunch of last-minute things to do, and we were in the office late. She told me she and her girlfriend broke up about a month ago and asked if I wanted to grab a drink to help get over our bad day. One thing led to another…”
“You slept with her?” Logan said in surprise since Ava hadn’t ever been a hookup kind of woman.
“I did,” Ava admitted, sounding excited. “And, Logan, it was so fucking good. We had a couple of drinks at the bar, and she asked if I wanted to go for a walk. We did and ended up near my place. I asked her to come up, we kissed, and it was like, yes, this is what I’ve wanted for a year. She’s smart, talented, and beautiful, and we stayed up late. Yes, we had sex, but we also talked in between and–”
“In between? How many in-betweens were there?” Logan laughed.
“Several,” Ava replied, sounding as if she was thinking about them right now. “I got next to no sleep, but it was so worth it. We’re going out again tonight.”
“I’m happy for you, Ava.”
“God, me too. I’ve been staring at her from across conference rooms for a year, and I never thought she would even look at me, but last night, it was like she really saw me, and I saw her, and we liked what we saw.”
“I bet you did,” she teased.
“You know what I mean.” Ava chuckled. “But, Logan, I can’t stop thinking about her now.”
“Well, sounds like we’re both going out with some great women tonight.”
“Yeah, we are,” Ava replied. “So, I’ve got to get back to work. Bonnie and I are grabbing lunch today, too.”
“Is lunch code for more sex?”
“No, it’s lunch. We’re going to a place by the office on purpose because, yes, I want her again, and right now, so we need to be in public and surrounded by our colleagues to keep my libido in check.”
Logan laughed and replied, “Goodbye, Ava. Have good sex tonight.”
◆◆◆
 
“Hey,” Rory said as she walked into the bar.
“Hey. What are you doing here? I’m supposed to pick you up,” Logan replied.
“I got done early, so I thought I’d come here to pick you up and maybe get a hello kiss.”
Rory leaned over the bar.
Logan smiled and leaned over, too, connecting their lips.
“Well, this is a nice surprise. I need to do a couple of things real quick, and then we can go.”
“Okay. No hurry.”
“Want a drink? I make a mean–”
“Yeah, yeah, I know.” Rory chuckled. “Just a water this time, though.”
Logan smiled again and added ice to a glass before she set a bottle of sparkling water next to it on the bar and hooked a slice of lemon to the side of the glass.
“Fancy water,” Logan said. “Best I can do.”
Rory just rolled her eyes at her playfully.
When Logan finished her shift and clocked out, she grabbed her jacket from the back, said goodnight to Candace, and walked back out into the bar, where she found Rory waiting for her.
“Ready?” she asked.
They left the bar, and when they hit the sidewalk, Logan took Rory’s hand, making it clear to anyone around that they were together.
“So, I was thinking about dinner and then back to my apartment to maybe watch a movie or something,” Rory said.
“Sounds good to me,” Logan replied, looking at Rory before she returned her attention ahead and noticed someone she really didn’t want to see.
“Hi,” the woman she had fucked in her car not all that long ago said. “I’m on my way to McGinty’s, not your bar. Oh.” She looked down at their joined hands.
“Okay,” Logan said plainly.
“My husband is already there,” the woman added. “I’m not… It doesn’t matter.”
“No, it doesn’t,” Logan agreed.
“Um… Hi,” Rory said with a wave.
“Hi,” the woman replied.
“I’m Rory.”
“Okay,” the woman said. “So, I was right?” she asked Logan.
Logan didn’t know how to tell this woman that, no, she wasn’t. At the time, Logan and Rory were barely friends. But also, yes, she was right because now, they were more.
“Right about what?” Rory asked Logan.
“Us,” Logan replied.
“Oh,” Rory said and added, “I remember you from the bar. It’s okay. We don’t have to pretend like I don’t know who you are or what happened.”
“You told her?” the woman asked.
“I tell her everything,” Logan stated.
Rory squeezed her hand tightly and said, “We were just grabbing dinner. Have a good night at McGinty’s. They’re overpriced, and Mickey makes better food, but enjoy your night.”
Logan wanted to laugh, but she held it in as Rory pulled her around the woman and pressed into Logan’s side as if she needed to be even closer to her.
“Are you okay?” Rory asked her when they were out of earshot.
“Are you okay? I feel like we keep running into people I never want to see again, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”
“I’m fine,” Rory replied. “But what did she mean when she said she was right about us?”
“She thought we were together or dating or whatever when she came in after that first night. I told her we weren’t because we weren’t, but she didn’t take me not wanting to do what we did again well.”
“Can I ask you something?”
Logan laughed.
“What?” Rory asked.
“You always do that. You ask me if you can ask me, even though you know I’ll answer anything.”
“I guess I do. Anyway, she came back that second night, and I know what you told me before about why you didn’t, but was there more to it than that?”
“More to it?”
“Was I… at all part of that… thought process?”
Logan stopped walking and pulled Rory into her.
“Are you asking if I was thinking about you how I think about you now and didn’t have sex with her again because I was into you?”
“Yes, I’m asking that.” Rory smiled but blushed a little.
“The answer is yes, you were a big consideration.” Logan snaked a hand up Rory’s neck and cupped her cheek. “She had that phone call that wasn’t exactly part of the plan, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel something for you by then. Maybe even before that. I don’t think I knew what it was, and I wasn’t ready to admit it, but it was there. You were there.”
“Is it weird that I’m happy to know that?”
“No,” Logan said as she leaned in and kissed her. “Let’s go grab some dinner.”
“Not that I don’t want to go out with you, but maybe we should just go back to my place and order something.”
“Oh,” Logan let out. “I thought you wanted to go to that seafood place Linden recommended last night.”
“I do. Another night, though.”
“Because of what just happened?” she asked, worried now.
“A little, if I’m being honest. But mostly, it’s because I’d like to do more kissing, and we can’t do that over a table in a restaurant,” Rory replied. “I missed you today. And I am strongly considering never having children. Simon and Stacey were extra crazy tonight, and it was like pulling teeth to get them to sit still, stop arguing, and just do their homework. If I’m going to be in social work, I’ll have enough to worry about.”
“Fine by me,” Logan said.
Rory tilted her head and asked, “The dinner thing or the kids thing?”
“Both,” she replied.
“Yeah?” Rory checked.
“Honestly, all I want is you, Rory. So, I’ll have dinner wherever you want, and if we’re at that point one day where we’re ready for that other thing, if you want them, we talk. If you don’t, we don’t have them. I used to like the idea of having kids because I wanted them to take over the family business from me like I was going to do for my dad, but that’s not the right reason to have children. Now, I don’t really know. I’m thirty years old, and I haven’t felt that pull yet. It could still happen, but if it doesn’t, I know I just want to be happy. You know?”
“Then, let’s just be happy,” Rory said.
They walked toward their cars and drove separately to Rory’s apartment. Rory waited for Logan to park, and they walked to her apartment together, with Rory opening the door and closing it behind them. Logan removed her jacket and stood in the open space, not knowing what to do.
“Drink?” Rory asked.
“Whatever is fine,” Logan said. “Want me to order us something to eat?”
“Can I get us the Po-Boys from that place Melinda and Jill introduced me to? It’s really good.”
“Sure,” she said.
“You can sit down, Logan. I’ll be right there.”
“Oh, right,” she said.
Rory brought over two glasses of water and placed them on the coffee table.
