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Chapter One

“Abigail,” he stammered out,
shocked to see me.

“No, I’m Katie,” I
answered.

He looked at me,
stunned, and moved to grab my arm. I moved back and tried to swing
the door closed on him, but he put his boot in the door, stopping
it from closing.

“Abigail, what’s
wrong with you?” the man yelled as he pulled out his radio and
started talking into it.

“I’m not Abigail,
my name is Katie. Get off my property!” I yelled as I gave him a
shove.

That made him
almost lose balance, but he steadied himself by removing his foot
from the door and I slammed it shut quickly as I called for Amy.
She came running to see what was going on.

“What’s wrong?”
she asked, as she stood in front of me holding my arms.

“Some solider guy
kept calling me Abigail and as I tried to shut my door, he wouldn’t
let me. He freaked me out,” I stammered, still trying to catch my
breath.

“Ok, just sit on
the stairs and catch your breath,” she replied looking out the peep
hole to see if he was still there.

I did as she
asked. I put my head in my hands as they rested on my knees and
took slow deep breaths. Who was this Abigail and why did he think
it was me?

“Is he still
there?” I asked, as I lifted my head to look at her.

“Yeah and some
other guy has just rocked up. Man, you never said he was hot, but
this other guy is smoking,” she replied, coming to stand in front
of me with a wicked grin on her face.

“Shut up, I don’t
care how smoking they are, he thinks I’m Abigail and I’m not!” I
practically yelled at her, making her put her hands up in surrender
and take a step back.

“Ok, ok, just calm
down, he really did freak you out,” she said as she sat down beside
me and put her arm around my shoulder.

“He tried to grab
me, and it reminded me of Troy and when I tried to close the door,
he wouldn’t let me, so yeah, he freaked me out,” I replied as I
shivered.

“Right, so I’ll
deal with them,” Amy declared.

I sniffed as the
tears threatened to fall. She pulled me closer and I rested my head
on her shoulder as loud banging shook the front door. I stiffened,
and she pulled her arm away as she stood up to answer the door. Amy
looked back at me and I gave her a small nod letting her know it
was okay to open the door. I took a deep breath as she swung the
door open. I looked up when I heard a collective gasp from the
doorway. I saw two men staring at me past Amy, as she did her best
to shield me from their gazes.

“Abigail,” the new
guy said and tried to push past Amy. I flinched and stood up and
took a step up the stairs, but Amy didn’t budge.

“Hold on there
just one moment! No pushing your way in here, buddy. She is not
Abigail; she has no clue who you are, so just back off. Can’t you
see that you’re freaking her out?” Amy demanded as she put her hand
on his chest to stop him.

The guy stopped
and looked down at Amy, then back to me. The guy I had spoken to
earlier stood still at the door and just stared at me like I was a
dream and wasn’t supposed to be here. I took another step up the
stairs; I was well and truly freaked out by both these men that
knew me, but as someone else.

“Ok, I can see she
is rattled by our presence, but we need to speak to her at some
point. I thought I had lost her forever and now here she is,
whether she knows it or not, she is Abigail and she belongs to me,”
he said as he put up his hands in surrender.

“I don’t belong to
anyone,” I stammered, watching his beautiful face; he looked rough
like he hadn’t shaved for days and his green eyes pinned me on the
stairs.

He smiled at me
and my heart melted, his smile could have lit up the street, it was
that sexy. He gave me a nod and backed out the front door, pushing
the other guy with him. Amy closed the door and I let out a
breath.

Amy turned to me
and I took the last couple of stairs down to stand in front of
her.

“I would belong to
him any day, girl!” she gushed, clearly taken by the stranger.

“I need to get
ready for work,” I replied not wanting to think about the men.

“So, I guess that
means we won’t be talking about what just happened.”

“No, we won’t, I
need a shower. Let yourself out, will you? Talk to you later,” I
replied and stomped up the stairs to have a shower, not giving her
a chance to talk.

I turned the water
on and heard the front door slam shut; Amy was clearly pissed at
me, but I didn’t care. I was not in a mood to talk. I shut out the
world as the hot water ran over me. One day at a time; Troy had
really done a number on me and I was still healing. I shut my eyes
and blocked it all out. Twenty minutes later, I was dressed in
tight dark jeans, black tank top, black leather jacket, with my
heavy combat boots on and my helmet tucked under my arm, walking
out the front door on my way to work. My baby was out the front, my
pride and joy, my Indian motorcycle. She was a sight to behold;
black with chrome and a black studded seat. I was in love. I
glanced up and down the street and noticed a black SUV parked a way
up but really didn’t think about it. I swung my leg over the bike
and settled myself on the seat when I heard him.

