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 Chapter 1 
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    “It’s simply exquisite, Sky.” 
 
    I glance at Cyndie, my best friend since elementary school, as I put the finishing touches on my latest painting. I wasn’t sure if it would be ready in time for the gallery showing tonight, but it should be dry enough to display. “You say that about all my paintings, Cyn.” 
 
    She flashes me a grin. “That’s because you’re incredibly talented and all your paintings are exquisite.” 
 
    I shake my head as I head to the sink. I have just enough time to clean up, load the artwork, and set everything up at the gallery for my very first public showing. “Tell me again why I let you talk me into this?” I ask. 
 
    “Because an online portfolio is nice but serious art buyers want to actually see the art, right in their faces. It’s an intimacy between the buyer and the artist that you simply can’t replicate online.” 
 
    “That’s cheesy as fuck. You know that, right?” 
 
    Cyndie rolls her eyes. “Fine. Some buyers are quicker to buy when they can walk out right then with the painting they just bought, instead of having to wait five to seven days for it to be delivered . . . and that means more chances for some of those sweet dolla dolla bills to end up in your incredibly talented hands.” She arches an eyebrow. “That a good enough reason for you?” 
 
    I don’t answer as I finish cleaning my brushes. I love Cyn like a sister but she just doesn’t get it. I can fake it online, but people will expect a real artist at an art gallery, and I’m not that. I’m not talented. I’m defective. Broken. I don’t paint the way I do because of any creativity or artistic vision. I simply paint what I see. People call it art because they don’t see things the way I see them. Literally. 
 
    “What if someone figures out I’m the artist?” I say. “You know I don’t want anyone to put my name with my art.” 
 
    “I know,” Cyndie says. “You’ve got tons of talent to be proud of so I don’t understand, but I do know.” She shrugs. “There’s no reason for anyone to make that connection though. The gallery’s only contact with you is through your loyal manager” — she smirks and points at herself — “and I’m not telling anyone.” 
 
    I nod, feeling a little more relieved about remaining anonymous. 
 
    “And you know I love you, Sky, but please, for the love of God, give the jeans and t-shirt a break and actually, you know, get a little fancy. 
 
    “I was planning on cleaning the paint out from under my nails. Is that fancy enough?” 
 
    Cyndie rolls her eyes and groans. “I’d love to think you’re kidding but I know you’re not.” She shakes her head as she comes over, grabs my shoulders, and gives me a sort-of friendly shake. “This is a special occasion, Sky. Not only are you having your first actual real-life art show, but you’re finally—finally—stepping outside this studio for the first time in a long time. Live a little.” 
 
    I frown at her. “Remember what happened the last time I lived a little?” 
 
    Cyndie sighs and offers a sad smile. “Yes, you went out with a douche.” 
 
    “A douche you set me up with.” 
 
    Cyndie throws her hands in the air. “I didn’t know he was a douche. He acted like a decent guy at work. He was a douche in disguise.” 
 
    I can’t help the smile that appears on my face . . . or the laugh. It was a sucky date, with the “douche in disguise” making fun of me when I told him about my condition. I don’t know why I told him. Probably too much rice wine at the fancy Japanese restaurant he took me to. He made a comment about the colorful paper lanterns hung above the tables and I slipped up, revealing that I couldn’t see any of the colors. From there, he thought it was great fun to constantly ask me to guess what color his shirt and tie were, along with making driving jokes because I couldn’t see the colors of a red light. Yeah, that night was a blast. Still, it was sort of worth it just to hear Cyndie say douche in disguise now. 
 
    “Hey!” Cyndie calls out, pulling a sheet off a portrait tucked in the back corner of my studio. “You don’t want to leave this one back here by itself. You might forget it when you pack up the others.” 
 
    I look at the portrait and feel my cheeks heat up. “I’m not forgetting it. I’m just not taking it.” 
 
    Cyndie looks at me like I just slapped her, then returns her gaze to the canvas she’s holding. It’s a self-portrait of me. Sultry expression, bare shoulders, just a hint of cleavage. The result of too much wine at the end of a long day. “Sky, it’s gorgeous. It has to go.” 
 
    I shake my head. “Not happening, Cyn. Deal with it.” 
 
    She squares her shoulders and sets her jaw like she’s ready to fight. I’ve known her long enough to know that she’s ready to dig in. Usually, her stubbornness is too much for me, but I’m determined this time. My face is not going to be hanging on the wall of an art gallery, displayed for the whole world to see, and that is that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Logan 
 
      
 
    I smile at the lull in conversation as I enter the art gallery, taking perverse pleasure in the shock in the guests’ eyes when they realize who I am. 
 
    Some of them might not know my name, but they all know my passion. In the art world, I’m known as the Collector, and I can make or break any artist practically overnight. 
 
    “Mr. Brighton, a pleasure to have you here.” 
 
    “You’re even more handsome in person.” 
 
    “I’ll give you a thousand dollars to say online that you like my art.” 
 
    “Let me be your sex slave. I’ll do anything for you.” 
 
    I pluck a glass of champagne off a silver tray offered by a server, ignoring them all. They don’t understand. I’m not here for them. I’m here for the art. 
 
    I wander through the tiny art gallery. It’s not the fanciest in the city, but they have a reputation of offering new artists a place to show their work. There’s nothing wrong with appreciating the work of known artists, of course, but nothing beats being the first. The first to notice a new artist, the first to introduce an innocent girl to the pleasures of the body. It’s a distinction that can never be taken away. There can always be someone better, someone worse, but only one can be first. 
 