“Is it cold enough for you in here? I can turn the temperature down.”
Logan laughed and said, “It’s fine.”
“Good,” Rory replied.
Then, she disappeared into her bedroom. Logan wondered what she was doing before she decided that Rory was probably just using the restroom. When Rory walked back into the living room minutes later, though, she wasn’t wearing what she had been just moments before.
“Pajamas?” Logan asked.
“With pigs on them,” Rory said and tossed something at Logan, who was surprised but caught it. “Yours.”
“My what?” she asked and looked down, realizing that Rory had tossed her pajamas, too.
“I got you shorts because my pants would be too short for you anyway.”
“You want me to put these on?” she asked.
Rory sat down on the sofa next to her and said, “I want you to stay the night, Logan. I want to fall asleep next to you. Is that okay? Can we do that tonight?”
“Even after what’s happened the past couple of days?”
“Yes,” Rory said. “I don’t care about them, Logan. I care about you. I want you to hold me tonight. Did you hold any of them?”
“What? No,” she said quickly.
“Did you kiss them how you kiss me?”
Logan shook her head.
“And did you wake up next to them how you’ll wake up next to me tomorrow?”
Logan shook her head again.
“I don’t care about them,” Rory repeated. “I just want you.”
Logan knew her eyes were welling up with tears now, but she couldn’t stop it from happening.
“You have no idea how much I needed to hear that,” she admitted.
“Want me to maybe hold you right now?” Rory asked.
Logan simply nodded, and Rory shifted until her arm was wrapped around her.



CHAPTER 32
When they’d gone to bed, Rory hadn’t known what to do. She’d never had anyone sleep over in her bed before, not even Candace or another friend. Logan had been wearing her pajamas, and they’d looked really cute on her. Rory also had gotten to see Logan’s long, muscled legs in shorts for the first time, and she hadn’t minded that at all. They had shared the bathroom for a few minutes, brushing teeth, and then, Logan had given her some privacy while she’d climbed into Rory’s bed. She’d been there when Rory got out of the bathroom, pulling back the blanket for her. Rory had climbed in next to her, and her head had gone to Logan’s chest. Logan’s arm had gone around her, and that had been all she wanted. Well, she was really starting to want other things, too, but this had to do for now.
When she woke up, Logan was still asleep, which made sense because Logan worked late most nights, and Rory was a morning person. Logan was wrapped around her, though, and Rory was burning up. Still, she didn’t dare to move because Logan’s face was buried in her neck, and her arm was around Rory’s waist and a little under her shirt. That hand was a solid block of fire against Rory’s skin, and it felt like she’d start sweating soon, but she never wanted that hand to move at the same time.
“Why are you awake?” Logan mumbled into her hair.
“Because it’s morning, and you’re a furnace over here,” she replied with a smile.
“I told you I sleep hot.”
Rory felt lips press to her neck and closed her eyes.
“Good morning,” she said.
“Morning,” Logan replied. “Now, can we please go back to sleep for another four to six hours? You had me up late watching movies.”
“It was two movies, and you fell asleep halfway through the second one,” Rory said. “I had to wake you up so that we could go to bed.”
Logan kind of hummed behind her and said, “I like the sound of that.”
“What?”
“Us going to bed,” she replied and kissed Rory in the same spot once more.
“Me too. I want to do it again.”
“Name the time,” Logan replied, and her hand moved a little higher on Rory’s stomach.
“Tonight?”
“Yeah?” Logan asked and pressed her hand into Rory’s stomach, indicating that she wanted her to roll over.
Rory did, and suddenly, Logan and her half-tired eyes were staring down at her as she hovered at Rory’s side.
“Can you?”
“Yeah, I have a short shift today. Candace asked if I’d actually fix some stuff around the bar. She’s paying me a lot, too.”
“She is?”
“I told her last night that I’m pretty good with plumbing. She mentioned that a few things needed to be looked at, so I told her I could do it today and run out to the hardware store if I need parts.”
“That’s kind of sexy,” Rory noted.
“Hardware stores?”
“No, that you can fix things like that,” she replied.
“So, the idea of having a plumber for a girlfriend doesn’t bother you? It can be pretty gross sometimes.”
“Plumber?” she asked as she ran a hand through Logan’s short, messy hair.
“Yeah. I’ve been thinking about going back to that.”
“Really?” Rory asked.
“Maybe. I don’t know. I’m still mulling it over.”
“That’s great, Logan,” she replied. “And you just said, ‘Girlfriend.’”
“Well, that’s where we’re headed, right?”
“That’s where we’re headed, yes.” Rory nodded. “I’d be okay if we were already there, though.”
“Really?” Logan asked with a smile. “Are you sure? I just told you that I might go back into plumbing.”
“I heard you. And I think that’s great if that’s what you want.”
“I want you.” Logan climbed on top of her quickly.
Rory looked up at her and realized that this was the first time they’d been like this before. Logan was on top of her, and they were in Rory’s bed. She swallowed and stared into Logan’s eyes, which she loved so much already.
“Remember when I said that I’d kiss you with morning breath?” Logan asked.
Rory quickly covered her mouth and asked, “Are you taking that back now?”
Logan laughed and pulled Rory’s hand away.
“No, I’m proving my point.” She lowered her lips to Rory’s and captured them.
The fire that had dissipated when Rory had rolled over was back and even hotter than it had been before because Logan was on top of her. Rory’s shirt had ridden up a bit, and Logan’s stomach was pressed to hers, radiating heat. Rory needed them to get above this blanket, but she wasn’t about to request that Logan stop kissing her just so that they could move. That was especially true when Logan’s lips shifted to her jaw and then, her neck. When she felt a hand on her hip, Rory didn’t know what to do, but Logan moved it lower and tapped the outside of her thigh. Rory spread her legs to allow her to settle between them and moaned. When Logan licked the shell of her ear, Rory gasped.
“Is this okay?” Logan asked her.
“Yes,” she whispered and pulled at the back of Logan’s shirt, which was really Rory’s shirt that she wanted off.
“Hold on,” Logan said and kissed her again, not taking the shirt off, to Rory’s dismay.
Their position didn’t allow Rory to pull it off herself, though, so she refocused her effort on the kissing because the kissing was really, really good. Logan’s hand was under Rory’s shirt, but she wasn’t making any attempt to touch anything. It was just resting there, taunting Rory because she wanted it everywhere. When Logan pulled out of the kiss and returned her lips to Rory’s neck, Rory shifted a little to encourage Logan’s hand to move, but that only got Logan’s hips to shift instead. Rory wanted them to move again. She wanted them pressed against one another, with Logan rocking into her until Rory couldn’t take it anymore.
When Logan lowered her lips a bit, Rory felt her shirt begin to lift a little.
‘Finally,’ she thought to herself.
Logan moved lower, and Rory thought a million things at once. She was about to have sex with someone she really wanted to have sex with. She was finally going to have sex with a woman. Logan’s lips met her stomach, and she slowly slid them over Rory’s skin. Rory lifted her own shirt a little higher to tell Logan what she wanted. Logan’s lips did move up, but they only kissed the underside of Rory’s breasts and lowered again. Not what Rory had wanted, but she didn’t want to beg. Instead, she waited as Logan cupped her left breast over her shirt.
“Oh, yes,” she said.
Logan squeezed it, and her other hand cupped Rory’s other breast and did the same. No one had ever touched her like this before, but Rory was ready for more. Logan didn’t lift her shirt any higher, though. Her hands slowly massaged Rory’s breasts for a few minutes while the kissing continued, and then she stopped and moved back up Rory’s body before she kissed her lips again just as slowly.
