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        Welcome to Lucky…where danger lurks in the shadows.

      

      

      I hope you enjoy this series! It’s full of suspense, thrilling intensity, sweet moments, and most importantly, that happily ever after. You can always expect that from me. I am a sucker for a happy ending. But I also love my suspense, so don’t expect the journey to be easy. If you want to stay connected with me, make sure you sign up for my newsletter [image: love letter] HERE! I’d love for you to be a part of my news family!
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      Sighing heavily, he closed the folder wondering why life had to be so cruel. Innocence, beauty, and a sweet abundance of happiness ripped from the little girl before she had a chance to live. Ten years old. Too young to have died.

      “Knock, knock, Sheriff. I hate to bother you, but her uncle’s here.” Deputy Thomas Bolton pushed the door open a bit and stuck his head in.

      “Thanks, Bolt. I’ll be right out,” Logan replied with a nod.

      Bolt nodded back and popped his head out of the door. Logan placed a tiring hand on the folder, stood up, and walked out of his office to handle what he never thought he’d see in this small town. He grew up in Lucky, lived most of his life in this great town, only venturing out a few years in Minneapolis as a beat cop. That’s where reality slammed into him, sending him home to his tranquil sanctuary.

      He saw death, hatred, abuse, cruelty, and just too many other things he wished to forget. Living in that ugliness had weaved a misery inside himself he didn’t like feeling. Peace, small-town happiness, the random idiocy, petty squabbles. Now that he could live with.

      When he walked into the sheriff’s office just days after moving back, asking for a deputy position, Sheriff Bob Overly had jovially accepted him into their family—a tight-knit place with only two deputies, and Charlotte, the queen of the front desk. Five years later, at the age of thirty-three, Logan found himself in the sheriff’s position when Bob retired, and the small county of Fortune graciously voted him in. He hadn’t even put his name on the ballot, but the county took it upon themselves to do it for him. Or more like Charlotte had without his permission after he heard a few whispers around Lucky. The county had loved Bob as their sheriff, and two years into his term, they loved him as well.

      Running a ragged hand over his face, he released a calm breath and pasted on a friendly smile as he turned the corner to the front area. The walk from his office, located at the hallway’s end, wasn’t far enough. The dreadful conversation he was about to have plagued him, it made him wish he could walk right out the door.

      “Mr. Thomas, I’m Sheriff Caldwell. I’m sorry we have to meet under these circumstances,” Logan said, holding his hand out to shake hands with the man.

      “My niece…where’s her body?” He choked the words out, barely speaking above a whisper.

      “She’s currently at the clinic, sir. We’re a small town here in Lucky. We don’t have a coroner’s office or a hospital. Thank you for coming so quickly.”

      “Does an autopsy need to be done? I want everything to...what the hell happened, Sheriff?”

      “Would you like to talk in my office, Mr. Thomas?” Logan gestured a hand toward the hallway he just came from. Not that Charlotte would judge the man as she sat behind her desk, but sometimes privacy was called for.

      “No. I want answers, Sheriff. Then I want to get the hell out of here with my niece,” Mr. Thomas said, his voice becoming stronger.

      “I’ve never had a problem with your brother-in-law, Mr. Thomas. No calls of service to that residence. No reports from the school of anything unusual. I want you to know if I had come across any of that, it would’ve been taken care of. Unfortunately, nobody in town suspected anything. There’s no need for an autopsy. I witnessed most of it myself. Early this morning, we received a report of shots fired at their residence. Mr. Baxter was standing on the porch when I arrived, the gun pointed at his head. I saw your niece Brittany lying in the front yard with multiple gunshot wounds to the chest. Before I could even utter a word to Mr. Baxter, he shot himself. Brittany was already dead, Mr. Thomas. If you would like an autopsy done, I can arrange that,” Logan said, looking the man in the eye the entire time. Talking about a death, any death, especially the death of a child was difficult. He was no coward. Looking the man in the eye was the least he could do.

      “No, that’s fine, Sheriff. I should’ve known something was wrong. Her mother…my sister…dying last year. Brittany struggled with her death. I never really cared for Baxter, but he was her father. It’s not like I could just take her home with me. She never said he was abusive, but I knew she was unhappy. I should’ve known something like this would happen. I should’ve.”

      Logan placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. “It’s not your fault, Mr. Thomas. I wish I had known as well. But the sad reality is, how could any of us have known? You can’t blame yourself. Think of your niece with happy memories. That’s what she would want. I can walk with you to the clinic if you’d like to see her. I can help with the arrangements for her funeral. You tell me what you need, and I’ll help.”

      “I’d like to walk myself, Sheriff. You’ve done enough. Throw some fire on Baxter’s body and let him rot in hell. That’s the only thing I need you to do.” Without waiting for a response, he turned around and stomped out of the building.

      “Damn! You dealt with that on a daily basis in the Cities. I don’t know how you did it, Logie,” Charlotte said with awe.

      Logan looked over at her. “Char-Char, I never dealt with that on a daily basis. If I did, I would’ve never lasted five years down in the Cities like I did. Did I see death? Yes. But that just now, that was hard. This is my town, and I can’t believe this happened.”

      “Must you call me Char-Char?” Charlotte said with a sliced tone, even as she smiled.

      “Must you call me Logie?”

      Charlotte pierced her eyes in a measuring manner, then laughed. “I sure do love you, Sheriff. You can’t prevent all tragedies. Just like you told him, it’s not your fault.”

      “It’s my job to keep the county safe, to keep it in peace. And I feel like I failed today.” He looked at the door where Mr. Thomas had walked out wishing he had never walked in to begin with.

      He loved this small town with all his heart, and now it was tarnished with a horrible memory. Lucky, MN, population 381. Rarely did a newcomer move in and announce, “This is it. This is the place where I want to be.” Most people, if a chance presented itself, moved out. This town provided nothing for advancement, only peace, friendliness, and a sense of community. If that’s what a person wanted, they stayed. If they didn’t, they hightailed it out of town without a backward glance. He suddenly wanted to do that.

      “Why are you still here? Leave already,” Charlotte said with annoyance.

      “You are the bossiest woman I know, besides Kat. I thought I was the sheriff here.”

      “You are the sheriff. A damn fine one, too. But if I recall correctly, which I have an excellent memory, your vacation started today. You shouldn’t even be in the office standing in front of my beautiful face.”

      “I need to be here. A little girl died today. I’ll leave when I know Mr. Thomas needs nothing else from me.”