    There are several new artists on display tonight. Most of the work is boring, the artists too busy trying to be someone else instead of themselves. Except for one. Umbra. It’s an interesting name with an interesting style. Landscapes, still life, portraits, all rendered in various shades of black, gray, and white. Not a speck of color anywhere. The imagery is stark, bold, attention-getting, and one image in particular steals all my attention. 
 
    It’s a portrait of a young woman, probably no older than twenty-one. Her light hair is tousled, looking wild and windswept, her lips cutting a stern line across unblemished skin with one corner swept slightly in a mischievous smirk. One bare shoulder is turned forward, with just a hint of cleavage appearing before the image fades, blending with the white of the canvas. But it’s her eyes that capture my soul. Light gray in the image, the artist has captured an innocence and vulnerability I hadn’t thought possible, but there’s also pain, hidden in the back, tucked away behind the innocence. 
 
    I take a quick drink of champagne to relieve a suddenly dry throat. This is the piece. This Umbra person is about to become one of the greats, and it has nothing to do with their unique style, as interesting as it is. No, it’s the woman. It’s those eyes. I could look into those haunted, innocent eyes forever. 
 
    I turn on my heel to find the gallery owner. I’ve found the piece I want. No need to look further, and then I see a sight that robs me of my breath. It’s her. The girl in the portrait. Standing just a few feet away. Her hair is blonde, falling across her shoulders and down her back like a waterfall of liquid gold. Her skin is as flawless as it appears in the portrait, as smooth as fine porcelain, and my fingers itch to touch her. She laughs at something said by the girl she’s talking to, her eyes roaming across the room as she takes a sip of her drink. Her gaze falls on me and stops, and I immediately see the one fault in the likeness captured by Umbra. The various shades of gray do no justice to this girl’s eyes, as bright and blue as the purest sapphire. Her cheeks take on a subtle pink tint when she realizes I’m looking at her. 
 
    I decide right then that the painting isn’t enough. I want her. 
 
    She doesn’t see me approaching, having returned to her conversation with the woman. I can’t help my eyes roaming up and down her body, seeing what the painting wasn’t able to show. 
 
    Dressed in a simple but elegant black dress that hugs her curves, the woman is capturing the attention of more than one man in the gallery. The dress has tiny spaghetti straps that leave her shoulders bare, and the hem of her dress rests halfway between her thighs and knees. Her creamy skin has received the barest hint of a kiss from the sun, which makes sense. If she’s working as a model, she would want to ensure her skin stays smooth as silk. My fingers twitch with the desire to touch her, caress her, claim her. 
 
    Another man obviously has similar thoughts, his eyes locked on her as he moves across the room. I move towards the woman quickly. The man notices. I glare at him and shake my head. He stares at me for a few seconds. My jaw tightens and I arch an eyebrow. He drops his eyes to the floor for a second and then finds something else to be interested in, moving away and pouting like a child denied a treat. 
 
    I look back at the bewitching woman, unable to help the smirk that forms on my face. Mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    I stare at the man staring at me, feeling a shiver run down my spine as his steel gray eyes seem to stare into my soul. It’s him. I’ve never met him, but I’ve read everything — online and off — about him. Logan Brighton. The Collector. If he were to take an interest in my work . . . I shake my head, smiling at the silly thought. There’s no way in the world he could be interested in my work, not when there are so many other pieces to admire. Pieces filled with worlds of color. A world that I’m isolated from. He starts walking, and there’s no doubt that he’s headed straight toward me. I down the rest of my champagne with one gulp and lick my lips. 
 
    “Damn, girl,” Cyndie says. “That’s like your third glass. I know you’re nervous, but take it easy.” 
 
    I tear my eyes away from the man and his perfectly fitting suit and force my somewhat blurry gaze to focus on her. “This showing was your idea, Cyn. I was fine just painting my stuff and selling it online.” 
 
    My eyes flick back to the man and I suck in a sharp breath as he appears right in front of me, his eyes burning with such intensity I’m surprised my skin doesn’t burn. I notice the white streaks in his otherwise dark hair. I know from my online fangirling that he’s forty-two . . . maybe forty-three now — It was an old article. Either way, he wears his age well. Really well. 
 
    “I have seen many lovely things tonight,” he says, “but nothing comes close to being as lovely as you.” 
 
    If anyone else had said it, it would be cheesy as hell, but I feel a warm flush wash over me when he says it, or maybe it’s the way he’s looking at me that makes it feel like someone turned the air conditioning off. 
 
    I stare up into steel-gray eyes that seem to burn into my very soul. Of course, I don’t know if his eyes really are gray, but something tells me they are, and there’s no doubt about the passion that burns in them. I resist the urge to fan myself as I grow lightheaded, and then I realize I haven’t taken a breath since he’s spoken to me. I force myself to inhale, tearing my gaze from his eyes to admire the strong chin, the broad shoulders that seem barely constrained by the tuxedo he’s wearing. I run my tongue over suddenly dry lips and hear the man growl. I gasp, the primal sound igniting a fire within me. 
 
    I hear someone clear their throat. Cyndie, looking at me with a smirk on her face and mischief in her eyes. I glare at her and then look back up at the mountain of a man before me. I’m barely five feet, and this guy has to be over six feet tall. He extends his hand. 
 