“Logan,” she let out, trying to beg without actually begging.
“You have work in an hour,” Logan replied and kissed her again. “Trust me, I want to.”
“I can be late.”
“It’s your newest job out of eleven jobs,” Logan teased and kissed Rory’s nose. “You can’t be late.”
“I can call in sick. It’s Jill and Melinda.”
“Babe, it’ll happen,” Logan said. “And when it does, we won’t rush through it, and you won’t call in sick or be late to a job you just started. I don’t want you to be worried about that during our first time.”
“I can barely process any thoughts at all right now. I highly doubt I’ll be thinking about work when we do that.”
“We can wait as long as you–”
“Logan, we can wait as long as you need to,” Rory told her as she wrapped her arms around Logan’s neck. “But I’m ready.”
“For me, right? Not just to do that for the first time. You want it with–”
“With you,” Rory interrupted her and cupped Logan’s cheeks this time. “Only you.”
◆◆◆
 
“Rough night?” Jill asked her when Rory walked into NOLA Guides.
“Not exactly,” she said and took a drink of the coffee she’d picked up on the way in.
“You look upset about something.”
“Not upset,” she said and walked around the counter. “Honestly, I’m just…”
“Oh, wait. I know that look.” Jill pointed at her. “Wait. No, I don’t. I was going to say that you look like you were up having sex all night, and now, you’re exhausted but still have to go to work, but that’s not it, is it?”
“No, it’s not,” Rory replied.
“It’s the opposite!” Jill guessed. “You didn’t have sex, but you wanted it, and now, you’re frustrated.”
“How do you know that?” Rory asked.
Jill shrugged and replied, “It’s a gift.” She laughed lightly and added, “This is your sexually frustrated face, huh? Horny and didn’t get any from Logan?”
“Yes,” she said and leaned over the counter. “God, I am so ready.”
“Yeah? It’s only been a few dates. Is she that good of a kisser?”
“Yes, but it’s not just that.”
“Oh. You’ve never done it.”
Rory looked around. The place was empty, but she still didn’t need that shouted where others might hear it.
“Not with a woman, no. And Logan is gorgeous. I’m crazy about her. We were–” Rory stopped herself.
“You were fooling around?” Jill guessed.
“Yes. It was really, really good, and I was ready, but she reminded me that I had work. She’s also helping Candace with some repairs or something today, so we didn’t have time.”
“And she wants to take her time with you? God, you’re so lucky. That is such a good thing. I don’t have anyone who wants to take their time with me, and I dream of that.”
“Should I shut up? I’ve never had anything like this to talk about, so I don’t really know the rules.”
“No, don’t shut up. Just tell me how frustrated you are right now so that we can be frustrated together.”
“Very frustrated,” Rory replied. “I was ready for her to do anything to me, and I’ve never been like that before.”
“Damn. How far did you two get?”
“Not far enough.” Rory sighed and took another drink of her coffee. “She kissed me goodbye at my door, and I almost pulled her back into my apartment and called you to tell you I needed an hour.”
“I wouldn’t have cared. Mel probably would have, but you’re still in training.”
“So, I really could have?” Rory asked and sighed loudly again.
Jill laughed and said, “I would have told her you were sick or something.”
“Can I tell you something?”
“She had her hand in your pants?”
Rory laughed and replied, “No. But I think I might be falling in love with her already.”
“Why does that not surprise me?”
“What do you mean by that?”
“Have you met our friends? Kyle and Mel were practically living together by the end of month one. Bridgette and Monica weren’t that far behind them. You get what I’m saying here… Hell, I know Ash and Linden knew each other before they started dating, but they’re talking marriage and houses already like two idiots trying to make up for lost time. Sophie and Bryce are trying to get Bryce to wrap things up in Tennessee so that she can move here. You are now just joining their ranks.”
“I’m not telling her or anything,” Rory said. “I just think I might feel it.”
“I think you’re also feeling ready for sex, so maybe focus on that first.”
Rory laughed as Jill walked around her to go into the office.



CHAPTER 33
Logan decided to focus on the customer bathroom while the bar was closed because if she had to do repairs there, she would need to do it when no one had to use the thing. The two toilets were pretty old and could use replacing, which wouldn’t take long at all, but Candace said that would have to come later. Logan re-sealed them to ensure there were no sewage fumes getting in and let that set in while she checked out the sink. That was the women’s bathroom. The men’s one needed more work. Each urinal needed a deep clean, that was for sure, but there were only two of them, and everything seemed to be working fine. The sink in there had a bit of a clog in it, so Logan took care of that and checked the water pressure.
Once that was done, she went into the employee bathroom, which she knew needed more work. It only had one toilet, so she checked on it first and re-sealed it since she wouldn’t be replacing it anytime soon. The sink needed a new faucet, but she didn’t have one on hand, so she fixed the water pressure issue. Then, it was time to check out the kitchen. While she was looking at the dishwasher that also needed replacing, she made a mental list of what she would need from the store.
When she remembered how she’d started her day, she smiled, thinking about Rory underneath her, ready for more. Logan couldn’t believe she’d had her hands on soft breasts. She’d gone over the shirt, but she had wanted so much more than that. When she’d started kissing Rory lower, she could tell Rory needed her. She could smell her. She could feel Rory trying to move against her. It took everything in her to move back up Rory’s body, kiss her lips, tell her that they shouldn’t because they both needed to go, and then leave after giving her a kiss that only made Logan want to go back in that bedroom and tear off all of her clothes.
“Hey!”
Logan wasn’t expecting anyone, so the sound of a voice caught her off guard. She promptly smacked her forehead on the open cabinet door next to the dishwasher.
“Shit. Sorry,” Candace said. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” she lied. “I didn’t know you’d be here.”
“I wanted to check on you.”
“Bored at home?” Logan guessed.
“Yes,” Candace replied and laughed. “Now that I own a bar, I feel like I need to be here all the time.”
“I get that. My dad was the same way with his shop.”
“Yeah?”
She nodded.
“Was?”
“Yeah, he… got rid of it a while ago.”
“You didn’t want it?”
“I did,” she said, sitting up. “Just didn’t work out.”
Candace squinted at her and said, “I hope you’re not this cagey with my best friend, who adores you.”
Logan shook her head and replied, “I’m not. I tell Rory everything.”
“Already? It took me, like, two years before I told Keith everything.”
Logan laughed and said, “She’s just… really special.”
“That she is,” Candace agreed. “She’s also been working here a lot less. Should I assume that’s because she’s spending her time with you?”
“Some of it, yeah. Sorry.”
“No, don’t apologize. We’re doing all right, and I want Rory to have actual fun. She works too hard.”
“Says you.”
“Yeah, well… Do as I say, not as I do. How is it?”
“You could use a new one, but I just need a couple of things from the store, and I’ll have it running better. I’d say six months, though, and you’ll want to replace it.”
“I need to get an industrial one. This is for a house.”
“Yeah, but you’re not doing that much in food, and we wash the glasses up front.”
“I want to do more food eventually, and I have the space. I’ll look into it. Let me get you some cash for the store.”
“Thanks,” Logan said.
She cleaned up and got what she needed from Candace before she climbed into her car. She thought about what she hadn’t told Candace about the family business that she had ruined. She would talk to Rory soon and see what she thought about her telling Candace more. That would also give Rory the chance to talk to her best friend about the woman she was dating.