“No bloody way,”
the man from earlier said as he strode towards me.

“What?” I asked
innocently, not knowing what he was on about.

“You’re on a motor
bike, you hated them,” he replied as he reached me, standing in
front of my bike.

“You don’t even
know me, and I don’t even know your name, so you can’t make
judgements about me,” I snapped resting my helmet on my knee.

“Logan,”

“I’m sorry?” I
said, confused, looking up into those green eyes.

“My name is Logan
Stone and it is very nice to meet you, Katie,” he said holding his
hand out to me.

I took his hand
gently. As I shook it, I felt the heat and the electricity that
pulsed between our touch and I gasped at it. He smiled that hundred
watts smile that melted my insides; I pulled my hand back and
rubbed it on my thigh trying to erase his touch.

“You felt it too,
didn’t you?” he asked as he took a step closer to me, so he was now
standing beside me. I had to look up at him.

“I don’t know what
you are talking about,” I snapped back, as I put my helmet on.

He went to say
something else and I started the bike and revved it, so I drowned
him out. He just smirked at me and I raised my hand to where my ear
was under my helmet and made a motion like I couldn’t hear him. His
smirk turned into a big grin. I couldn’t take his smile anymore and
I pulled out of the driveway, leaving him standing there watching
me go. Pulling into the Blue Crab bar and bistro’s parking lot, I
parked my ride and the SUV pulled in behind me, I cursed as I
pulled my helmet off and tucked it under my arm. I sat there
watching the car giving them my dirtiest stare. To say I was pissed
was an understatement! This was bullshit! Why couldn’t they just
let it go? I was not this Abigail he says belongs to him, I don’t
belong to anyone. I swung my leg over my bike and stomped over to
the car, banging on the window until it wound down slowly. There he
was again with that smile and his perfect green eyes.

“Stop following
me,” I demanded sweeping some strands of hair out of my face.

“We’re not
following you; this is a bar, isn’t it? We wanted a drink,” he
replied as if he was so innocent.

“I’m not stupid,
you bloody Army git!” I yelled at him and stalked away towards the
bar. I looked back; they were standing by the car laughing, as I
pushed the door open with a huff.

“About time you
got here,” Jack snapped at me, it looked like the lunch time rush
started early today.

“Sorry,” I mumbled
and ducked into the kitchen to put my apron on.

I said my hellos
to the kitchen staff, dumped my helmet and jacket pocketed my keys,
then grabbed my order pad and pen and made my way into the bistro
area. I had taken a few orders and delivered them before my day got
a little worse, not only did the Army gits walk in, but my ex,
Troy, did too. It was going to be a long afternoon.

“Kelly, can you
take those tables over there?” I pointed at the army men as I asked
her.

“No, you know the
rules, no switching tables,” she yapped at me walking away.

“Bitch”, I
screamed in my head, making my way slowly over to their table. I
took a quick glance at Troy and he was watching me as he always
did. It was creepy.

“How can I help
you army gits today?” I asked, trying my hardest not to look at
them.

Their laughter
made me look up, Logan’s smile made me weak at the knees and the
other guy was just as good looking.

“Two beers and two
hamburgers and chips please, Katie,” Logan said, so sweetly I
wanted to smack him with the menu.

“Coming right up,”
I replied and tried to walk away but Troy opened his mouth.

“Come on, darling,
you know you have to take my order, Katie, this is your section, no
swapping,” Troy crooned at me and I shuddered, it didn’t go
unnoticed from Logan.

I took a deep
breath and walked the short distance to his table and his hand went
straight to mine. I pulled it away, not wanting him to touch me. I
gazed around this dingy place; wooden floors, a bar, round table
with table cloths, nothing fancy, the lights above were industrial
and the paint on the walls were peeling, revealing a light blue
underneath the puke yellow. My eyes locked with Logan before Troy
cleared his throat to get my attention, and it worked. I looked at
my ex before me. Light sandy hair that looked like he just got out
of bed and the piercings, one through his lip, one in his eye brow
and nose and I wondered what I ever saw in him.