      “I don’t know how you survived in the Cities. You’re such a damn softie,” Charlotte said with a grin.

      “I don’t know how I did either, Charlotte.” He glanced one more time at the door with Mr. Thomas’s forlorn look imprinted in his mind. “I’ll be in my office if anyone needs me. Let me know right away if Mr. Thomas needs me for anything. And I mean anything, Charlotte. Don’t you dare take care of anything for me without asking.”

      Charlotte placed a hand on her chest, feigning innocence. “Me...do that? Never.”

      Logan shook his head, laughing, as he walked back to his office.
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      She saw the sun dipping down into darkness and wanted to scream to the heavens to stop the movement. The light was her freedom. It would show her the way out. She had suffered the darkness for far too long. She didn’t want to suffer in it anymore.

      A twig snapped.

      Turning her head slightly, she saw nothing in her vision, peripheral or otherwise. Focusing ahead, she tried to run faster through the woods before he caught up to her. He had to be in pursuit. She didn’t stick around to find out if he heard her finally get the door open. She just ran and never looked back. And she decided, as another twig broke, she wasn’t going to look back now either. Going back into that room was not an option. Seeing the darkness, living in the darkness again, was not an option.

      A branch hit her cheek. A soft cry echoed around the brisk night as she stumbled. Correcting herself before she went head first into the ground, she continued to run. Her feet would give out before she stopped running. She would stop for nothing, or she would die. She knew it with every breath in her body. If he found her, he would kill her.

      Stumbling again, over a small log this time, she thankfully managed to stay afoot. Each step brought her further away from the madness, yet brought the sun ticking down from the sky, cloaking her in a darkness that threatened to paralyze her. She couldn’t decide what was worse—difficulty seeing with the dark wrapping her up into the deep abyss. Or getting caught by the man who had been her daily terror for so long she couldn’t remember what day it was.

      Another sound ricocheted around the towering trees, louder than a twig breaking. Swiveling her head, unable to stop herself, she saw nothing. It didn’t matter. That movement was her undoing. Her foot stepped into a hole, plunging her forward and messed with her rhythm. With no time to correct herself, she fell hard to the ground. Dirt and leaves coated her body as she rolled, waiting for the momentum to stop, to get up, get back in her fluid pace of escape.

      But only the raging speed of rolling increased. She knew she hit trouble, hit her last thread of life, as she tumbled down the hill.
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      Logan shut the truck off, his hands lingering on the keys as he stared at his cabin. He loved this place. The town provided peace and a sense of home, but nothing could compare to his cabin. Nestled nicely fifteen miles out of town, deep in the woods with nothing but wildlife and the fresh outdoor air surrounding it, this place was his haven. If he truly wanted peace, this was where he came.

      Another heavy sigh left his body. How many times had he done that today? Too many. What a shitty way to start his vacation.

      Mr. Thomas had come back red-eyed and distraught from the clinic. Logan had taken over from that point on. He had arranged for the transport of Brittany’s body to Mr. Thomas’s hometown. He had filled out all the paperwork, made all the calls, and provided Mr. Thomas the relief that nothing would be left undone.

      He had also made a call to Mr. Baxter’s family, offering the same helpful gesture to them as he had for Mr. Thomas. It wasn’t their fault that Mr. Baxter was a bastard and killed his own daughter. Even with a few reminders of that to himself, he couldn’t shake the malicious feeling Baxter deserved nothing. No sympathy whatsoever. But in the end, they declined his help and his sympathy. They were ashamed, embarrassed to know what their son had done. The guilt had poured out in every word they spoke, just as it had in Mr. Thomas’s voice.

      Rubbing another hand over his face, he resisted the urge to slam his hand against the steering wheel. Wallowing in pity, if that’s what he wanted to call it, wouldn’t change the facts. It wouldn’t bring her back.

      He yanked the keys from the ignition and opened the door. This was his safe haven. The place he came to find peace. Allowing the day’s tragedy to fester would only ruin that. He had to move on. Brittany wasn’t coming back. He needed to accept it.

      He grabbed his bag from the cab of his truck. How could he move on? How could he live with himself? He was the sheriff, damn it! It was his job to see these things. To see the first signs of trouble and stop it before it turned into the ugliness he walked away from.

      Strolling to the cabin door, the cool night air swept through his hair and a little toward his heart. Nothing like a bit of the woods’ peacefulness to calm his soul. This was what he needed. A week of fresh outdoor air, mingling with nature and putting that horror behind him. Even though his vacation officially started the moment he left the office, he had his phone strapped to his hip just in case a call came through. He was the sheriff, after all.

      He had left Deputy Derek Graham in charge. He trusted him with the authority. Not to mention, Derek had the most experience within the department. The county should’ve voted Derek as the sheriff, not him. Except, Derek hadn’t wanted the sheriff’s position. He had kindly congratulated Logan on the win and breathed a sigh of relief. He liked deputy status and had no desire for anything else, even playing active sheriff while Logan was on vacation. Logan wouldn’t let him argue, reminding him that he had the most experience.

      Logan climbed the steps to the cabin, glancing around to appreciate the wilderness at its finest. A small disappointment swept through when he saw no wildlife—one of his favorite parts. How many times had he come up here with his father and seen a deer walk through as they sat on the porch? Too many times to count. A beautiful memory, each and every one. Rabbits, foxes, and even a few coyotes had walked by as well. It was always a sight to see. Why couldn’t one of those gorgeous creatures cross his path now? Something else to take the horrible sight of the little girl’s body out of his mind. He needed something to erase it all.

      Another small breath released as he made the last few steps to the door. The knob twisted with ease. It never crossed his mind to lock it. Nobody ventured up here. His little cabin was hidden from the world. Just as he liked it. He had formed the habit of locking his door in town, something he developed from the small stint in the Cities, but not here, there was no need. And if a wandering stranger felt the need to take refuge while Logan was away, then so be it. As long as they left it in the same state he had, he didn’t mind.

      He dropped his bag to the side and fumbled for the switch on the wall to his left. This was becoming ridiculous, the tension, the guilt that wouldn’t go away. He knew this cabin like the back of his hand. Why wouldn’t the pain go away already? Charlotte was right. It wasn’t his fault. He couldn’t have known that Mr. Baxter would kill his own little girl this morning. But he should’ve. That was the problem.

      No light illuminated the cabin when he flicked the switch up, and he cursed under his breath. Figures. Nothing wanted to go right for him today. That would make it easy. And nothing about this day had been easy.