Were they still dating? Rory made it seem like they were together now. She would have to get some clarification on that later, too.
Logan took out her phone and pulled up her contacts, thinking about calling Rory just to check in, but she stopped at another contact in her phone instead. Before she could talk herself out of it, she placed the call. Then, she waited. One ring. Two rings. Three rings. Four rings. Logan almost hung up but waited.
“You’ve reached my voicemail. I know people don’t leave voicemails anymore, so thank you for doing it because I don’t like those text messages,” her mother’s recorded voice said, and that made her smile before she heard the beep in her ear.
“Hi, Mom. It’s me.” Logan closed her eyes. Of course, it was her. “Um… I was just thinking about you and Dad. I know it’s been a while, but I’m doing okay. I haven’t gambled in almost two years. I’m going to meetings every day. Sometimes, twice a day. And I’m going to get a therapist, too. I’m going to keep sending you money. Oh, I have a job. I’m not just driving the car anymore. I’m a bartender at this new bar in town, and the owner is really cool. It pays well with the tips I make. Ava’s good. She might have a new girlfriend. It’s new, though, so I don’t know.” Logan paused. “I have a girlfriend, too. It’s real. Her name is Rory, and she’s amazing. I know what you’re going to say. No, I didn’t meet her in the program. Yes, she has a job. She doesn’t need money from me. And yes, she knows I’m an addict. She’s also in graduate school and wants to be a social worker. She’s a good person, Mom. I’m kind of completely and totally crazy about her. She makes me want to be better, but I want to be better for myself, too. I want to be better for you and Dad because you deserve that from me. Anyway, I just wanted to call and tell you that everything’s okay. Everything is good. I hope everything is good there, too. If you ever want to call me, you can. I know you hate texting.” Logan laughed a little and added, “I’d love to just hear your voice, even if you want to yell at me. I love you. I love Dad. I’m sorry for what I did,” she said and hung up.
◆◆◆
 
“Hi, sexy plumber.”
Logan looked up. Rory was standing in the empty bar, smiling at her as Logan walked in from the kitchen.
“What are you doing here?”
“Jill and I are on a break,” Rory said. “You look filthy,” she added, laughing.
“Yeah… The dishwasher and I had a disagreement,” Logan replied, looking down at her dirty black T-shirt and her jeans that were now a little soaked. “I’d hug you, but…”
“Kiss?” Rory suggested.
Logan leaned in and kissed her, careful not to touch Rory’s uniform with her dirty clothes.
“Wait. You’re wearing a uniform today?”
“Yeah, it’s new. What do you think? It’s a polo shirt. Not great, huh?”
Logan looked her up and down and said, “It’s working for me just fine.”
“Really?” Rory asked.
“You could unbutton that top button if you wanted to,” she said. “Only if you wanted to, though.”
“Keep your pants on, Logan,” Jill said as she exited the bathroom. “We’re just here to get these drink coupons from Candace so that we can hand them out at work.”
“I thought she wanted this place to be locals-only,” Logan said, confused.
“Locals-mostly,” Rory replied. “Am I still seeing you tonight?”
“Yes,” Logan confirmed. “Hey, I did something today.”
“I’m going to wait for you out there,” Jill said, motioning to the kitchen door. “Something tells me I’m not going to want to hear what this is about.”
“What do you think this is about?” Logan asked.
“Well, I know what you two didn’t do this morning, so maybe you’re about to tell Rory here what you did to yourself. I don’t know.”
“Jill!” Rory yelled as Jill walked into the kitchen to find Candace.
“You told her?”
“Just that we had to stop because of work,” Rory said as her signature blush crept up her cheeks.
“She thinks I got myself off after that?” Logan asked. “I should have. I could use it.”
“Hey!” Rory laughed a little. “No, don’t do that.”
“I didn’t,” Logan replied. “Do you have a problem with that, though, because I don’t do it often, but I–”
“What? No, I did it the other day.”
“You did?” Logan asked.
“That’s not why I said, ‘Don’t.’ I…” Rory went to wrap her arms around Logan’s neck.
“I’m gross, babe,” Logan said.
Rory just smiled at her and wrapped her arms around her neck anyway.
“I want to be the one to do that to you,” she whispered.
“You do?” Logan asked.
Rory nodded and said, “Yes. Is that okay?”
“That is very much okay,” Logan replied with a strong nod. “And that’s not at all what I was talking about, by the way.”
“Okay. Well, what did you do, then? Fight with a dishwasher?”
“Yes, that too, but I won,” she said, wrapping her arms around Rory’s body but still keeping distance between them. “I called my mom. She didn’t answer, but I left a voicemail.”
“You did?”
“I heard her voice on the recording. I haven’t heard her voice in a long time. It was nice.”
“That’s good, Logan.”
“I told her she could call me back. I don’t know if she will, but it was a good first step, right?”
“Definitely,” Rory replied and kissed her quickly.
“You look really cute in your new uniform,” Logan said, looking down at her. “Your boobs look… I mean…”
“Really?” Rory asked, looking down. “They just look normal to me.”
“They’re anything but normal. I’d know: I’ve touched them now.”
“You touched my shirt. Trust me, I would know if you touched them directly.”
Logan pressed her lips to Rory’s again and kissed her longer this time, only stopping when she heard Jill clear her throat behind them.
“I’ll see you later?” Rory asked.
“Later,” Logan said. “I will have showered and changed by then.”
“I still think you look hot,” Rory replied.
“And we’re leaving.” Jill pulled Rory away from Logan.
Rory laughed, and Logan knew then as she watched her be pulled out the door and look back at her with a wide smile: Rory Winter was the one. She was Logan’s person. This sweet and innocent woman she’d met not all that long ago was the person she had been waiting for her whole life, and she had never even known she had a person out there to wait for.
“Did they leave?” Candace asked, emerging from the kitchen.
“Yeah,” Logan said.
“Why do you seem sad all of a sudden?”
“She left.”
“Oh, you’re totally into her, my friend,” Candace said, laughing.
“I am,” she said. “I know.”
“Treat her right, okay?”
“I plan to,” Logan replied. “Forever if she lets me,” she added to herself after Candace left the room.
A few hours later, she had a text from Rory telling her that she was off work and heading home. Logan finished up with the back sink and clocked out before saying goodbye to Candace and driving home to shower and change. It was odd, but it felt good to not just get her hands dirty but to be dirty again because she’d fixed things. She decided that she would go back and check on her credentials to see what she needed to do to get back to the job she’d loved doing before she had messed it all up.
Having hopped out of the shower, Logan searched for clothes to wear, slipped into her dark jeans, a T-shirt, and her jacket, grabbed her wallet and phone, and headed over to Rory’s with no plans as to what they would do tonight. She didn’t need plans with her. She just needed to be with her. As she locked her door behind herself, she heard another door open and turned her head to see her neighbor standing there.
“Been a while,” the woman said.
“I was just on my way out,” Logan replied.
“Aren’t you always these days?” she asked as she walked closer to Logan.
“Hey, I know I said, ‘Next time,’ the last time, but–”
“No, I get it. I know your style.”
“I don’t have a style,” Logan said.
“Yes, you do. Unfortunately for me, I think the whole mystery thing is hot.”
“Well, I’m leaving, so I’ll see you around,” Logan said.
“We can have a next time right now, if you want. I’m free the whole night.”