“What do you want,
Troy?” I asked, my temper starting to rise.

“Oh, come on baby,
we both know you want back in my bed,” he drooled at me, loud
enough for everyone to hear.

“Fuck you, Troy, I
was never in your bed and I never will be, you shit!”

I tried to walk
away but he grabbed me, so I slapped him hard across the face. I
should have been ready for it, but I wasn’t, and he hit me back,
straight across my cheek and I went down. Before I knew what had
happened, the guy with Logan had taken Troy down and Logan was
beside me scooping me up into his strong arms. A shiver went
through my body. I felt at home in his arms and I couldn’t explain
why.

“Are you ok?”
Logan asked, as he walked out of The Blue Crab, still holding
me.

“It’s not the
first time he’s done that, I’ll be fine,” I whispered as my cheek
burned with pain.

“Not the first
time, who is he?” he asked, shocked and angered.

“Troy, he is my
ex-boyfriend,” I replied, looking up at him, my eyes close to
tears.

“Your ex? That’s a
surprise,” Logan answered.

“I need to get
home. You can put me down now.”

“I’m not letting
you ride home, I’ll take you home and Michael can bring your bike
back for you,” he said as he opened the front passenger door and
deposited me inside. I knew the other guy’s name now.

I started to argue
but he gave me a look that made me close my mouth. He held his hand
out for the keys to my Indian. I reached into my pocket and
reluctantly slapped them into his open hand. He smiled at me and I
folded my arms over my chest and looked away. Michael came up
behind him and looked down at me.

“Are you alright?”
he asked softly as he handed me my jacket and helmet.

“Fine,” I snapped
at him.

“She’s a little
upset I’m taking her home and you’re bringing her bike back,” Logan
explained, looking amused.

“I get to ride
that, awesome,” he laughed and asked for the keys.

“If you so much as
put a scratch on her, I will kick your fucking arse,” I snapped as
I pulled the car door shut on both men, not wanting to see their
smug faces.

I didn’t say a
word when Logan got into the car with me and drove to my house with
the biggest grin on his face. He pulled into the driveway and I
jumped out of the car and made a beeline straight for my door. But
I stopped when I heard the rumble of my baby coming down the road
and I turned to watch Michael pull into the driveway. I stalked
back towards them and stood in front of Michael as I held out my
hand and demanded my keys. He put them in my hand and swung off my
bike. I went straight to my baby and gave her a once over with both
men watching me intently.

“You’re lucky
she’s fine,” I snapped and stalked off to my door and slammed it
shut behind me.

I made my way to
the kitchen, I needed a coffee badly. As I was boiling the water, I
heard my front door open and close and then the men appeared in my
kitchen.

“What the fuck are
you doing? Get out of my house!” I yelled, feeling very uneasy.

“We need to talk
and now was as good as any time to do so,” Logan stated as he made
himself comfortable at my kitchen table. Michael followed.

“Sure, why not
come in? I always invite strangers into my house for a chat. It’s
called Stranger Danger Fridays and we have cocktails and takeaway,
it’s a great night,” I returned, sarcastically.

I looked at them
while I made my coffee. There was a moment of silence then they
burst out laughing. I couldn’t help the grin that crept onto my
face.

“I’m coming in and
we are talking, no dismissing me this time, Bogan, got it?” Amy
yelled as she came in the front door.

“In the kitchen,
Hell bitch,” I yelled back, taking a sip of the delicious smelling
drink before me. Heaven.

I saw both men
staring at me with this weird look, I couldn’t quite put my finger
on it, a cross between disbelief and wonder.

“What? Brace
yourself,” I said with a shrug and a warning.

“What the holy
crap is going on in here?” Amy blurted out, as she came to a halt
at the kitchen door as she eyed Logan and Michael.

“Stranger danger
cocktail hour, want to join in?” I announced proudly, joining the
guys at the table.

“What the hell are
you on and where do I get some from?” Amy retorted, as she moved to
sit down next to me.

It was a Mexican
standoff; Amy and me on one side of the table and Logan and Michael
on the other. It was quite funny, and I couldn’t help but laugh.
Amy looked at me and gasped.

“What the hell
happened to your face,” she growled, as she pointed to me.

“Troy,” I
responded. With that one word, she stiffened in anger.