    “Logan Brighton.” 
 
    I place my hand in his, noticing how it almost disappears when he wraps his fingers around mine. I swallow loudly, unable to stop myself from wondering about the size of other things on this handsome giant. He rubs his thumb in soft circles across the top of my hand and I feel another bout of lightheadedness coming on. 
 
    He looks at me quizzically. 
 
    “And you are?” 
 
    Oh my god! How long have I just been standing here like an idiot, almost swooning just because a hot guy is holding my hand? “Kimball. Skylar.” My cheeks feel like they’re on fire and I imagine my face is red as an apple. “I mean, Skylar Kimball. Skylar is my first name.” 
 
    He leans over and kisses the top of my hand, his eyes never leaving mine. 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Skylar.” 
 
    A warmth I haven’t felt in a long while grows between my thighs, my brain locked on to the feeling of his lips against my skin. Fuck me. I gasp. Did I say that out loud? I look quickly between Cyndie and the new subject of every wet dream I’ll ever have for the rest of my life. Nobody seems shocked, and Cyndie isn’t laughing, so it must’ve stayed in my head. Thank god. 
 
    “Hey,” Cyndie says, nodding her head toward the far side of the room. “I think I see someone I haven’t seen in a long time and I should probably go talk to them.” She glances at Logan and then back to me, flashing me a wicked grin. “Have fun.” 
 
    Before I can ask what she means by that, she turns and walks away, almost instantly inserting herself into a conversation with a couple admiring one of my black and white landscapes on the wall. She glances over her shoulder at me for just a second and flashes me a wink. 
 
    I look back at the man standing in front of me, his gaze so intent that I can’t help but wonder if he even notices the surroundings or the other people. I try to think of something to say but all I can think about are his large hands on my body, his lips on mine. I chuckle to myself. As if that could happen. There was more of a chance of him taking an interest in my art. 
 
    “What’s so funny,” he asks. 
 
    I blink, my mind refusing to cooperate. I have this insane urge to run away. My eyes cut to a door along the back wall. I’ve been in this gallery hundreds of times, even rented space to paint before I had my own studio. I know that behind that door is a long hallway with painting spaces, offices, and storage rooms. And at the end of that hall is a door. A door to the outside world. A door that leads away from the penetrating gaze of this man-god of the art world. 
 
    He tears his eyes away long enough to follow the direction of mine and then looks back toward me, a small smile playing at his kissable-looking lips. “Thinking of running?” 
 
    I gasp. Busted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Logan 
 
      
 
    It was a simple question, said as a joke, but the deer-in-headlights glimmer of fear that flashes through her eyes tells me she’s actually thinking of doing just that. 
 
    I reach out and put my hand on her shoulder, my cock instantly becoming hard at the skin-on-skin contact. Now it’s my turn to chuckle and shake my head. I’m only touching her arm and already close to coming in my pants. Like I’m some junior high virgin touching a girl for the first time. 
 
    She looks me in the eye, ignoring my hand on her bare skin, although I do notice she leans slightly into my touch. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    My smile widens at the fire I see in her gaze. I wonder what she’d think if I told her I was laughing at myself for coming so close to blowing my load just from touching her. I almost tell her, curious for her reaction. But she’s already skittish, and I don’t want her to run. 
 
    “I was just thinking you seem awfully shy for a model.” 
 
    She laughs, a cute little snort at the end. Her cheeks flush bright red at that. “What makes you think I’m a model?” 
 
    I angle to the side and look over my shoulder. She follows my gaze. 
 
    “Oh.” Her blush grows deeper. 
 
    “Oh?” I can’t help but grin at her response. I’ve probably smiled more while in this presence of this gorgeous woman than I have in the past year. 
 
    She shrugs. “I know the artist. I had to much wine and agreed to pose. It was silly.” 
 
    I suppress a sudden spark of rage that explodes within me. It’s not fucking silly to me. Another man saw her naked? Did he touch her? She gasps and looks at my hand. I realize I tightened my grip and force my fingers to relax. 
 
    “So,” I say, forcing my voice to remain calm, “this Umbra. Is he a boyfriend? Husband?” 
 
    She smiles. “He is a she . . . and I regretted it as soon as I saw it the next morning.” She shakes her head. “I should’ve put a match to it.” 
 
    I slide my hand down her arm and take her hand, drawing her closer to me. “Such a vision of beauty should never be destroyed. The talent” — I reach up with my other hand and caress her cheek — “the beauty,” I whisper softly. 
 
    “I’m not talented,” she says. She frowns, as if she said something she didn’t mean to say. “I mean, it’s not like it takes a lot of skill to sit and pose . . . which is all I did.” 
 
    I smile. “You might be surprised to find that modeling can be a demanding job, and with the right subject painting can seem almost effortless.” I shrug. “I don’t mean to detract from Umbra’s skills because she is incredibly talented, but it’s not hard to create a work of art when the woman posing is as lovely as a goddess.” 
 
    I look into her eyes, noticing for the first time an intriguing network of thin black lines that run through her sapphire blue eyes, almost as if they were fine china that had been dropped and cracked. I run my fingers across her chin, tilting her head up. She licks her lips, our gazes locked together. “You have such exquisite eyes.” I lean towards her, anxious to feel her lips against mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    I step back, pulling my hand from his. His fingers tighten for a second before releasing me. My chin tingles where he caressed me, and the sudden shock in his eyes is like a kick in the stomach, but I can’t let him get close. Not when he thinks I’m flawless. “I’m not a goddess,” I say, my throat suddenly dry as I fight back tears. “I’m a freak.” 
 