      Heading to the kitchen on the right, he maneuvered to his left, walking around the table that he knew sat in the way, and bee-lined it to the cupboard below the sink. Grabbing the handle a little harder than necessary, he nearly fell on his ass when the knob flew off.

      “Are you...kidding me?” He threw the knob to the floor.

      He grabbed the other doorknob, opened it with less force than the first one, and shuffled around. The first smile of the day lit up his face when he found the box that he knew would have light bulbs. Triumph zapped his bones as he opened the lid. Just as swiftly, a nasty groan escaped. Completely empty.

      Tossing the box, perhaps even landing near the damn knob he threw, he slammed the door shut and ran a haggard hand over his face—no big deal. There were light bulbs in the bathroom as well. This wasn’t a bad sign of his first day of vacation. His first clue would’ve been the loss of the sweet innocence he had the misfortune to lay eyes on.

      Already adjusted to the darkness, he hustled to the bathroom down the hallway to the right. He didn’t bother to turn on the light, because really, the way his luck was going, it wouldn’t work anyway.

      Wrong choice. He stumbled as he collided with something solid.

      “What the hell?”

      Before he could process anything, he went down in a heap of pain as the woman lying on the bathroom floor kicked him in the knee.

      A painful moan escaped before he barely managed to dodge another kick issued by the woman. “Quit kicking me.”

      “Get out,” she screamed as she kicked again, nearly hitting him in the crotch.

      He managed to scramble back, jumping up with a quickness he learned from the many years of running track in high school, and groaned as his knee almost gave out. The woman’s leg geared for another shot at him. Instead of jumping back like she probably expected him to do, he jumped forward, landing on top of her. Her head hit the toilet’s bottom with a soft thud as he pressed his weight over her body and pinned her arms to her sides.

      “What the hell is the matter with you?” He inhaled a ragged breath, trying to find the strength to get through this ordeal. How much worse could this night get? The soft body beneath him made him sick to his stomach. He didn’t want to hold her down, but he also didn’t want to experience any more excruciating pain in his knee.

      “Get off me!”

      “No. You attacked me. For no damn reason, I might add. Who are you?”

      “I don’t have to tell you. Get off me.”

      Logan inhaled a patient breath. “I am not releasing you until you tell me who you are and what the hell you’re doing in my cabin.”

      “Your cabin?”

      “Yeah. I’m trying to start my vacation out right, and it’s been shit from the get-go. I can’t take much more. Now, I’m going to repeat it one more time, nicely. What are you doing in my cabin?”

      “Nicely? You’re pinning me to the floor. I wouldn’t exactly call that nicely.”

      Her body trembled. The wrenching sickness in his stomach increased. This was not his idea of a great vacation.

      “Well, you attacked me first. How can I be that nice if I have no idea if you’re going to kick me again? Are you going to kick me again?” He tried to relieve a little more of his weight off her but still maintained a good grip on her arms. The last thing he wanted to do was hurt her, regardless of the fact she had been kicking him.

      “Are you going to hurt me again?”

      “What are you talking about? I never hurt you to begin with. You kicked me first.”

      “You’re hurting me now. Your hands...they hurt where you’re holding me,” she whispered in a painful breath.

      He immediately let go of her wrists without issue, but made no move to lift his body off hers. Some answers first, and maybe a little more reassurance she wouldn’t kick him again. “I’m sorry. My intention was never to hurt you. Now, please. What are you doing in my cabin?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Work with me here. I don’t want to hold you down, but I want answers.”

      “Why should I tell you anything? Get off me. Maybe I will.”

      Logan leaned down. A few faint scratches littered her cheeks and forehead. If he had to guess, she was in her twenties, but it was hard to confirm his suspicions with the lights off. “You’ll tell me. I’m not getting off you until you do.”

      “Who made you the boss?”

      “I’m the sheriff. Doesn’t get much bossier than that. Now, who the hell are you?” Logan’s tone issued no argument.

      “I don’t know.”

      “I swear...”

      “I don’t say that to be smart. I truly don’t know. I have no idea where I am. I found this cabin and the door was open...” she paused as tiny tremors flowed beneath him. “I don’t know who I am. I can’t remember anything.”
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      Logan jerked from the admission, rushing off her and back toward the door. “Let’s start over. I hope the bathroom light works. I can’t take much more.”

      He found the light switch with ease and flicked it up. The bright lights briefly pinned his eyes in a glare until he adjusted them enough to get a good look at the woman.

      Sitting up against the toilet, her arms wrapped tightly against her stomach, he tried to hide his flinch. Her hair was matted, twisted in knots and snarls with a few twigs and leaves mixed in. As he originally thought, scratches, nicks, and a few smears of blood covered her face. Her clothes, if one could call the rags she wore clothes, hung from her body loosely. He assumed at one time, the dress may have been a bright white, but now it was dark gray with holes sprinkled around, the edges tattered.  Her legs were tucked underneath her, not providing much of a view. He didn’t need to see. He could discern enough from what he already saw.

      “I’m not going to hurt you. I swear. I’m Sheriff Logan Caldwell. We’re in Lucky, Minnesota. Do you know the town?” He figured the best thing at the moment would be to keep his distance. Get her calm. The fear in her eyes tore his heart up. Yet, he had felt her bravery, heard it in every word she said.

      “No.”

      “What’s the last thing you remember?”

      “I don’t know.”

      Logan ran a hand through his hair. “What’s your favorite color?”

      She burrowed her brows in confusion. “I don’t know.”

      “You remember absolutely nothing? Where you’re from or anything at all about yourself? Am I understanding you clearly?”

      “Yes.”

      Logan nodded, at a loss for words. He’d seen plenty in his life, but he had never come across this before. Memory loss—of everything.

      “Can I come closer? Can I take a look at some of your injuries? I want to make sure nothing requires immediate attention.”

      She leaned back, trying to ward off any potential touch. “I’m fine.”

      A small corner of his mouth turned up with amusement. “Fine, huh? You’re covered in scratches, bruises, blood, and who knows what else. You don’t look fine to me. I said I wouldn’t hurt you and I mean it. Jumping on you before was only to protect myself. I didn’t mean to hurt you if I did. I just want to help. Let me help.” His last words came out rough as he ran another hand through his hair. Just once today, he wanted to feel like he could help.

      “Why do you care? Just leave.”

      “Let’s get something straight here. I’m not leaving. This is my cabin, and if anyone’s leaving, it’s you. Not to mention, I’m the sheriff. It’s my job to help people. I already managed to fail this morning, so I’m not failing now. If you won’t let me look, then I’ll just call the damn doctor.”