“That bastard, I’m
going to kill him. Better yet, I’m going to feed him his balls,”
she ranted, as she hit the table.

“Taken care of,”
Michael uttered, with a chuckle at Amy’s description of what she
was going to do to Troy.

“What does that
mean?” I snapped, feeling overwhelmed by everything; I pushed my
hair back with both hands in frustration.

“It means I kicked
his arse and he won’t bother you again,” Michael boasted to us.

There was silence
for a while, Amy got up and made more coffee. I didn’t want to look
at these men before me; I knew they wanted answers from me or at
the very least, for me to be this Abigail they keep talking about.
I let my mind wander to the possibilities of my being Logan’s girl
and the thoughts that came with that made me shiver, to feel the
warmth of his touch on my skin or the taste of his lips on
mine.

“Katie,” Amy
snapped, bringing me back to the here and now.

“What?” I asked
innocently trying to stifle a grin.

“I know that happy
face anywhere, Bogan, you can’t fool me,” she laughed, nudging me
with her shoulder.

“Shut up, Hell
bitch,” I spat, but I was laughing.

“As entertaining
as this is, ladies, I think we should talk about the situation we
find ourselves in at this moment,” Logan interrupted us, stopping
my laughter.

“There is no
situation; I’m not Abigail, you’re mistaken and you need to move
on.”

Amy was eyeing me
over her cup of coffee that seemed to be glued to her lips, her
eyes were telling me to be whatever he wanted. I knew she thought
he was hot, but I couldn’t pretend to be someone I wasn’t. I
snorted at Amy and she put her cup down with a smile.

“You are Abigail
and I would like to explain everything to you, but I think that
with what has been done to you, will need me to show you, not just
tell you,” Logan said calmly, watching me with his stunning green
eyes.

“What does show
her entail, exactly?” Amy asked, seeming very amused about what was
going on.

“I want to take
her to the hubs with me, to our home, our friends and family,”
Logan replied, watching for my reaction.

I stood up so
quickly that my chair squealed across the floor and fell back with
a thud. I started to pace the kitchen; he wanted me to go with him.
My inner voice was in turmoil and was spinning out of control.

“Oh, road trip,”
Amy squealed, clapping her hands together.

I continued to
pace, road trip, bitch, you’re supposed to be on my side. I
couldn’t stop myself from pacing. There was a struggle in my head;
I didn’t know these people, I wasn’t going anywhere with them. I
only stopped when I ran into a hard body; my eyes slowly gazed up
his muscular body till I was looking him in the eye. Logan had hold
of my arms to steady me, I felt the heat of his gaze that was mixed
with concern and lust and God, did he smell good, so good.

“Princess, I know
you don’t know me, but I promise you, you will be fine with me,” he
whispered as he lowered his head closer to mine.

I couldn’t reply,
I was lost in this man and how close he was to me, my heaven.

“You haven’t shown
me any proof that I know you,” I whispered as I snapped out of my
trance.

His hands dropped
from my arms and he pulled out his wallet and then a photo. He
handed it to me. I took it, looked down and gasped so loud my other
hand flew to my mouth to stop the sound. There I was sitting on
Logan’s lap surrounded with people I didn’t know and a birthday
cake on the table.

“That was your
eighteenth birthday and we were so happy.”

“Can I have some
time to think about going with you?” I whispered to him.

“Princess, of
course,” he replied, as he dipped his head and kissed my cheek.

“Why do you call
me Princess? I’m nobody’s Princess,” I asked softly.

“You are mine, I
have always called you that,” he replied, as he stroked my cheek
with his fingers.

“Can I keep this
photo please?” I asked, feeling my face go red.

“Yeah, you can.
Michael, lets go, I’ll be back tomorrow, Princess,” he said and
with that, they left. I kept looking after them even when the door
clicked shut and they were gone.

“Show me,” Amy
said, coming up behind me, plucking the photo out of my hands.






Still I said
nothing, my thoughts were scrambled with the feelings I was having
for Logan and wanting to know why I couldn’t remember this whole
other life.

“Holy crap, Katie,
it really is true. I just thought maybe they were hitting on you
but that’s you in this photo with Logan,” Amy exclaimed waving the
photo at me.

“Yeah, I know,
what do I do, Amy?” I blurted, starting to feel panicked.