    He reaches for me, but there’s nothing he can do to change things, so I do what I always do when someone tries to get close. I turn and run. 
 
    I head toward the door I saw earlier, my fantasy becoming reality. Too bad it’s not the other fantasy I had in mind. The one where the Collector makes me part of his collection, the one where he draws me close and worships me with his hands and lips and . . . I shake my head. That’ll never happen. He’s the Collector, known for admiring flawless beautiful things. And I’m far from flawless. He already noticed my eyes. He just doesn’t know what that means. He doesn’t know how broken I am. 
 
    I run through the gallery, barely keeping my balance on the heels that Cyn talked me into wearing. With a growl, I kick them, leaving them where they lay. I don’t know if anyone is watching the crazy lady make a run for it, and I don’t care. I shove through the door and run down the hall, my tears smearing everything in front of me. Luckily, I don’t need to see to know where I’m going. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Logan 
 
      
 
    I stare at Skylar as she runs through the crowd, disappearing through a door marked ‘Employees Only’. I’m a freak. Her words. The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen thinks she’s a freak. I feel a surge of anger build inside me and I wish I could get my hands on whoever made her have such a low opinion of herself. 
 
    The friend—Cyndie I believe she said her name was—is headed toward the door Skylar went through, and that just won’t do. Nobody comforts my woman except me. I hesitate for just a second. My woman? I nod to myself. Yes. I don’t know exactly when it happened—perhaps when I saw the painting, perhaps when I saw her—but she’s my woman. 
 
    I pick up the discarded heels and walk quickly toward the door, outpacing the girl with my long legs. “I’ll take care of this.” I point at the black and white portrait. “That’s mine. Nobody else gets it.” 
 
    The girl looks into my eyes, and apparently she sees something that makes her trust that her friend is in good hands. She nods and heads toward the portrait. 
 
    The door Skylar went through opens into a long hallway, with numerous doors lining the walls on both sides. The sound of crying echoes through one of those doors, ripping out my insides. Something I did, something I said, made her cry. I don’t know what, but I do know it’s important that I fix it. 
 
    I follow the sounds to an almost-but-not-quite-shut door toward the end of the hall on the right. I push the door open and step into what appears to be an artist’s studio, with easels set up throughout the tiny room and shelves loaded down with various paint supplies. Skylar is sitting on a workbench along the far wall, her face buried in her hands. I walk up to her silently, place the heels on the bench next to her, and run my fingers gently down one arm. She flinches slightly, not realizing she was followed. When she looks up at me, her sadness becomes my own. Her eyes are red, her cheeks stained with tears, and she’s still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I vow, right then, to do my best to make sure I never make her cry again. 
 
    I reach up and cup her cheek, swiping a tear away with my thumb. She stares into my eyes, her lips parting slightly. I accept her silent invitation and claim her mouth with mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7  
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    Just a couple of seconds ago, it felt like my life was ruined. I was shattered, tormented by a nightmare that had happened years ago. 
 
    But now? Now the pain and the fear are gone, replaced by a fiery passion that ignited deep inside my soul and spread throughout my entire body. 
 
    Logan looked into my eyes and I saw my pain echoed there. This wonderful man thought he was the source of my pain. I was going to tell him it wasn’t his fault, but his lips were on mine before I could utter a single word, and now I’m lost within his kiss. When his tongue pressed against my lips, I gladly invited him in, my body humming with excitement as he kisses me so passionately that my toes curl. One hand rests gently against my face while his other hand runs through my long blonde curls. My fingers fumble with the button of his tuxedo jacket and then claw at his chest through his white silk shirt. I wrap my legs around his hips and pull him closer, my panties becoming wet with arousal when he growls into my mouth. 
 
    He breaks the kiss and pulls away, his eyes filled with lust as he reaches for me. He tugs the thin straps of my dress down my shoulders and then pulls my dress down, revealing my bare breasts, my hard nipples. I moan as he clamps his lips tightly around one, his tongue flicking across the sensitive flesh. 
 
    Frustrated with not being able to feel him, I grab his shirt and rip it open, a tiny tap-tap-tap sound filling the room as buttons go flying. I anxiously pull his t-shirt from his pants and slide my hands under the cotton, my moans deepening when I feel his washboard abs beneath my fingers. 
 
    He growls around my nipple, nipping me with his teeth as I slide my hands further up his magnificent-feeling chest, my nails digging into his firm pecs. 
 
    His lips move to my other nipple, sucking it hard into his mouth, as one of his hands slides under my dress. He growls when his fingers make contact with my wet panties. 
 
    “So fucking wet,” he says softly, his voice deep with lust. “Is this pussy wet for me, Skylar?” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, he curls his fingers around the cotton strip blocking him from what he wants and tears the material from my body, dropping what used to my panties to the floor. He kisses his way from my breasts up to my neck, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire across my skin. He slides his fingers up and down my wet slit, teasingly grazing my clit each time he moves up. I groan, trying to press against his hand, my body craving more from him. 
 
    “Tell me, Skylar,” he whispers against my neck. “Tell me your pussy is wet for me.” 
 