      He turned to leave when she sputtered, “Please don’t.”

      Glancing back, she stood gingerly, barely managing the feat without cringing in pain, and took a seat on the toilet. A laugh wanted to escape, but he held his face as neutral as possible. Laughing at her wouldn’t go over well. Had she known the lid was already down? He imagined it would’ve given her additional pain to fall butt first into the toilet.

      “Maybe it’s best if a doctor has a look. I’m no doctor. The fact you can’t remember anything is very concerning.”

      “I’m embarrassed as it is. If you want to look to make yourself happy, then look. I don’t want to see a doctor. I won’t,” she said firmly and went back to wrapping her arms tightly around her waist.

      “Don’t be embarrassed. I’m sure it’s not your fault for whatever happened to you,” Logan said, stepping closer to her, limping a little as he did. Ignoring the refusal to see a doctor seemed wise, as he needed her to stay calm and cooperative.

      “I could’ve asked for it.”

      Logan knelt in front of her. A strange urge overwhelmed him. Before he could stop himself, he placed a gentle hand on her cheek. “Nobody asks for this. Have you even looked down at your body? I’m afraid to see what’s underneath this rag.”

      She turned her head away at his touch.

      “I won’t hurt you.” He gently reached for her arm, almost prying it away from her waist. There was no masking the cringe this time when he saw the deep bruises circling her wrist. The scratches, nicks, and tiny abrasions covering her body said nothing like the bruises covering her wrist.

      When he made no move to do anything else but stare, she glanced at him. “What are you doing?”

      “Trying to wrack my brain who would restrain a beautiful, innocent woman like you,” he replied, in a barely audible voice.

      “I’m not beautiful.”

      He reached for her other arm, gently holding that one as he looked at it, the same deep bruises marring that wrist as well. “Beauty isn’t always what you see on the outside, sweetheart.”

      “I...I wish I could remember who I am.”

      “I wish you could, too. I would love nothing better than to jack the bastard up who hurt you like this.”

      “Is it normal for the sheriff to jack someone up?”

      Flickering a quick look at her, a corner of her mouth tipped up, shining a bit of happiness to the day for once. “No. But I’ve had a shitty day. I think I deserve to give a little ass-whooping, sheriff or not.”

      She made no response except to lift her mouth a little higher. He offered a weak smile in return as he went back to perusing her body. Uncomfortable just whipping off the rags she wore, he ventured a look at her legs. He found more bruises of varying sizes with additional scratches and abrasions. Trailing downward, he saw blood peeking between her toes. He let go of her arms and reached for her foot. Another grimace was impossible to hide when he saw the tender part of her foot bleeding with cuts and bruises, a few pebbles and splinters still embedded on her sole. He gently lowered her foot, knowing he didn’t need to see the other one. It would look the same.

      “What do you remember?” He held up a hand to stop her from speaking. “And I don’t want to hear I don’t know. How did you find my cabin?”
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        * * *

      

      “Please, talk to me,” he whispered as he lowered his hand.

      Did that mean he was finished looking for injuries? After the initial terror had left, she had enjoyed his touch somewhat. He had been gentle, calming the pain that littered her body. Even thinking of when he straddled her body when she attacked him, he had been gentle, keeping his heavy weight from crushing her.

      “I don’t know...” She put her hand up this time to stop him from interrupting. “It’s so easy to say that because when you don’t know your own name, what else can you say?”

      “Just take your time. We’ll figure this out. I need to know what you do remember. Or is kicking me in the knee the first thing you recall?” he asked with a short grin.

      “I’ll have you know, you kicked me first.”

      “I did not.”

      “Yes, Sheriff, you did. I felt a shoe wedge in my leg, jolting me…and I kicked you back in defense.”

      He sighed heavily. “Okay, I concede. When you put it that way, I kicked you first, but that was an accident. I’m sorry if I contributed to any additional pain you may be experiencing.”

      “You didn’t.” She smiled weakly, appreciating the tender tone of his voice. So soothing, calming her even further. “The only thing I remember is waking up in the dark and trees towering over me. My mind was blank. I could barely function because I just felt this blinding terror. I had no idea what was going on. I got up and just started walking. After a short while, I saw this cabin. The door was unlocked...and...and I don’t know. I just stumbled around until I fell. I guess I blacked-out or something.”

      “That’s good. That’s a start. We’ll figure this out.”

      “You sound so sure.”

      “Well, I have to be sure. Otherwise, I might freak out. You don’t want to see that, do you?”

      A small sound, almost like a laugh, escaped her lips. “I can’t picture you freaking out over anything.”

      “Hmm...well, I have my moments,” he said with a small chuckle. His smile dimmed as he glanced at her wrists. “It looks like you were restrained. We should still get you to the doctor. You have a lot of small injuries that I can see. Probably more that I can’t.”

      Fear, a fear so deep she had no idea why it pulsed through her veins. A doctor? She didn’t want to see a doctor. Pulling her arms around her chest, she cowered away from him. “Please, Sheriff, please. I don’t want to.”

      “Hey, it’s okay. It’s okay,” he whispered, grabbing her arms and gently loosening her grip until they rested lightly on her lap. She shivered from the light caress as he wrapped his larger hands over her small bruised hands and gave another heavy sigh.

      “You’re hurt. In a lot of places. Your feet...I have no idea how you even walked. What happens...what happens...” he cleared his throat, unable to finish the sentence.

      She stared again, fascinated at his hands. She could stare at his hands all day, the sheer size of them, the softness that wrapped around her fingers. So relaxing. They looked large when she stared at them earlier, but now she knew how truly large they were. “What happens, what? What are you trying to say?”

      “What happens if you were touched in an unwanted manner?”

      The fear jumped out of nowhere. His grip tightened, dispelling the shivers. “You mean raped?” she whispered, just barely.

      “Yes,” he whispered back.

      Suddenly, she stopped shaking. A tremendous amount of fear swarmed around her, but not that kind. “I hurt in a lot of places, Sheriff. But not there. I can’t explain the reason, but I don’t think that happened to me.”

      “But you don’t know⁠—”

      “Please, Sheriff. I don’t want to. Please.”

      “Can you call me Logan? Sheriff sounds so official,” he said, offering another gentle smile.

      “Well, you’re asking questions in the official capacity.”