“Oh, honey calm
down. We now know that the guys aren’t shitting you, so my
suggestion is a road trip with two hot guys,” she replied
calmly.

“How can I be
calm, I just learnt I’m not who I think I am. I’m a whole other
person, one that has a life with Logan, how is that possible?”

“How about sleep
on it and we go together to get the answers you need?” Amy
reassured me with her words.

“You’ll go with
me?” I asked, as I looked at my best friend.

“Of course,
darling, I can’t let you have all the fun. That Michael is hot. I’d
like to have some fun with him,” she replied laughing at my shocked
face.

“Amy,” I squealed,
as she put the photo on the bench.

“Come on, you know
he’s hot, we will talk in the morning,” she said pulling me into a
hug.

We said our
goodbyes and I shut and locked the door after she left. I did
notice the black SUV and sighed, knowing they were out there
watching me. I went about the rest of my day, cleaning up and
making dinner, then finally bed. Later that night, I heard banging
coming from the driveway. I rushed downstairs in my pyjamas and out
the front door, to find Troy with a baseball bat hitting the crap
out of my baby.

“No,” I screamed,
and he froze with an evil smile on his face.

I looked around
and the SUV was gone. Crap, when I needed them they weren’t
here.

“Looks like your
bike needs some body work,” Troy growled at me.

“Why, Troy? Why
would you do this?” I screamed at him, tears in my eyes.

“Because I can,
and those pussies thought they could stop me, but guess what, your
mine,” he yelled stepping towards me; I noticed the bruises on his
face.

“I’m not yours,
you fucking bastard,” I hollered at him, as I moved towards my
bike.

“I wouldn’t get
any closer, Katie,” he said as he flicked open a silver lighter he
was holding. With another flick, the flame danced in his hand. I
hadn’t noticed the smell or the puddle of petrol at my feet until
he flicked open the lighter and I froze. I looked up as I heard the
squealing of tyres and Logan and Michael were running towards us,
guns drawn.

“Stop right there,
assholes, or I will toast her,” Troy yelled, as he turned to face
them.

While his back was
turned from me, I took a few steps back from my bike and the
petrol. Logan and Michael inched forward, and I saw Logan’s gaze
flick to mine. He mouthed, ‘Are you ok?’, I just nodded, I was
terrified.

“I said stop or I
will light it up,” Troy yelled at them.

“Troy please,
don’t,” I begged taking another step back.

“Stop moving away
from me, bitch!”

“I will never be
yours, Troy,” I cried, as he moved towards me.

“Then you won’t be
anyone’s,” he ranted at me and then he dropped the lighter.


Chapter Two

I watched as the
lighter hit the petrol and the fireball engulfed my bike. I was in
a daze. I heard shouting, gun fire and then a big bang; then I was
on the ground pinned by a heavy weight. I realised it was Logan. He
had shielded me with his body as my bike exploded and burned.

“Katie, are you
alright? Are you hurt?” Logan’s concerned voice snapped me out of
my daze.

“Oh my God, Logan,
my bike!” I exclaimed as he pushed off me and helped me up.

“Baby, I’m sorry I
wasn’t here,” he apologised, as he put his arm around me.

I turned and
looked at him. He was there, he protected me even when I didn’t
remember him, he shielded me with his own body as the fire burned.
I could still feel the heat. I didn’t think, I just threw my arms
around his neck and kissed him. He didn’t hesitate, and his mouth
opened to mine. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I couldn’t
stop. The taste of him was divine. His arms grabbed my waist and
pulled me towards him, our bodies locked together, the kiss getting
deeper and more frantic. I could feel all his lust and longing for
me in that kiss and he pulled back way too soon. I looked up at
him, my lips swollen from his kiss and smiled.

“You saved me,
Logan, you have nothing to be sorry for,” I whispered, feeling
flushed and it wasn’t from the burning fire.

“I will always
save you, I love you,” he blurted out, his hands still on my
waist.

“You love me,” I
gasped at his words.

“You, Abigail, are
the love of my life, you are everything to me. I was devastated
when I lost you. I am only now starting to put the shattered
remains of my life back together and then I found you and I will
never let you go again,” he blurted out as his hand tightened on my
hips, his fingers digging into my skin.

The tears fell
down my face; I had always felt lost in my life like I wasn’t
supposed to be here, that another life was waiting for me. No man
had ever spoken words like that to me and it felt right, road trip
time.