    I gasp as he slowly slides a finger around my throbbing clit, my inner muscles clenching. “My pussy is wet for you, Logan.” 
 
    Slowly, so fucking slowly, his fingers slide down, pressing at my entrance. 
 
    “This pussy belongs to me now, Skylar. Yes?” 
 
    He slides just the tip of his finger inside me. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” I moan, my legs trembling around him. “It’s your pussy. Only yours.” 
 
    He slides his finger deep inside me, curling it up and touching a spot I never imagined existed. “Good girl,” Logan says. His finger strokes inside me, hitting that spot over and over. My orgasm washes over me before I’m even aware it’s coming. 
 
    “Oh god, yes!” I scream, not caring if anyone outside this room can hear me. 
 
    Logan nips at my neck as his thumb presses against my clit, his finger still rocking back and forth deep inside me. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I gasp. “Again. Oh shit. I’m going to come again” I squeeze my eyes shut, my nails digging into his flesh. I squeeze my thighs against his hand, pinning him there as another wave of pure orgasmic bliss crashes over me, sending fireworks off behind my eyes. I try to ignore the vivid colors exploding in my mind’s eye: the reds, the blues, and the yellows. 
 
    My eyes snap open and I push against Logan’s broad chest. There’s no way my tiny hands could move him if he didn’t want to be moved, but he moves back slowly, his brow wrinkled with confusion and concern. My body screams at me, begging me to give in for once and just enjoy the moment, and I want to. God, I want to. I’m panting heavily, my legs are still trembling, and I want nothing more than to feel his mouth and hands on me again. But I want so much more, too, and that’s the problem. I know one moment, one night, won’t be enough with this man. I want it all. An entire lifetime. And that’s not fair to him. I’m damaged, and he deserves more than that. 
 
    I slide down from the counter, pulling the top of my dress up my body, holding back a groan as the material slides across my hard sensitive nipples. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I whisper. “You deserve better.” I step around him, running from the demons of my past again. He calls my name, but I don’t look back. If I look back, I might stop, and that’s something I can’t do. It’s better to wonder about what might have been than see rejection in his eyes when he learns how broken I am. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8  
 
    Logan 
 
      
 
    Damn it! Once more, I watch Skylar run away. I saw the way she looked at me, felt how her body responded to my touch. She’s not running from me, but something else. Something that makes her feel broken. I shake my head.  
 
    I’m used to women throwing themselves at me, willing to do anything to enjoy time in my world of wealth and power, and this woman, this beautiful woman who has slipped under my skin like an itch I can’t scratch has run away twice. It won’t happen a third time. 
 
    With a frustrated sigh, I head back to the main gallery. I’m not surprised to see Skylar’s friend, Cyndie, waiting for me. I’m also not surprised by her words. 
 
    “She left,” she says, shrugging. “It’s going to sound cliché, but it’s not you; it’s her.” 
 
    “She said she’s a freak.” I hate saying the words, hate that she feels this way about herself. 
 
    Her friend grimaces and nods. “There’s a story there, but it’s not mine to tell. 
 
    “Tell me where to find her and she can tell me the story herself.” 
 
    She smiles a sad smile and the regret in her eyes reveals the answer before she says anything. “I’d like to . . . but I can’t.” She shrugs. “Girl code. and Best Friend code.” 
 
    “I’ll give you five thousand dollars for her home address,” I say. 
 
    She smiles. “The fact that you pull out the big guns without starting with something like a hundred bucks says a lot about how you feel about her.” She pats my shoulder. “I hope you find her.” She starts to walk off but then she stops and looks back at me. “I was going to help her pack up her . . . Umbra’s paintings in the morning” — she winks — “but I think I’m going to be busy so she’ll be here by herself. Just in case any serious talk . . . or anything else happens.” She flashes me another smile and walks off. 
 
    With a sigh of regret, I walk out to my car. Usually, sliding behind the wheel of my BMW Z4 puts a smile on my face, but not now. Now, after all these years, I know what my life has been missing. I know what I’ve been searching for. All I have to do is find her and let her know that. 
 
    An image of her in the back room flashes through my mind, her moaning loudly as I finger-fucked her through her second orgasm. I growl, my grip tightening on the steering wheel, my cock growing uncomfortably hard within my pants. I look around. The parking lot is still filled with cars, most of the patrons still enjoying the art and free drinks, unaware of the drama that unfolded around them. I unzip my pants and my throbbing cock springs into the air, the bulbous head slick with precum. 
 
    I wrap my fingers around my shaft and slowly start stroking, images of Skylar flying through my head. Her sharp intake of breath when she first noticed me looking at her, her pert breasts revealed before my eyes for the first time, capped with nipples as hard as diamonds, begging for me to suckle them, the delicious sounds she made as I tore her panties from her body and plunged my fingers inside her tight hot pussy. I groan and lean my head back, my hand a blur as it slides up and down my shaft. I growl, deep and low, as I come, my hips thrusting into the air as my silk dress shirt is coated with my seed. 
 
    I slowly relax back against the seat, breathing heavy. I chuckle softly. When’s the last time I jerked off in my car? Never. I have to find Skylar. I have to make her mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9  
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    I wipe my arm across my forehead, wiping away a layer of sweat as I look at the painting I just took down and leaned against the wall. This was the biggest one out of all the ones I brought to the gallery. Well, the self-portrait was the biggest, but there’s nothing but blank wall space where it was hanging. I try not to think too much about that. 
 