“No, thanks,” Logan said and stuffed her keys into her front pocket. “I’m on my way out.”
“You were last time, too,” her neighbor noted.
“I have a girlfriend now. Okay?” Logan said. “I’m not interested.”
“You have a girlfriend? Since when?”
“That’s not really your business, but I’m on my way to see her now.”
“Does she know you fuck anything that walks?”
Logan swallowed hard and replied, “Do me a favor: if you hear my door open or close, don’t take that as a hint to come out of your place. It’s not.”
She walked by the woman and decided that she needed to find a new apartment if this continued. When she pulled up to Rory’s building, still a little shaken by the comment, she considered texting Rory to tell her that she needed to cancel tonight and thought about an excuse she could use. Obviously, sickness was the easiest, but knowing Rory, she’d just come over with a bucket of homemade chicken noodle soup and want to take care of Logan all night. Deciding that lying wasn’t an option, she got out of her car and knocked on Rory’s door.
“Hi,” Rory greeted her with that smile Logan loved.
“Hi,” she replied. “I didn’t bring anything this time. I’m not sure how many dates you bring stuff for. Should I have more flowers?”
Rory laughed, pulled Logan into the apartment, and said, “No, just you.” She then wrapped her arms around Logan’s neck in that newly familiar way Logan loved now. “Do you want to go out or stay in? I can make us something if you’re hungry.”
“Did you eat?” Logan asked.
Rory shook her head.
“Okay. Well, let’s order something. I’ll buy.”
“I can cook, you know?”
“Yes, but I would rather you be sitting next to me on the couch while we wait for food to magically appear at your front door.”
“You order, then,” Rory said, looking her up and down. “You look nice,” she added.
“Better than earlier?”
“Different than earlier. But I told you that I thought you were hot before. I need to change. I’m still in my new lame uniform. Order, and I’ll be right out.”
“Put on those pajamas again,” Logan told her as Rory hurried off to her bedroom.
She heard Rory laugh as she moved to the couch and opened her delivery app. Finding something that she thought they’d both like, she placed the order and looked up, preparing to tell her that the food would be here in twenty minutes, but her jaw dropped before she got the chance.
“What?” Rory asked her. “Do I have something in my teeth?”
“No, it’s…” Logan shook her head. “It’s a tank top and shorts.”
“Yeah,” Rory said. “You made me sweat through those pajamas, among other things. They need to be washed.”
“Other things?” Logan asked with a lifted eyebrow.
“Can you cancel that order you just made?”
“I can, but you don’t even know what I ordered.”
“Logan…” Rory moved until she was straddling her on the couch. “Please.”
“You want me to cancel the food?” she asked.
“Yes.” Rory nodded. “And I want you to take off that jacket even though I really like it on you.”
Logan swallowed and sat forward a bit to remove her jacket. Then, she handed Rory her phone and watched her focus on pressing the screen a few times until she tossed the phone onto the couch next to them.
“Canceled,” Rory stated and wrapped her arms around Logan’s neck again.
“You know we don’t…”
“I know.”
“Are you sure? Because I don’t mind waiting, Rory. I promise, I–”
“I’m sure,” Rory said, interrupting her.
“Can I just tell you something first?” Logan asked as she wrapped her arms around Rory’s waist.
“Yes.”
“Um… So, I ran into my neighbor before I came over here, and well, she and I–”
“Logan?”
“Yeah?”
“Babe, I don’t need you to tell me every time you run into someone you’ve done this with unless you really want to, okay? I trust you.”
“Are you sure? I don’t know what the right thing to do is here. I want to be so honest with you, Rory. I want you to know that what we’re about to do matters so much to me. It’s not just sex.”
Rory shook her head and said, “No, it’s not.”
Logan slid her hands up Rory’s back and told her, “I’m nervous.”
“Me too,” Rory replied.
“Maybe we should go in there.” Logan tilted her head toward Rory’s bedroom.
“Maybe you should just kiss me right here.”
Logan smiled at her and tried not to let her hands shake as she moved them to Rory’s hips and held on to them while she leaned in and kissed her slowly. Yes, they would take their time tonight. There was no rush, and Logan wanted to touch Rory all night long. She didn’t care if she was exhausted tomorrow. This would be worth it. This was everything.



CHAPTER 34
Rory couldn’t believe that she was straddling another woman’s hips on her own sofa and that that woman was currently kissing her neck while palming a breast over Rory’s tank top. She hadn’t purposefully put on this outfit, if it could even be called that. She’d honestly been out of pajamas, with the exception of a long-sleeved shirt and matching pants that had a hole in the knee. She knew wearing a long-sleeved shirt was out if Logan was sleeping over, and she wanted Logan to sleep over again. Rory had grabbed the tank top and shorts, thinking only of the heat from Logan’s body pressed to hers the night before, but when Logan’s jaw had literally dropped when she entered the room, Rory knew then that if she wanted this, they could have it.
She also understood that it wasn’t just about her. If Logan wasn’t ready, they would wait. She had been dealing with a lot, and Rory didn’t want to pressure her. Rory was ready, though. She was definitely ready to have sex with a woman for the first time and to, hopefully, have an orgasm by someone else’s hand. Her one experience had been very much lacking in that department, but she also wanted it to be with Logan. If Rory had wanted just sex, she could have gotten that any time since she’d realized she was gay. She could have joined an app, like Logan had, or talked to women in bars, in class, or somewhere else on campus. It could’ve happened by now, but Rory had wanted something special for her first time with a woman. She was so glad she had waited.
“Can I take this off?” Logan asked as her other hand was tugging on the hem of Rory’s shirt.
“Yes,” she said breathlessly.
Rory wasn’t sure if anyone had seen her topless since maybe after high school gym class, and even then, they likely hadn’t seen her without a bra since she’d always done her best to cover up when they’d been forced to change in the locker room. The guy she’d slept with had gotten her shirt off but not her bra because he’d been too eager.
As Logan removed Rory’s shirt, she kissed the skin she uncovered, and it was Rory who had to actually toss it on the floor because Logan’s focus was elsewhere. Her hands were now moving over Rory’s breasts, and her eyes were aimed at them as if she’d never seen breasts before, but Rory knew that wasn’t true.
“God, you’re beautiful,” Logan said reverently.
Rory watched her continue to take her in, and she was a little embarrassed about being topless when Logan was completely clothed, but the way Logan looked at her made her feel like she had no reason to be nervous or embarrassed.
When Logan looked up and met her eyes, she told her, “I’ve never wanted this more. You know that, right?”
Rory nodded, but she hadn’t really known that. She had known Logan hadn’t gotten any real enjoyment out of her encounters with random women, but she’d been in a couple of relationships, and one had been with her best friend, so Rory hadn’t known that for a fact before, but now she did.
Logan’s lips moved back to her neck, but they didn’t stay there long because Logan was kissing her skin all the way down to her collarbone. Things seemed to be speeding up, and before Rory knew it, Logan’s lips were on her breast. She was pulling a nipple into her mouth and sucking. Rory hadn’t known where to put her hands before, but she knew now. Her hands went to the back of Logan’s head and held her in place because this was so good. She didn’t need anything else tonight if she got this for hours.
She moaned loudly, not caring if it was too loud or if she shouldn’t be doing that just for this, and when Logan’s fingers began playing with her other nipple, Rory bit her bottom lip and held on to it. How was she supposed to keep herself together until Logan touched her if Logan kept doing things like this first? Rory needed more. She tugged on the collar of Logan’s shirt until Logan pulled back quickly and lifted it off. Logan had on a sports bra, and Rory could see her nipples peeking out of it.