      “True, but I’d still feel better if you called me Logan. Why don’t you want to see a doctor?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “That’s becoming your favorite saying. Can you pick a new one?” he asked with a light teasing tone.

      “You say doc…ter and my insides cringe with fear,” she said with a shiver. If she had to start kicking him again, she would. No doctor. Never.

      “Are you scared of me, too?” He almost pulled his hands away when she grasped his hands with a painful squeeze.

      “You have a very gentle touch. Even when you manhandled me.”

      “I did not manhandle you. I was trying to thwart any further kicking, but I’m glad I didn’t hurt you because that was never my intention.”

      “I’m sorry for kicking you.”

      “Don’t be. You have every right to defend yourself.” He looked down at their hands. “Well, if you won’t go to the...you know where...then let me help you. We need to clean these wounds. I don’t want you developing an infection of some kind. Just let me help you somehow.”

      “You really have this need to help.”

      “I do. Today, more than any other day.”

      The sadness in his voice. The pain in his eyes. What put it there?

      “Why?”

      “It wasn’t a good day.”

      She nodded, knowing she wouldn’t be able to coax the answer out of him. It didn’t matter anyway. He let the doctor topic drop. “I don’t think I can stand in a shower,” she said lightly.

      “No, I imagine you can’t. I’ll start you a bath. I’ll grab you a towel and some of my clothes for now. When you’re done, I can help put salve on some of these wounds. How about that, sweetheart?”

      She nodded. His soft touch and soothing words made it unnecessary to say anything else. A deep smile, the first one of the night, punctured his face as he gently released her hands. He turned the water on in the tub, found the right temperature, then turned the plug closed.

      He gave her another smile and dipped outside of the bathroom, coming back a few seconds later. “Here’s a towel. I’ll let you take a bath. Just holler if you need me. Do you need help...getting in?” he asked as he hung up the towel near the tub.

      “No. Thank you, Logan.”
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        * * *

      

      He started to walk out when he turned around. “Light bulbs. The living room light is out.” A quick look underneath the sink had him smiling as the other box of light bulbs sat neatly waiting for him. “Bathroom’s all yours.”

      She didn’t move a muscle. When he finally closed the door, he couldn’t stop seeing the fear in her eyes. Would she be able to make it into the tub without a problem?

      A huge gulp of air did nothing to relax him. Perhaps occupying his time by changing the light bulb would help.

      No memory, bruised body...those wrists.

      He pulled his phone out, switched the flashlight function on, and placed it on the table for enough light to see what he was doing. A loud scraping sound filled the room as he dragged a chair underneath the light fixture hanging in the middle of the room. A sharp pain attacked his knee as he stepped onto the chair.

      Quickly completing the mundane task didn’t help him forget about the woman in his bathroom like he wanted it to. What the hell happened to her? Where did he begin to start helping her? Useless. That’s how he felt. Still unable to help anybody. What kind of sheriff was he?

      Two more twists and the screw would be secure. Suddenly, a scream erupted. The screwdriver dropped from his hand as he scrambled down the chair. Shoving the door open, he jerked back a step. His mystery woman was on the floor, naked and crying.

      “Hey, honey, are you okay?” Ignoring the despair that wanted to consume him, he helped her sit up and tried not to stare at all the wounds covering her body. So many it tore at his heart.

      “I managed to get my dress off. It hurt to raise my arms, but I did it. When I went to stand, my feet gave out.” Her words came out in broken pieces as the tears streamed down her face.

      “I’ll help you. It’s going to be okay. I promise.” Not the way he planned on helping, but he couldn’t take it anymore. Gently scooping her into his arms, the world suddenly shifted. His heart immediately pounded with an emotion that he was unsure of. A painful breath left her mouth. “I didn’t make the water too warm, but it might sting a little. Some of your wounds are fresh.”

      She nodded into his chest, grabbing a fist full of his shirt. “I’m scared.”

      “Please don’t be. I won’t hurt you, I swear.”

      “That’s not what I meant,” she whispered, refusing to release the grip on his shirt.

      Damn, she needed to let his shirt go. Holding her like this—she just needed to let him go so he could put her in the tub. “What did you mean?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “We gotta work on that, sweetheart. This ‘I don’t know’ business,” he said with a soft laugh. “Let’s clean you up.”

      Bending onto his knees awkwardly, she grabbed him tighter. “You have to let go so I can put you in the bathtub. I won’t look.”

      “You already saw me when you busted in the bathroom,” she whispered into his chest.

      “No, I saw bruises, scratches, and a horrible amount of pain. I know you’re naked, but the only thing I feel and see is pain. Let me help. Let go.”

      She slowly released her grip. He sighed in relief and carefully lowered her into the water, hating the small cries that left her lips. As soon as he had her fully in the tub, he turned off the water. Good thing she screamed when she fell, not only to help her with her injuries but also to turn the water off. It had come close to overflowing.

      “I’ll be right back. I forgot to get you a washcloth.” He left briefly and came back in with a few washcloths. “Here.”

      “This is embarrassing, but will you help? It hurts to move,” she whispered.

      “I can…or I can call⁠—”

      “No, Logan! Please, I trust you. I’m not sure I have it in me to trust anyone else right now.” She grabbed hold of his arm resting on the tub’s side and held on tightly.

      Damn the fear. How could he take that away from her? The fact she trusted him already filled him with an emotion that words couldn’t describe. She had no reason to trust him—or anyone else. No memory, bruises everywhere. Why should she trust anyone at the moment? But she trusted him. His heart filled with an aching wonder.

      Not a pleasant task ahead of him, but he figured it would be far worse for her. A lingering fear swam in the depths of her eyes as she waited for his response. Her lower lip trembled, her eyes round with panic. He just wanted to scoop her back up and hold her until the fearful tension went away. The last thing she needed was to feel nervous. But shit, he was a little nervous himself.

      “Of course. I said I would help.”

      He covered her hand that held his arm in a deathlike grip, squeezed once, then slid his fingers underneath and lifted, almost having to pry her fingers from his arm. Instead of returning her hand to the water like he had intended, he found himself raising it to his lips. A sweet, gentle kiss that finally managed to wash away a bit of her fear.

      “You’re safe now. I won’t let anyone hurt you. I’ll do everything in my power to help you in any way I can.”

      “Thank you, Logan,” she said, barely above a whisper.
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        * * *

      

      When he was all done, his mind was as frazzled as his nerves. He grabbed the towel hanging from the hook and threw it over the toilet. Disappearing from the bathroom for a few seconds, he walked back in with another towel hanging over his shoulder. Without a word, he leaned down and scooped her into his arms.