    Fortunately, I’m not having to pack up as much as I did for the trip up here. At least half my inventory sold last night, and that puts a huge smile on my face. Umbra is as popular with live showings as she is online. It was a perfect night. Except for the part where a man gave me the best oral sex I could imagine right before I ran away from him. And not just any man. Logan ‘The Collector’ Brighton. A god in the art world. I shake my head. If you’re going to fuck up, might as well fuck up in the biggest way possible, right? 
 
    “I guess I’m a little late.” 
 
    I turn toward the door, my pulse speeding up. I’d recognize that sexy deep voice anywhere. Logan is standing just inside the door, looking as delicious as sin in tight jeans and a t-shirt that hugs his impressive chest. I run my hand across my lips, checking for drool, as I admire his bulging biceps. The tuxedo from last night was misleading. I knew he was big, but I had no idea he was BIG! My traitorous eyes drop down between his legs. Yep. The man is definitely big all over. I force myself to look back up at his face. 
 
    “Hi,” I say, resisting the urge to run again. Why is he here? Why now? He looks like sex on a stick and I look like I’ve spent the last hour packing up paintings. I’m sweating, I’m not wearing makeup, and my frazzled hair is being somewhat controlled by being forced into a ponytail. 
 
    “I wanted to help you pack,” he says, and looks around at the bare walls. “Looks like I’m a little late.” 
 
    I nod. “Yeah, they have to set up for another show in a little while.” I narrow my eyes at him. “How did you know I’d be here?” 
 
    He smiles. “Your friend told me you’d be here.” 
 
    I mutter a few choice words about my ‘friend’. 
 
    His smile widens. “Don’t be too angry with her. I offered her five thousand dollars for your address.” He shrugs. “She turned it down.” 
 
    I blink. I had to hear that wrong. Or maybe I owe Cyn a really nice birthday present. 
 
    “Why did you want my address?” 
 
    “I wanted to invite you over for dinner.” 
 
    Yeah, right. “Just dinner?” 
 
    He flashes a mischievous grin. “I thought we could see where the evening might take us.” 
 
    His eyes roam slowly up and down my body, and I squeeze my thighs together at the sudden warmth between my legs. “That could be interesting,” I say, my voice a bit breathy. 
 
    His eyes flash, revealing the same hunger he had last night. He pulls a card from his back pocket and places it on the empty reception desk near the door. “My place. Tonight. Seven.” His eyes manhandle my body again, and then he turns and leaves. I gasp when I see how those tight jeans hug his ass. And that voice, that dominant tone. As if there’s no chance I’d say no to his dinner . . . invitation? No. More like a dinner demand. And he’s right. 
 
    I make up my mind right there, as butterflies take flight in my tummy and a hungry fire ignites between my legs, my mind going back to our time in the back room. It doesn’t matter that I’m broken. I want this man. I know I can’t have forever with him, but dammit, I’m going to have one night with him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10  
 
    Logan 
 
      
 
    I wipe my hands on the dish towel, glancing at the clock as I hear a tentative knock at the front door. I smile. She’s right on time. 
 
    As I approach the door, I can tell she’s nervous. I see her blurry outline shift her weight from one foot to the other through the frosted glass in the door. 
 
    I open the door and forget to breathe for a minute or two. She’s dressed in a form-fitting white dress that hugs her curves in all the right places. Her hard nipples press against the material as her eyes roam up and down my body. A slow smile spreads across her face before she meets my eyes and blushes. 
 
    “You look just as handsome in jeans and a t-shirt as you do a suit,” she says softly. 
 
    I smile and step back, inviting her in with a gesture. “And you look just as . . . delicious as you did the first time I laid eyes on you.” 
 
    Her blush deepens and I resist the urge to tear her dress from her body and take her right there. 
 
    And then I decide, fuck it. Dinner can wait. I’m hungry for dessert. She gasps as I press her against the wall, my lips crashing against hers. She moans as my tongue dances with hers. I slide my hands down and around, taking her luscious ass in my hands and pulling her tight against me. 
 
    I break the kiss and nip her jaw. “I can’t wait any longer. I fucking need you. Now.” 
 
    Before she has a chance to respond, I sweep her off the floor. She squeals. “Oh my god,” she says breathlessly. “Put me down. You’ll hurt yourself.” 
 
    I chuckle. “Oh. I’ll put you down all right.” 
 
    I carry her into my bedroom and toss her on the bed. Immediately, I pull my shirt off and kick off my shoes. I nod at her. “That dress looks great on you. It’ll look even better on the floor next to the bed.” 
 
    A slow smile spreads on her face, her eyes flashing with hunger as she stares at my muscular chest. She quickly slides out of her dress and I can’t help but groan. She’s wearing a bra and panties that are lacy and as white as freshly fallen snow. She looks so fucking pure and innocent. And I can’t wait to corrupt her. 
 
    I unbutton my jeans and let them fall. Skylar gasps as my thick cock stands tall, bobbing in the air toward her. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she says softly. 
 
    I join her on the bed. “That’s the idea, beautiful.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11  
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    Holy hell. Logan’s long, thick cock fills my vision as he crawls onto the bed, looking at me like a predator look at prey. And I can’t help but imagine that throbbing shaft filling something else. If it’s able to. It has to be too big. I mean, I’m not a virgin but I never imagined a cock this big existing outside of porn movies. 
 