“Princess, don’t
cry,” he said, as he took my face in his hands and kissed the tears
away.

I shivered, and he
dipped his head and brushed his lips ever so gently across mine
before we were interrupted by sirens and Michael.

“Heads up, fire
brigade and police are on their way,” Michael said, as he slapped
Logan on the shoulder with a smile.

“Thanks Mikey,”
Logan answered, pulling me into a hug.

“Where’s Troy?” I
asked looking at Michael. He was stunning.

“We had to shoot
him, Angel,” Michael answered, as I gasped.

“Is he dead?” I
asked, as I heard my name being called over all the sirens. The
police, fire brigade and Amy had arrived.

“What the hell
happened?” Amy asked as she ran up to us, grabbing me in her
arms.

“Troy, he torched
my bike,” I whimpered, looking at my burning baby.

“That son of a
bitch, I’m going to strip him naked and cover him in tar and
feathers, that bastard,” she ranted, as we watched the firemen hose
down what was left of my bike, a blackened charred mess.

“You have a way
with words, Amy,” Michael laughed.

“Yes, I do. That
bastard is lucky the paramedics have him in the ambulance or I
would put him there myself,” she ranted again, giving Michael her
‘come take me’ smile.

A police officer
came and spoke to us and we gave our statements separately. Troy
was arrested and taken to hospital under police guard and when I
was given the all clear, I went and inspected the burnt shell of my
beloved Indian motorcycle. I squatted down next to her and the
tears fell for my baby.

“I’m sorry about
your bike,” Logan said, as he squatted beside me.

“Not your fault,
it’s mine,” I whispered, crying.

“How is it your
fault?” he asked quietly.

“I worked so hard
saving every penny I had before I could afford to buy her and
because I make the wrong choice in boyfriends, he rips it all away
in one night. That’s how it’s my fault, I make stupid choices,” I
sobbed into my hands, there was nothing to salvage.

I stood up, I
needed to shake this off. The bastard had won; he had hurt me and
that’s what he wanted. No more! I was done being afraid of him. I
turned to look at Amy and she was very closely chatting to Michael,
I had made my decision.

“Hell bitch, go
pack a bag, road trip!” I shouted at her, smiling. I heard Logan’s
intake of breath beside me.

“Road trip,” Amy
squealed, jumping up and down next to Michael, her hair flicking
around her as she jumped.

“Road trip?” Logan
asked me, as he looked down with those green eyes, a strand of hair
fell forward on his face.

“Show me my life
with you; I want to know what it feels like to be yours,” I
whispered, as I brushed the strand of hair off his face.

Logan smiled and
picked me up, twirling me around while holding me close, I could
feel the electricity that flowed between our bodies and I liked
it.

“Michael, go with
Amy and get her bags, meet back here in the morning. We will pull
out then,” Logan ordered, and we watched them walk off.

Logan didn’t say
another word. He finally put me down and grabbed my hand, pulling
me behind him as he stalked towards my house. Once in the front
door, he kicked it closed with his foot and pulled me up the stairs
towards my bedroom.

“How do you know
where my bedroom is?” I asked, curiously.

“I know
everything, Princess,” he replied, not looking at me, but I heard
the smile in his voice.

“Oh, ok, that’s
not creepy at all,” I chuckled.

“Behave,
Princess,” he replied, chuckling too.

We reached my
bedroom; Logan stopped and looked back at me. He smiled before he
opened the door then pulled me into his arms. I let a little squeal
go as he twirled us before we landed on the bed. He propped himself
up on his elbows, so I wasn’t crushed by his weight, just the feel
of his body on top of mine made me dizzy.

“You have made me
so happy right now. You don’t remember a thing but you’re willing
to trust me, that means so much,” Logan said, as he planted a kiss
on my lips.

“Tell me about the
other me,” I whispered, as I ran my hands up and down his back,
making him shiver.

“She, you, were
very brave and loyal to the ones she loved, and sacrificed her life
for everyone and she kicked arse,” he told me, as he rolled off me
to lie beside me.

“It doesn’t sound
like me, I’m not brave, I don’t kick arse, but I am loyal,” I
responded, taking in the rugged features of his face, and the sexy
stubble.

“I’m not sure what
happened to you or why you don’t remember anything, or why it was
made to look like you had died only to be found living another
life, but I do know you are all those things I described and more,”
he tried to reassure me.