      “Oh, my, Logan. You’re getting all wet. You could have waited for the water to drain.” She shivered in his arms, the water soaking him to the bone.

      “I’ll dry, honey. It’s only water.” He set her on the toilet lid and quickly wrapped the other towel around her. “Let me go get some clothes. I completely forgot about that. I don’t know where my brain is right now.”

      Walking back in with a pair of sweats and a large T-shirt, he grabbed the salve from the medicine cabinet and knelt in front of her. “I’m going to ask just to be sure, but do you want me to do this as well?”

      She nodded. The bath hadn’t been so bad. While he could’ve enjoyed looking at her naked body, all he had seen were bruises and pain. Now, having to touch her body some more, it was almost starting to get to him. As bad as it seemed, he wanted to touch her in a totally different way. An intimate way. That just made him sound like a jackass.

      Here she was, in pain, no memory, and he was thinking such horrible thoughts. Yet, she hadn’t pulled away or cringed once as he washed her body. Even now, as he covered her wounds, she didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned a little closer. Helping her only. He had to keep that in mind. There would be no other touching of any kind.

      A few embarrassing minutes later, since he had to move the towel a few times, he had dosed her with salve over every inch of her body. He grabbed the sweats. “All right, one leg at a time, darling.”

      “You keep doing that.” A shiver rippled throughout her body as his fingers brushed her skin, guiding a pant leg on.

      “Doing what? Am I hurting you?”

      “No. I mean, calling me different names...honey...sweetheart...darling.”

      Did he really? He hadn’t noticed. “Well, I don’t know your name. You don’t know your name. I don’t know what else to say, I guess. I’ll stop if it bothers you.”

      “It doesn’t bother me. It’s just strange. What happens if I never remember? Should I let everyone call me that?”

      “That’s your call. We can think of another name to call you until you remember.” He grabbed the T-shirt and carefully pulled it over her head. She did the rest.

      “And if I never do?”

      “You will. I will help you remember.”

      “Because you’re the sheriff and you like helping people.”

      “Yeah.” He grabbed the towel from underneath her shirt that he had kept wrapped around her as he dressed her. “Done. That wasn’t so bad.”

      “Says you. You weren’t naked the whole time, or in pain,” she said softly, a small crinkle forming on the corner of her lip.

      “You’re absolutely right. I should’ve done it naked. Maybe that would’ve helped,” he replied with a slight grin back.

      “And the pain part?” she asked with a slightly bigger grin.

      “Oh, I felt the pain, honey. Any man worth his salt would feel the pain.” His words were tender as he lifted a hand to caress her cheek. He stood up, put the salve back in the medicine cabinet, and turned to her with compassionate eyes. “Are you hungry?”

      “I don’t know.”

      He raised a brow, a smirk filtering in. “Your belly has no idea if it’s hungry?”

      “I guess I could eat.”

      “Good. Let’s fill you up. You look like you need it.” He didn’t wait for an answer as he scooped her into his arms. “You smell much better. I have to say I’m a damn good doc...nurse.”

      She chuckled into his chest as he carried her out of the bathroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      She watched as he moved around the kitchen in a graceful form. He never hesitated when reaching for something, clearly knowing where everything was located. She supposed most people probably acted like that in their own home. Living in one place, day in and day out, you just remembered where you put things. She couldn’t even remember her own name.

      He had a natural rhythm to the way he moved. Measured, yet smooth as he reached for a cupboard handle. Confidence in each mannerism as he grabbed a utensil or opened a drawer. Or the softness in his movements as he closed the fridge.

      Soft—just like his hands. He had been so gentle as he cleaned her. She had been captivated watching him lightly rub the washcloth over her body. She found it easier to linger on his gentle touch than the excruciating pain covering her body. And to her shocked mortification, she had enjoyed it. Not only had he cleaned her of the dirt, grime, and blood, he had sent a tingling sensation throughout her body. The way he had held her to his chest, so gentle, so sweet, so carefully. She wanted him to hold her again.

      He had tenderly laid her on the couch, given her a small smile, and left the room down the hallway. He came back with a pillow and blanket, then proceeded to the kitchen to make her food.

      It was a tiny cabin. One big main room connected the kitchen and living room as one, and a short hallway led to the only bedroom and bathroom. She smiled inside, grateful it was so tiny. She enjoyed watching him.

      She wanted to rest her head against the pillow, but she couldn’t turn her head away from him. He fascinated her, making her wonder if he treated his wife or girlfriend as gently and sweetly as he did her. The thought he had someone waiting for him pierced her heart with a deep aching pain.

      Forget thinking like that. There were bigger things to worry about. Like who the hell she was.

      Before she knew it, he slid something onto a small circular plate and walked over to her. “Now, my mom’s always a stickler about eating at the table. She says it’s a proper family thing to do. But I’m going to let that fact slide for tonight,” he said, giving her a wink as he handed her the plate.

      She gingerly smiled. “This smells divine. Grilled cheese. Who knew a grilled cheese sandwich could smell so divine?”

      “Well, I’m just thankful you recognized it and didn’t say ‘I don’t know’,” he said with a small grin.

      “What’s the ketchup for?”

      “What? You don’t eat ketchup with your grilled cheese? Don’t talk such nonsense with me,” he said with a short laugh. “If you’re still hungry, I can whip up something else. I’m a simple guy. Maybe this isn’t the right meal.”

      “I love it. Like I said, it smells divine.”

      “Well, to be honest, I thought it would make you feel better.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s silly now that I think about it. But when I was younger, I crashed my bike, pedal bike, really hard. So hard, I scraped the hell out of my knee. Blood gushing, gravel stuck in the skin. It was bad. I was a kid, no more than ten years old, but old enough to be considered big, you know. I cried like a baby. My mom cleaned me up, patched my boo-boo, as she called it then, and proceeded to make me a grilled cheese sandwich. It was my favorite meal as a kid. As soon as I saw it coming my way, the pain in my knee didn’t feel as bad. I thought of that and wanted to take the pain away.”

      Wow. He continued to confirm what a sweetheart he was. Her smile grew even larger. “You accomplished your goal. Thank you, Logan.”

      “Good. You enjoy. I’m going to pick up the kitchen.”

      She nodded and grabbed a triangle, smiling again at the way he prepared her meal. Simple and cute. His mom probably always cut his sandwich into two triangles as well. She dipped a small piece into the ketchup and took a bite. Pure deliciousness hit her taste buds. It may be a simple meal, by what he considered a simple man, but as her first memory of tasting food, it was delightful.