    Logan takes my legs and raises them in the air, resting my ankles on his broad shoulders. He kisses my left ankle, and then my right, alternating as he slowly begins working his way up. I tremble as I watch him, his eyes never leaving mine. The soft but insistent press of his lips against my skin makes me shiver in the most delicious way. 
 
    As he works his way higher, he slowly lowers his body, until his magnificent chest is against the mattress as his slow trek up my legs continues. I bite back a gasp when he gets above my knees and a wicked smile slowly appears on his lips. When he reaches my thighs, his tongue joins the party, lightly flicking against my skin as he moves closer and closer to my center, which is now throbbing with an irresistible need. 
 
    I moan as Logan’s mouth finally reaches its destination, my eyes devouring his muscular shoulder and back as he licks my juices from thighs. 
 
    “So fucking good,” Logan moans before running his tongue up my slit from my ass to my clit. 
 
    “Oh god,” I gasp, grasping the cover on the bed with shaky fingers as he slowly runs his tongue up and down my pussy lips. 
 
    I reach down and run my fingers through Logan’s dark hair as his tongue traces an agonizingly slow circle around my clit and moan his name when he slowly slides a finger inside me. 
 
    “I want to taste you again,” Logan says before wrapping his lips around my clit and sucking it into his mouth. 
 
    My fingers tighten in his hair, my nails scraping his scalp, as heat built deep in my core. “Logan,” I gasp, panting heavily. I groan as another finger enters me, his fingers moving faster. The tip of his tongue attacks my clit as he continues sucking it between his lips. “Oh god,” I groan, my orgasm approaching like a runaway train. I arch my back, raising my hips, pressing my pussy against his face, as I come. Logan moans, moving down slightly, catching my essence with his lips and tongue. 
 
    I release his hair from the death grip I had it in as he slides up my body, covering my hips and tummy and breasts with kisses until his hips are between mine. I moan as the thick head of his cock slides between my pussy lips.  
 
    “I need you,” I whisper. 
 
    “You have me,” Logan says, his gray eyes staring intently into mine. He slides one hand down my side, sending a shiver of desire through me, and then raises that leg up, resting it on his broad shoulder. Before I can ask about this new position, he slowly presses forward, his thick cock stretching me wide. 
 
    I moan, long and low, my brain short-circuiting as pure pleasure courses through my body. I feel fuller than I’ve ever felt in my life, and still Logan presses on. I wrap my arms around him, digging my nails into his back. I squeeze my eyes shut as the pressure builds in me, like a balloon about to pop. Logan growls as he finally slides himself fully inside me, and that simple sound of primal satisfaction sends me over the edge. 
 
    Before I even have a chance to recover, Logan begins sliding his full length in and out of me. My toes curl and I drag my nails down his back as another orgasm follows the last one. “Coming,” I gasp. “Coming, coming, coming.” 
 
     I scream his name as his pace increases. I feel his full balls slap my ass. For a second, I realize we didn’t use protection. And then I come again and I don’t give a fuck. I’d gladly have this sex god’s babies. 
 
    Without slowing down, Logan leans down, pressing his lips to mine. I can taste myself on his tongue before he pulls back, a fierce look on his face. “Tell me you’re mine.” 
 
    “I’m yours,” I moan, his thick cock driving me toward another orgasm. 
 
    “And I’m yours,” he growls, slamming into me with a final thrust as he spills his seed inside me. 
 
    The orgasm I had been holding back, waiting for him, escapes from me and my mind shatters in bliss. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12  
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    I snuggle against Logan’s chest, my body still basking in the glow of our lovemaking. And that’s what it was. I thought I’d be content with one night. But now I know one night will never be enough. His arm is a comforting weight that holds me close to him. I could wait until he falls asleep and sneak out. Run from flaws once again. But I can’t do that. Just the thought of being without him makes me feel empty inside. And I want more than one night with him, I have to risk losing everything. I have to tell him the truth. 
 
    I sit up in bed, pulling the sheet over my bare breasts, which seems silly after what we just did, but I can’t help it. “I have a confession to make.” 
 
    “You’re going to run away again as soon as my back is turned?” He smiles, joking, unaware of how desperately I want to do exactly that. 
 
    “I’m broken,” I say. I look at him, nibbling on my bottom lip nervously. 
 
    Logan loses the smile and sits up with me, reaching out and taking my hand in his. “You’ve mentioned that.” He squeezes my hand. “What makes you think that?” 
 
    I close my eyes, the moment that changed my life flashing through my memory. I open my eyes and look at him, momentarily getting lost in his steel-gray eyes. “I have a question . . . but I’ll only ask it if you promise just to answer it. No questions or anything about it.” 
 
    Logan nods. “You can ask me anything.” 
 
    “Are your eyes really gray?” 
 
    His eyes look into mine. He pauses for just a second, and then I see a flicker of something. I’m not sure what, but it almost looks like he just realized something. 
 
    He smiles. “Yes, they are.” 
 
    I nod, relieved, unable to keep the small smile off my face. It’s nice to know I’m seeing the actual color when I look at him. I nod again, bracing myself. “I’m Umbra.” 
 
    He nods, that flicker of understanding appearing in his gaze again. “You have achromatopsia.” 
 
    I blink. “How . . . just how?” 
 
    Logan smiles. “When I’m not hanging around art galleries, I run Brighton Medical, a medical tech firm.” 
 