“Oh, my God,” she said softly.
“Okay?” Logan asked.
“More than okay. Can you take that off, too?”
Logan nodded and removed her bra, revealing her small breasts to Rory for the first time. Rory’s hands just moved to them on their own and didn’t really cup them. She more explored them tentatively with her fingertips and palms while Logan leaned back against the sofa and closed her eyes. Rory realized then that Logan liked what she was doing to her.
“When was the last time someone did this to you?” she asked.
“A long time ago,” Logan replied.
Rory ran a fingertip around Logan’s nipple and watched it harden. She did the same with the other one and decided that tonight shouldn’t just be about this being her first time. She got brave. Maybe for the first time in her life, Rory got brave.
“Logan, can you take your pants off?” she asked.
“Huh?” Logan asked back.
Rory stood up and knelt in front of her, reaching for Logan’s shoes first and taking them off as Logan watched her. Socks were next. Then, she swallowed and reached up for the buttons of Logan’s jeans, which had no zipper on them. She undid the four of them one by one and reached for the pant legs, tugging until Logan got the idea and lifted herself a little. Rory pulled them all the way off and stared at not only the blue boy shorts Logan was wearing but the dark spot between her legs. Logan was wet.
“Oh,” Rory whispered mostly to herself. “God,” she added because she couldn’t keep it in.
When she stood up and held her hand out, Logan took it without words, and Rory walked them to her bedroom. She had no idea what she was doing, but she knew she needed to do it.
“Can you lie down for me?” she asked.
“Um… Okay. But I’m usually… you know.”
“On top?” she guessed with a smile and shoved Logan back onto the bed.
“Well, yeah.”
“Later,” Rory replied.
Logan didn’t argue and shifted until her head hit the pillow. Rory smiled at how she seemed to be awkward there, like she wasn’t fully comfortable with her head against a pillow with another woman in the room. Her eyes finally met Rory’s again, and Rory pulled down her shorts. Logan’s eyes lowered and then moved back to Rory’s, and Rory could see her swallow.
“You…” Logan stopped there.
Rory pulled down her panties and let them land on the floor before she stepped out of them and knelt on the bed. When Logan’s eyes lowered again, Rory’s heart was racing wildly, and she wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to get it back under control. Logan went to reach for her with both hands, but Rory moved until she was hovering over her. She kissed Logan hard, and Logan responded by pulling Rory down into her, pressing her more fully against her body. Rory began kissing Logan’s neck, and Logan moaned.
“I don’t want this to just be about me,” Rory whispered into her ear. “I want you.”
“I want you,” Logan said.
Rory’s lips moved lower until she had one of those hard nipples in her mouth, and… Yes, gay. She was definitely more than gay. What was more than gay? Was there a specific word that meant that not only did she want women exclusively, but she also only wanted this woman? She sucked as Logan’s hips began to move. Logan was probably used to making those hips do things, and Rory wanted them to do all sorts of things to her later, but now, she just wanted to keep touching Logan. She sucked on Logan’s other nipple, and her hand massaged the other breast, loving the feel of it against her palm.
“Rory, you feel…” Logan paused again, and Rory took that as a good sign.
She moved her lips lower until she was kissing Logan’s stomach, and her hands were on the hem of her boy shorts. Logan gasped. Rory tugged. She shifted until she could pull them off entirely. Then, she stared. Logan was perfect. It was obvious why all those women wanted her, and Rory decided it was time for her to claim Logan as her own. Her gaze was predatory, and she knew it. Logan’s stare told her that she’d noticed, too.
When Rory moved back on top of her, she settled between Logan’s legs and rocked her hips down into her. It wasn’t a slow rocking, either. Rory’s hips hadn’t ever moved like this before, but it was as if they knew what they needed to do while her lips focused on kissing Logan, whose arms were wrapped around her, covering Rory’s ass and pressing her down into her.
“More?” Rory asked as she pulled out of the kiss. “Can you show me?”
She swallowed, but Logan smiled and took her hand to move it between them. Then, Logan moved it between her own folds, and Rory’s forehead pressed to Logan’s.
“You’re so wet,” she said.
“For you,” Logan replied before she brought her hand up to Rory’s ass again.
Rory moved her fingers through Logan’s wetness, and Logan’s eyes closed. Rory wanted this to be good for her. She knew it had been a long time for Logan, and she wanted this to show Logan how much she wanted her, so she did what she liked doing to herself, starting with slow strokes around Logan’s clit. When Logan’s hips jerked, she figured that was something good, so she continued her strokes and looked down, realizing her center had somehow begun gliding over Logan’s thigh without her noticing.
“Rory, don’t stop. I can feel you,” Logan told her.
Rory wasn’t sure whether Logan was referring to what she was doing to her or what her center was doing on her thigh, so she kept up both and stroked a little faster. Logan’s gasp came in short bursts over and over again. Rory took a chance and lowered her fingers, hoping this would be okay. Logan didn’t protest, and it felt as if she’d almost moved a fraction of an inch lower as if to push Rory’s fingers inside herself. Rory looked down and watched as her two fingers disappeared inside Logan.
“Yes,” Logan whispered out.
Rory slid them in farther, but she was tentative, not wanting to do too much too quickly. She pulled her fingers out and pushed them back inside, and Logan’s hips lifted and lowered in response. Logan seemed to like this, so Rory repeated the movement a few more times before Logan’s hand covered her own. Rory worried that she’d done something wrong, but Logan only took Rory’s thumb and pressed it against her hard clit. Rory nodded in understanding and continued her movements. She kissed Logan, but quickly, their kiss grew sloppy, so Rory shifted her lips to Logan’s neck as she continued to rock her own center against Logan’s strong thigh. She could come from this; she knew that. But she also knew that she didn’t want to. Not yet. She wanted Logan to come first and then touch her. She only wanted Logan to be the one to touch her forever.
“I’m…” Logan let out. “Too soon.”
Rory smiled against her neck. She was making Logan come, and it felt so good that Logan thought it was too soon.
“Oh, God!” Logan’s hips jerked a few times.
Rory kept up her thrusts because that was what she was doing now. She was thrusting inside another woman, making her come, and it felt so damn good to be doing this to someone she loved. Her eyes snapped open. Yes, she loved her. She knew it. She might as well just admit it to herself. She continued her hard and fast thrusts until Logan’s hips slowed and stopped, and she slowed her movements then but didn’t stop until Logan’s hand was back on her own again.
Rory moved so she could look down at her when she heard a sniffle.
“I can’t believe…”
“You’re crying,” Rory said, worried.
“I know. I cannot believe I’m doing this right now,” Logan replied, wiping her eyes.
“Did I do something? Did I hurt you?”
“What? No, babe.” Logan sniffled again and lowered her hands from her face. “No, you didn’t hurt me. You might just be helping me heal.”
Rory pressed her forehead back against Logan’s.
“Was it okay?”
“Are you kidding me?” Logan laughed a little. “That was more than okay. God, that was amazing.” She sniffled again.
“I’ll get better. If it’s not what you normally want, I’ll learn.”
Logan laughed a little louder and said, “Rory, you don’t need to get better. You are what I want. That’s it. You. You and me, doing this together. That’s all I want. What you just did was…” Logan pressed her lips to Rory’s and kissed her hard. “God, woman. That was good.”