      She nibbled a few more bites when she heard him say, “I’m going to step outside and make a few calls. Will you be all right?”

      She jerked her head toward him, dropping the triangle. “Calls? Who? What’s going to⁠—”

      “Hey, hey, honey, calm down,” he said in a rush as he took quick even steps back to the couch and knelt by her. “What’s the matter? What brought the sudden panic?”

      “I don’t know.”

      He lifted a corner of his mouth in the delicious way she enjoyed. Every time she saw it, it made her insides burn with longing. Longing for his touch, his soft hands to cradle her cheek, or run down her arm, or clasp his hand firmly with hers. Longing for him to pull her into his arms, swaddling her body close to his. Longing for his sweet, calming words to run down her spine and settle in with reassurance. So much longing. She treasured that smile of his.

      “You don’t know. I swear, honey, you’re gonna bring me to my knees every time you say that.”

      “You’re already on your knees.”

      “The lady has jokes.” He touched a soft hand to her cheek. “I need to call my deputies.”

      “But—”

      He put a finger to her lips. “Let me finish. It doesn’t take a genius to paint a picture here. You have bruises on your wrists, which tells me you were restrained. You have bruises all over your body, which tells me you were subject to beatings or something of the sort. Leaves and twigs were in your hair, on your clothes, as well as small scratches here and there. That tells me you were running in the forest, possibly even tumbled a bit. When I put all of that together, I would say you were hidden somewhere in these woods and managed to escape. I need to find where you were held and who did this to you. If I can find the where, it will lead me to the who. And when I find this person...well, I’m the sheriff.”

      “And you’re gonna jack him up,” she said softly.

      “After seeing the extent of your injuries, I might do more than that. We need to find some answers. Don’t you want to know who you are?” he asked quietly.

      “Yes, but I’m scared. Strangely, you make me feel safe. I hate when you talk about someone else walking through that door.”

      “Don’t be. They’re all good people. I promise.”

      “Please, Logan. Please, don’t. I can’t...” She looked down to her lap to hide the tears that wanted to escape. “Please...”

      He placed a gentle hand on her face, lightly forcing her to look at him. “It goes against my better judgment to do that. That’s a very difficult thing you’re asking me. I should’ve called right away.”

      “Please, Logan...please. Not tonight,” she whispered as a tear slid down.

      He brought his hand up a little, wiping her tear away with ease. “Please, don’t cry. If you stop crying, I won’t call...until tomorrow. No arguments tomorrow. Are we clear?”

      She shook her head lightly, steeling her features into bravery. “Thank you.”

      “Finish your sandwich. Is it good?”

      “Just as divine as it smells,” she whispered, leaning her head into his hand he had yet to move.

      “You’re going to be my undoing, darling.” He rubbed his thumb over her cheek and then abruptly stood up. “It might get chilly tonight. October’s already been rearing its ugly head into winter. I’ll start a fire. Eat up.”

      She nodded as he walked away to the fireplace in front of them. She picked her triangle back up, took a small bite, and tried to get back into the delicious taste. It didn’t take long as she watched him build a fire as efficiently as he made her food. He hadn’t changed shirts yet, still wet from grabbing her out of the tub. The memory, cherishing it, as she didn’t have many, made her suddenly wish to be cradled in his arms again. He made her feel safe. When he talked about bringing her problems to other people, she couldn’t help but panic. She just wanted him to hold her and tell her it would be all right.

      “I’m going to step outside—” he raised his hand quickly to finish, “to get more wood. I promise not to call anyone without your knowledge. Do you trust me? That look on your face says otherwise right now.”

      She wanted to trust him. Just like she wanted her memories back. “I trust you, Logan. Just...it’s dark out.”

      “It is, but the wood is leaning against the cabin just around the corner. I’ll be within shouting distance. If you need me, just holler.”

      She nodded, afraid to say anything. He nodded back and walked outside. The soft click of the door had her dropping her sandwich again. As delicious as it tasted, she couldn’t eat another bite if she tried. Not with him outside in the dark. Oh, the darkness.

      A shiver consumed her. Why did the darkness terrify her?

      Only consuming half of a triangle, she felt horrible that she couldn’t muster another bite. The pillow felt divine as she rested against it and strained her ears to listen, to wait for anything. She wasn’t positive for what. He was taking too long. What if something happened to him? Was he hurt? Did he leave? Maybe he really did make a phone call.

      Shaking from the multitude of scenarios running through her mind, to her relief the cabin door finally opened. An armload of wood dangled in his embrace and a sweet smile directed right at her. “Miss me?”

      “If I said yes, would it go to your head?” she asked coyly.

      Where did that come from? She wasn’t sure, but his gorgeous smile had it popping out of her mouth without thought.
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      “Depends. If it’s because you were worried and scared, then no, I’d just feel bad. If it’s because you were dying to see my handsome face again, then maybe, yes,” he replied truthfully as he walked further into the living room. Why had he asked such a dumb question to begin with?

      The wood rumbled in the tiny confines as he tossed it into the wood box and turned toward her with his lip-curling smile. “Well, honey, you didn’t answer my question.” Because now his curiosity needed to know.

      “Maybe a little of both.”

      “Well, then I suppose I’ll let it go to my head a little,” he said, curling his lip up more.

      A smile lit up her eyes, making him feel slightly better inside for being so callous with his words. He shouldn’t tease her. Yet, when he thought about their tumultuous night, she had teased him on several occasions. Sometimes facing a mountain of terror, all you could do was find a modicum of humor.

      He went back to building a fire and tried to get her fear, her bruised body, and her horrifying cries out of his mind. Instead, he tried thinking of her fierceness, her strength, and her gentle beauty.

      She thought she wasn’t beautiful. Probably because of the dirt, scratches, and everything else covering her body. But he hadn’t lied.

      Beauty wasn’t just in the face or the perfect features, although he saw those features just fine after cleaning her up. Her hair was a bit knotted, and although he enjoyed the way the light hit it, giving it a golden glow, he thought he should find her a comb. It fell to her shoulders, maybe even longer once it was fully combed. She had a small nose, even covered with a long scratch, it appeared dainty and cute. Small, defined lips that every time punctured a smile made him want to press a tender kiss in thanks.