“I need to take
things slow with all of this and you. My relationship with Troy has
messed with me not just in my head but physically too, let’s just
say he wouldn’t win boyfriend of the year,” I replied, as I sat up
on the bed, legs crossed.

“I understand it’s
a lot to take in and we can go as slow as you like, one thing I
know is I will never hurt you physically or mentally. It’s been
over a year since I said goodbye to you and the grief consumed me
so much that my family had to step in and help me. Tough love is
what my brothers call it and they kicked my arse with it, so I need
to go just as slow as you,” he replied, sitting up too, his eyes
watching me for a reaction.

“I think for
tonight I just need to get some sleep and then I can pack in the
morning and you can take me to your home,” I said, yawning.

I didn’t mean to
sound insensitive to his words, but I really didn’t want to think
too much about it right now and I could feel the exhaustion coming
on from the night’s events. When I looked at him, his face told me
he understood, and he made a move to get off the bed, but I reached
my arm out and stopped him.

“Can you stay,
please? I’m not asking for anything to happen, I just don’t want to
be alone,” I whispered, feeling the heat in my face.

“Are you sure?” he
asked, watching me intently.

“Yes, just lie
with me,” I begged him.

Logan nodded and
lied down on the bed and I did the same, but I scrambled under the
covers and he stayed on top. I inched closer to him and he extended
his arm, so I could lay my head on his chest, it felt right, like I
was home. Neither of us said anything else, he just held me close
and I drifted off to the sound of his heart beating.

“Oh my God, Bogan,
what is going on here?” Amy squealed, waking me up making me nearly
jump out of my skin.

I looked at her
with confusion, and then I remembered Logan was in my bed. I looked
at him still sound asleep, our bodies tangled together, his arm
draped over my waist and my leg over his, and my arms holding him
tight. We seemed to have gravitated towards each other in our
sleep, he was my home, I realised, my missing puzzle piece.

“Calm down, Hell
Bitch, it’s not what you think,” I replied, while trying to
manoeuvre out of our tangle without waking Logan.

“Well, it looks
like you two got comfy last night, that’s what me thinks,” she
laughed, pointing towards us.

“Then you would be
right,” Logan quipped in, eyes still shut but a stupid grin on his
face.

I groaned loudly,
and Amy laughed, coming to sit on the end of the bed as I tried to
slip out of Logan’s grasp, but he wasn’t having any of that. He
moved so he was half lying on me, his arms pulling me close as he
nuzzled my neck, making me a puddle of goo in his hands.

“Logan, I need to
pack, you are going to have to let me go,” I said, laughing as I
pulled away.

“I’m never letting
you go again,” he mumbled into my neck.

“Michael’s down
stairs waiting,” Amy piped up, watching the two of us with
amusement.

Logan growled then
kissed my neck all the way to my mouth with gentle kisses, I
laughed at him and then he rolled off the bed and was out the door
stomping down the stairs.

“It’s a good thing
he went to bed still dressed,” Amy said laughing as she got up and
moved around my room throwing things into a bag.

“What are you
doing?” I asked, as I sat up and swung my legs over the side of my
bed.

“Packing,” she
replied in a tone that said ‘are you stupid?’.

“I can pack for
myself, hell bitch,” I spat as I stomped to the bathroom and
grabbed some clothes to get dressed into.

“Well, I thought
you could too but last night wasn’t spent packing, was it? It was
spent getting to know your hottie,” she yelled to me from my
room.

I snorted at her
comments as I finished getting ready; I looked at myself in the
mirror. Denim mini skirt, black t-shirt that had BITE ME on the
front and, of course, my black combat boots. I applied some light
make up and put my hair up into a pony tail. I loved the chocolate
colour of my hair and how it matched my eyes was awesome. I emerged
to find Amy waiting for me with her arms crossed over her
chest.

“What?” I
asked.

“I need to get in
there to get more of your crap, nice outfit, by the way. If you
want to drive him crazy then that will do it,” she replied, pushing
past me into the bathroom.

“You know, you’re
not just a hell bitch but you are also bat shit crazy,”

“Don’t I know it,
let’s go, Bogan, road trip time,” she laughed, as she zipped my bag
and handed it to me.

I looked at my
best friend and couldn’t help but smile, she was all kinds of
awesome and didn’t she know
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