    “Oh. Wow. My mom has one of your artificial heart valves.” 
 
    He nods. “The company explores a wide range of medical disciplines.” he reaches out and caresses my cheek. “Were you born with it?” 
 
    I shake my head. “When I was in elementary school, around the Fourth of July, some jackass threw a firecracker at me. Maybe he was being a dick, maybe it was an accident. Either way, it exploded right in front of my face. I was completely blind for about a month. When my vision came back” — I shrug — “I saw a world without color.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean you’re broken.” 
 
    I start to object but his lips capture mine as he lays me back down. His hand slides between my legs. “You think you’re broken because you only see black and white?” His fingers slowly slide up and down my suddenly wet slit. “You think maybe you don’t have talent because you’re somehow ‘cheating’ with what you paint?” His thumb presses against my clit as he slides a finger inside me. I moan as my inner muscles clench around the intruder. 
 
    “Your way of using shades of black and white to capture a scene is unique,” he says, beginning to slowly move his finger in and out of my tight channel. “I’ve seen others try but none come close to capturing the depth and detail that you do. It’s a rare talent.” His finger moves faster. “You’re very talented.” He leans over me and flicks his tongue across a hard nipple. “You just can’t accept it . . . but you will.” 
 
    His tongue traces a slow circle around my other nipple, and then his finger begins to slow down. I gasp, squeezing my thighs against his arm as he pulls back until just the tip of his finger rests within the walls of my throbbing pussy. 
 
    “No,” I whine, desperate for release. “I need you. Don’t stop.” 
 
    Logan’s thumb ghosts lightly over my clit. I arch my hips against him, moaning. 
 
    “Please, Logan,” I gasp. “I need to come.” 
 
    He smiles, sliding just a bit more of his finger inside me. “And you will. Just as soon as you say you’re not broken.” 
 
    I groan, trying to slide down against his hand, trying to capture more of him, but his finger retreats with every forward movement I make. “Logan,” I gasp. I shake my head, desire and doubt warring inside me. 
 
    Without any warning, Logan’s finger pistons in and out of my hungry pussy three times hard and fast. Just three times. And then he stops. 
 
    “I’m. Not. Broken,” Logan whispers, his thumb sliding slowly up and down my slit. 
 
    I grab his arms, my nails sinking into his biceps. I know I can’t hurt him but I squeeze tight anyway, leaving little half moons in his skin. My body’s on fire, my pussy throbbing, desperate to be filled, to be fucked. I’m panting like I just ran a mile. I’m right on the edge, just needing the slightest touch to send me over. I’ve never needed to be fucked so bad in my life. 
 
    “I’m not broken,” I say softly, my voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    His finger begins moving in and out of my hot channel. Slowly. So excruciatingly slow. “Louder,” he says. 
 
    “I’m not broken,” I gasp out, just a little louder. 
 
    I groan when his finger slows down. 
 
    “Not enough,” he says. 
 
    “I’m not broken,” I shout at the top of my lungs. “I’m not broken, and I need to come. Please, Logan, make me come. I’m not broken. I just need — fuccck!” 
 
    With a sexy smirk on his face, Logan begins fingerfucking me like a man possessed. His thumb brushes over my clit as he slides another finger inside, curling them up. I can’t hold back a long low moan as he applies just the right amount of pressure to my g-spot. 
 
    “You’re not broken,” Logan says, his voice ragged and harsh, thick with lust. “You’re talented. And you’re beautiful. And you’re mine, Skylar. All mine.” His mouth captures mine in a hungry kiss as I come around his fingers. I moan loudly into his mouth, my orgasm still racking my body as he slides between my legs, his thick cock sliding in, filling me, giving me what I need. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue  
 
    Skylar 
 
      
 
    One year later . . . 
 
      
 
    “Sky! Come see.” 
 
    I walk quickly down the hall, anxious to see. I enter the room that used to be an empty spare bedroom, adjusting my glasses on my nose as I slide them on. 
 
    Logan is standing at the far wall, dressed in paint-spattered jeans and a white t-shirt that clings to his muscles. He’s holding a paint roller in one hand, looking at me with a big smile on his face. “What do you think?” 
 
    I look at the sunshine-yellow streaks on the wall and smile. “It’s perfect. The sun will shine through the windows in the morning and make the whole room bright and cheery.” 
 
    It’s fitting because it captures perfectly how I felt when the pregnancy test said we were expecting. I pull the glasses off and set them on the chest of drawers against the wall. They were a wedding present from Brighton Medical. I don’t wear them all the time, even though I could. Although they let me see color, I’m used to my world of blacks and grays and whites. However, there are times when it’s nice to see color, like when your husband is showing off what color the nursery will be. It will be especially nice to not have to ask what color our son or daughter’s eyes are. 
 
    Logan comes up and kisses me passionately. I moan, feeling that familiar heat between my legs. “I want you,” I whisper against his cheek. 
 
    “I want you too,” he says, flashing me a grin. “I want you to get out of here.” He waves at the door. “Go on. You’re pregnant with our child. You don’t need to be smelling paint fumes.” 
 
    I give him another quick kiss and let him shoo me out of the room. I flash him a wink as I walk out the door, beginning to slowly unbutton my shirt. “We’ve got seven months before the baby arrives. Feel like taking a break?” I drop my shirt in the hall and disappear around the corner. I smile as I hear the paint roller drop on the floor. 
 
    **** 
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