      He knew once she completely healed, she would be a knockout beauty that turned heads with ease. Her real beauty he enjoyed was her undeniable strength. She fought him when he first staggered into her in the bathroom, and she pleaded with him to make no calls. Both strengths in his eyes. It wasn’t easy reaching out to a person, telling a complete stranger you’re scared. She had to be going out of her mind not remembering a damn thing about herself. Yeah, she was tough—and that was beautiful as hell.

      Sighing, something he needed to stop doing, he stoked the fire a bit. What did he do now? He ached to get started on finding whoever did this to her, yet she wouldn’t let him. Not that he could do much at the moment. It was too dark to start tracking where she came from.

      She didn’t need his help anymore tonight, she was clean, treated, and fed. He turned around, wondering what to say, then smiled in defeat. Well, there was his answer. She had fallen asleep.

      He walked quietly over to her and pulled the blankets a little higher. She shifted slightly at the contact, but her eyes remained closed. Her plate of food sat on the floor, barely touched. That wasn’t good at all. She needed to eat. She was skin and bones, giving him a clear idea she had been held a while. Her stomach probably couldn’t handle much right now. Baby steps.

      He had noticed the bloody footprints littered around the front door toward the bathroom when he ran out of the bathroom to grab her some clothes. She definitely stumbled inside as the footprints crisscrossed in a jagged line. He threw away the rest of her food, cleaned the plate, and started to clean the floor.

      After completing that task, he grabbed her ragged dress and threw it into a bag as evidence. What an idiot! He really should’ve called the doctor and Derek right away. Potential evidence probably washed away when he bathed her. No use worrying about it now.

      When he finished picking up the cabin, he checked on his mysterious guest. She was still sleeping peacefully and looking painfully delicate. Damn, if he didn’t want to wrap her up in his arms and take away the pain.

      He hated to move her. The thought of her waking up at the jarring movement was a distressing notion. How would she react if he wasn’t in the room when she woke up? He saw the fear in her eyes when he stepped outside and each time out of the bathroom. It had immediately melted away when he stepped back into her view. He didn’t know what that meant and refused to dwell on the matter. Instead, he grabbed another pillow, some blankets, and made a small bed on the floor next to the couch. Before long, he fell asleep.

      He had no idea of the time, but it was still dark out when a piercing scream pelted his ears. He jerked upright to see her thrashing on the couch, crying, “Please, stop! Let me go! No, no, no!”

      Before he could crawl over to the couch and quiet her down, she tumbled onto the floor next to him. It should’ve woken her up, but it only increased her cries, “Don’t hit me! Please, let me go!”

      A fist came toward his face as he grabbed her by the shoulders, managing to dodge the blow. “Hey, honey, shh. It’s all right, it’s Logan. Come back to me.”

      She continued to fight in his arms, screaming terrifying words and flailing everywhere. He finally had no choice but to roll on top of her and pin her down gently. “Sweetheart, hear my voice. It’s Logan. I won’t hurt you. Please, stop. Wake up.”

      Her screaming stopped, but she continued to lightly struggle beneath him. “That’s right, honey. Don’t fight me. It’s Logan. You’re safe. I won’t hurt you.”

      Her struggling turned into jerky movements as she started to cry. Her arms wound around his neck and held him tightly. “Logan. Oh, God, Logan.”

      He pulled her closer and rolled to his back, bringing her with him. “Shh, it’s okay. You’re safe.”

      “Don’t let him find me, Logan,” she whispered in a strangled breath.

      “Who, honey, tell me?” he whispered back, hugging her tighter.

      “I don’t know.”

      Before he could stop, a chuckle escaped.

      “You find that humorous,” she said softly, yet no anger lacing within the words.

      “No, I don’t. It’s just you say it in this...voice that...I don’t know why I laughed. What do you remember? The things you were screaming, well, they weren’t pretty.”

      “I don’t...it was dark—a very small room with no windows. I saw chains on my wrists, and he was hitting me. He kept saying something.”

      “What did he say?”

      “I couldn’t make it out. My mind only registered the pain.”

      “Can you describe what he looks like? His voice, even if you can’t remember the words?”

      “No. It wasn’t a clear picture. I don’t want that memory. Take it away, Logan,” she cried as she buried her head into his chest.

      He squeezed her tighter and heard her breathing become ragged. With a soothing hand, he rubbed her back. Her tears were like a stake to the heart. So damn painful to hear. “I’m sorry that you had that horrible nightmare. I’m sorry if I just hurt you. If I could take all the pain away, I would.”

      She continued to lightly cry into his chest as he rubbed her back softly, whispering encouraging words. Before long, her tears morphed into silence. Tiny breaths left her mouth as she finally fell into a peaceful sleep. He kissed the top of her head and tried to fall back asleep with the beautiful angel in his arms.
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        * * *

      

      She awoke to the wonderful aroma of bacon. Her back was stiff, the ground hard as a rock. Wait, no. The cabin floor, not the ground or the—it was right there in the back of her mind. Why couldn’t she remember? She remembered vividly falling into his arms from a horrible nightmare. More likely a memory. What did he think about her now? Panic spread. Could he hear she was awake?

      A sweet humming sound filled the room. His calming tune relaxed her enough to turn toward the kitchen. The couch was in the way, making it impossible to see him. She suddenly wished she were lying on the couch so she could enjoy his fluid movements as he shifted around the kitchen in his charming, proficient way.

      The humming stopped, making her sigh from the loss. She gently closed her eyes to hear it again in her mind.

      “How bad are you hurting?”

      Her eyes flew open to see him take a seat on the couch.

      “I’m fine.”

      “Why’d you sigh? How can I help?”

      “Such the helper, Sheriff. Do you ever stop wanting to help?”

      “Do you always avoid a question?”

      “I don’t know,” she replied, a slow grin creeping up as she said it.

      “I just bet you don’t,” he said with a delightful grin. “And it’s Logan, not Sheriff. And yes, I never stop wanting to help. Are you hungry? Breakfast is almost ready. Then I figure we should slather a bit more salve on those wounds.”

      “Okay.”

      “Just okay. To what specifically?”

      “To it all. Breakfast smells divine, once again.”

      “Well, I certainly hope your belly can handle more than last night. You need food,” he said, standing up.

      “Are you calling me skinny?”

      “You’re below skinny. You need to eat. Don’t make me worry any more than I am.” He walked away without another word.

      He already worried too much, that was very clear in his voice. She could only eat until her stomach protested.

      “I’m bringing the food to you, so don’t get up. If you need help sitting, just give me a minute here. I’ll be there in a jiffy.”

      She decided
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