Rory laughed a little, and Logan used that as a distraction to roll them over until she was on top of her now. Rory looked up as Logan stared down at her while her hand caressed Rory’s cheek. Her thumb pulled on Rory’s bottom lip and released it.
“You topped me,” Logan said.
“Is that bad?”
Logan laughed and replied, “I’m just not sure it’s ever been done before.”
“No?” she asked, running a hand through Logan’s hair.
Logan shook her head and said, “Thank you.”
“For topping you?”
“For knowing exactly what I needed.”
“Oh,” Rory said.
“Now, I’d like to try to give you exactly what you need.”
Then, Logan’s knee moved between her legs, and she spread them in one deft move that Rory wanted to learn. Logan’s lips were everywhere now, but so were her hands, and Rory wasn’t sure how that was possible because she had one mouth and only two hands, but it felt as if Logan had eight hands, and they were all over her body.
When Logan lowered herself between Rory’s legs, Rory didn’t want to get her hopes up, so she didn’t move. She just watched as Logan kissed the inside of her thighs while her hands snaked up to cover Rory’s breasts. Rory wanted it, but she didn’t know how to ask for it. She didn’t know how to voice that no one had ever done that to her, and she wanted it more than anything right now.
Logan met her eyes, and Rory watched her tongue slip out from between her lips before she licked just above Rory’s clit.
“Oh, God,” Rory let out.
“Was I right?” Logan asked.
“Yes. Yes,” she said.
Logan repeated the motion, and Rory held on for dear life. She watched Logan as she used her fingers to spread her folds. Then, she watched as Logan stared at her. Rory tried not to be self-conscious, but no one had ever really looked at her down there with the purpose Logan had at this moment. Logan licked her lips with hunger in her eyes, so Rory swallowed and waited. She watched Logan’s head lower, and then, she felt it. Logan’s tongue licked her already sensitive clit, and Rory closed her eyes.



CHAPTER 35
Logan looked down at her and couldn’t believe she was inside this beautiful woman. Rory’s eyes were closed, and her cheeks were flushed, but she wasn’t blushing right now.
“Oh,” Rory said, just like she always did.
“Yeah?” Logan asked, knowing what that meant in this situation.
Rory was about to come for a second time. The first had been because of Logan’s mouth, but she had climbed on top of her, and after letting Rory taste herself on her lips, Logan had started stroking Rory with her fingers and then slowly pushed inside. Now, she was curling those fingers, and Rory was coming at her touch. There was nothing better than this. Logan hadn’t felt anything from sex in a very long time, but now, she felt everything.
“Oh, my God,” Rory said as she started coming down from her orgasm.
“Are you okay?” Logan asked.
Rory nodded and said, “Yes. Definitely more than okay. Just need a minute.”
“Take your time,” she replied before she leaned down and kissed her.
Rory kissed her back, but it was clear that she was still trying to catch her breath, so Logan pulled out of the kiss and lay on top of her, letting her body press fully to Rory’s.
“Yeah, just stay there,” Rory told her.
Logan laughed and said, “Not going anywhere.”
“You’re staying, right?” Rory asked as her hands moved to Logan’s clammy back and began running up and down.
“Yes,” she replied.
“Good,” Rory said. “Can I do that thing to you?”
“What thing?” Logan asked.
“The thing you did to me first.”
Logan lifted her head and smiled at her.
“You can’t say it, can you?”
“Say what?”
“Tell me what I did to you first,” Logan teased.
“Your mouth.”
“What about my mouth?”
“It was down there.” Rory looked down.
Logan laughed and said, “But can you say what that’s called?”
“It’s called a lot of things, Logan.”
“Name one.”
“Making me come with your mouth.”
“No,” Logan said and continued to laugh.
“I’ve never done it before.”
“I know,” Logan replied. “And I would love for you to do that to me. But if you’re going to do it, you should be able to say it, don’t you think?” She kissed Rory’s nose.
“Fine. Can I… go down on you?”
Logan nodded and said, “Yes. Anytime you want.”
“Right now?”
“I thought you needed a few minutes.”
“Not anymore,” Rory replied, and her eyes were dark. “But will you tell me what you like?”
“I doubt you’ll need any help with that, but yeah,” she replied.
“You would have to roll over,” Rory said.
“Oh,” Logan replied and rolled off, landing on her back next to Rory.
Rory then turned on her side to face her, and Logan ran a hand through her hair, loving how it felt between her fingers.
“If you don’t like it, you just stop, okay?”
“You think I won’t like it?” Rory asked.
“You’ve never done it before. I don’t know.”
“Trust me, I know.” Rory moved until she was back on top of Logan. “I will definitely like it. I licked my fingers earlier when you weren’t looking.”
“You did what?” she asked. “Why did you do it when I wasn’t looking? Do you have any idea how sexy that is, Rory?”
“I didn’t know if I should, but I wanted to,” she replied. Then, Logan felt fingers between her legs, and Rory’s hand appeared near her mouth. “Should I do it again?”
Logan nodded rapidly and let her jaw drop open. Rory was tentative at first, but then she opened her mouth and slid three fingers inside it, closing her lips around them and tasting Logan.
“Oh, fuck,” Logan let out.
“See? I like it,” Rory replied after pulling the fingers out.
“Me too.”
Rory kissed her, and Logan almost didn’t want to let her go when she started moving lower, but she wanted this. God, she needed it. It had been a long time since another woman had touched her like this, and she wanted Rory’s mouth on her. When Rory made her first tentative lick, Logan jerked and knew she wouldn’t last. It had been too long. Her body craved it and the release that would come along with it.
“Yes, I love it,” Rory said before she started sucking.
Logan had been watching her, but her eyes closed on their own, and she let Rory take her over the edge. She was resolved not to cry this time because she’d already done that once tonight. When she came, it was with Rory’s hand over her heart, and Logan clasped it there, holding it in place with her own until she came down all the way. They stayed like that, with Rory’s hand over her heart and her head resting on Logan’s thigh, for a long time while Logan continued to run her fingers through Rory’s hair.
“Want to order that dinner now?” Rory asked.
Logan burst out laughing and said, “Really?”
“Well, if we eat now, we’ll have plenty of energy to do this again after. Besides, the place you ordered from before closes in an hour.”
Logan continued to laugh until they walked naked into the living room to find her phone. She picked it up off the couch, where Rory immediately straddled her again.
“Want to do it out here before the food arrives?”
“Yes,” Logan replied. Like she’d ever say no to sex with Rory now that she knew how good it was to do this with her. “Just give me ten seconds and–”
Rory’s hands were moving into Logan’s hair.
“What’s wrong?”
“My mom,” Logan said, staring at her screen. “I have a missed call from her.”
“Oh. Really?”
“Yeah, from ten minutes ago.”
“Did she leave a message?”
“No.”
“You should call her back,” Rory said. “I can order the food. Want to go in the bedroom for some privacy?”
“No, we’re going to eat and… do other things. I can call her tomorrow.”
“Logan, it’s your mom,” Rory said and kissed her forehead. “Call her.”
She then went to climb off Logan’s lap, and Logan’s eyebrows lifted as she stared at the very naked Rory Winter standing in front of her.
“Will you lie here with me?” she asked.
“You don’t want to be alone?”
“No,” Logan said, shaking her head.
She moved to lie down on the sofa, and Rory seemed to understand. She climbed half on top of her, wrapping her arm over Logan’s stomach.
“I’m here,” she said and kissed Logan’s cheek.
“She probably won’t even answer. I’ll just leave another message.”
“Your heart is racing,” Rory noted, placing a hand over it again. “I’ll protect it, okay?”
Logan teared up at that, wondering where these tears were coming from. Then, she dialed, put the phone to her ear, and waited.
“Logan?”
“Mom?” she asked.
“It went to voicemail.”
“I know. I’m sorry. I was with Rory.”
“Who’s Rory?”
Logan smiled and replied, “My girlfriend.”
“Oh, yeah. You said that in your message.”
“Yeah. So, how are you?” Logan asked.
“Your father and I are fine,” her mom replied briskly.
“That’s good,” Logan said.
“You’re going to meetings?”
“Yes.”
“Regularly? Not like last time?”
“Every day. Sometimes, twice.”
“And you have a job?”
“Yes,” she said. “Bartending.”
“And that’s not a problem?”
“I don’t have a problem with alcohol.”
“But it’s the same thing; addiction.”
“I’m not an alcoholic. It’s really okay. I like it.”
“Okay,” her mom replied. “So, Rory?”
“Yes.” Logan smiled. “She’s right here, actually.”
“She’s with you now?”
“Yeah. We were about to order dinner.”
“It’s late, Logan,” her mom pointed out.
Logan laughed a little and replied, “I know. We got off work late.”
“You shouldn’t be eating dinner so late.”
“I know, Mom.”
“Your father went out on a job,” her mom shared. “He should be back soon, so I should let you go.”
“Oh,” Logan let out. “He doesn’t know you called me?”
“No, I called after he left.”
“Right.”
“I’ll tell him when he gets home.”
“Okay,” she said.
“Logan?”
“Yeah, Mom?”
Her mother cleared her throat then and said, “Well, you know.” She sighed. “I’ll talk to you later.”
“Okay,” Logan said.
A second later, her mom hung up, and Logan was left wondering if her mother had been about to tell her that she loved her. Rory’s hand pressed down, reminding Logan that she was there.
“How are you?”
“I love you,” Logan told her instead.
Rory’s hand stiffened.
“I want you to know that even if it’s too soon. It’s important. I feel it. I love you. I don’t expect you to say it back. I just need you to know that you’re it, Rory. My mom didn’t say it just now, and I don’t know if she was going to or if she still loves me after all the shit that I put her through, but I want you to always know. I love you.”
Rory shifted to look down at her and said, “She’s your mom, Logan. She loves you. No matter what you do, she’ll always love you, babe.”
Logan nodded and cupped Rory’s cheek.
“And I love you, too,” Rory added. “I was afraid I’d scare you off if I said it.”
“Really?” Logan asked.
Rory nodded and said, “How could I not? You’re you. I never met old Logan, as you like to call her, but I love who you are now, and everything you’ve done, good or bad, has led you here to me. It’s all part of who you are, and I love who you are.”
“Want to order food and make love on this couch?”
“Yes,” Rory said with a fervent nod.
◆◆◆
 
“Rory, it’s my night off. Candace actually told me she was closing the bar for the night. Why are we going in?”
“Because,” Rory said. “She asked me to, and you were with me.”
“We were busy,” Logan said as Rory pulled her by the hand toward the bar.
Logan looked up and saw the fortune teller, whom they’d previously seen on the sidewalk, staring at them again and smiling. When Rory got to the door of the bar and pulled it open, Logan just smiled back at the woman, wondering if she’d been right all along.
“Finally,” Candace said the moment they walked into the door.
“Finally?” Rory asked. “You called me an hour ago, and we were having sex, so you’re lucky–”
“Rory!” Logan laughed.
“Just another reason to say, ‘Finally,’” Candace replied. “Very happy for both of you about the sex thing, but I am engaged.”
She held up her hand and showed off her new ring.
“He proposed?” Rory asked.
“He did. This morning. He told me he had this whole thing planned, but he got the call that he got the job he wanted when we were in here, setting up for the night, and he just got down on one knee and pulled out the ring. Rory, I’m engaged!”
Rory let go of Logan’s hand, pulled her best friend into a hug, and said, “Congrats! Yes, this is a finally moment.”
“Thank you!”
“Congratulations,” Logan said from behind them.
“Congrats on the sex,” Candace replied.
“Thanks?” Logan asked more than said.
Rory laughed and said, “I am very happy for both of us. You and Keith are getting married, and Logan and I are…”
“Having sex, apparently.”
Logan turned around and saw Enid walking in. This was the woman who hadn’t kissed Rory back, and while Logan was grateful for that, she still didn’t understand how someone could not kiss Rory back.
“Hey. What are you doing here?” Rory asked her as she snaked an arm around Logan’s waist and leaned into her.
“Candace called me and said she had news.”
“I do. I’m engaged.”
The whole hug and congratulations thing started over again.
“Call everyone, Rory. Or, text them. Drinks are on Keith and me tonight,” Candace said. “This place is closed because we’re celebrating. I don’t think I’ll get another night off until the wedding, so I want to enjoy this one. I’m going to call a few people, too. It’ll be an impromptu engagement party, but I still want a real engagement party with gifts, to be clear.”
Rory laughed and burrowed into Logan’s side.
“I know we were in the middle of something before, but can we finish it later?” she whispered.
“Yes. And every night after this, if you want,” Logan said.
“See if Ava wants to come with that new woman she’s dating.”
“Oh, I’m sure she wants to come with her,” she joked.
Rory shifted to pull out her phone and text everyone about the engagement party. As she did that, Logan thought about how she would need to start saving money. Candace was showing off her ring to Enid, and Logan knew she’d be buying one of those for Rory in a year or two. She also wanted to move out of that apartment as soon as she could. She’d look into getting back to the job she used to love part-time while she still bartended for Candace. That would help, and eventually, she would make good enough money to be able to buy Rory that ring and, maybe, a small house somewhere close by.
“You look deep in thought,” Rory noted.
“Just thinking about stuff.”
“Care to share?”
“That it’s nice to have things to look forward to again,” she replied and cupped Rory’s cheek, which was something she loved doing. “And that if we’re stealthy enough, we can probably sneak out of here when everyone arrives and have a moment of our own.”
“Moment?”
“Storage closet in the back room,” Logan suggested for later and kissed her. “You had your hands in my underwear right when Candace called. I need you, babe.”
“I’m going to show Enid the new sign I got out front and call the pizza place. I’m getting everyone food! We’ll need it if we’re going to drink half this bar to celebrate the fact that he finally asked me!” Candace yelled a little in excitement.
“Now,” Rory said.
“Now what?” Logan asked.
“Storage closet,” Rory replied. “While she’s distracted.”
Logan laughed as they hurried through the door to the kitchen, where Rory yanked open the closet door and pulled Logan inside.
“Hey,” Logan said softly as she ran a hand into Rory’s hair.
“Yeah?” Rory asked, unbuttoning Logan’s jeans.
“Tonight, just have fun. Don’t think about those twelve jobs you have or school or anything else, okay? Just be with your friends and enjoy yourself.”
“I was planning on it,” Rory replied as she slipped her hand inside Logan’s underwear. “And I don’t have twelve jobs.” She stroked Logan’s clit, which was still hard from their unfinished business not all that long ago.
“Is it thirteen now? Did you get a new one I don’t know about?”
Rory laughed a little and stroked her harder.
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