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      When a man drove you crazy – like pull your hair out crazy – and yet you still loved him, that’s when you knew you were in trouble.

      That was Melanie’s current situation.

      Logan fucking Graham.

      And yes, that was his official middle name. At least in her mind.

      It was Tuesday afternoon and instead of making a lesson plan for her advanced tap class, Melanie was leaning against the wall in what was quickly becoming her favorite studio to teach in at Dragonfly Dance.

      And, if you wanted to get technical, it was exactly the same as the studio across the hall. But there was just something about this room that spoke to her. From the very first moment she had walked in, it had felt like hers. There was just no other way to explain it.

      Owning a dance studio was not what she had pictured herself doing in life. Dancing had always been her life and when Juilliard, the mecca of dance schools, offers you a scholarship, you go. And that’s what had happened. So ,at eighteen, she’d packed up her pointe shoes and left small-town life in Cedarville, Ohio and moved to New York.

      Then her life took an unexpected turn when in her senior year of college, she landed wrong during a leap and tore both her meniscus and ACL. Instead of dancing professionally, like she always assumed she would, she found herself moving back home to Ohio after she graduated.

      And honestly, she hadn’t been that sad about it.

      Somewhere along the way, dance had gone from something she had loved to do, to something she dreaded.

      And that pissed her off.

      Dance had been her outlet as a child, a place she could go to and just be herself. But out of nowhere, all of a sudden it had become this thing she had to do or her life would be a waste.

      Then, one night after she had moved back home, she and her best friend Carly had gone out drinking and came up with the genius idea to open a dance studio in Cedarville. Carly had also danced through elementary and high school but had always just done it for fun. She was good though, and could easily teach.

      Their biggest problem had been coming up with the money to start a business. Their saving grace was that Melanie owned the house they lived in because it was left to her when her grandparents passed away. That meant their monthly bills were ridiculously low.

      It took them four years of scrimping and saving, but two months ago, they’d opened Dragonfly Dance.

      And the kicker, according to Leah who they had hired to run the business, they were actually making money.

      So with all her business problems solved that just left her with the Logan fucking Graham problem.

      And it was a big one.

      She’d been in love with the damn man since, well she couldn’t actually remember a time when she didn’t love him. When she’d gone away to college it subsided and she was able to function and actually date. And when she had moved back home to Cedarville, he had moved away so again, so she pushed it deep down inside.

      But then, six months ago, the jackass had decided that for whatever reason, he wanted to live back in Cedarville full time.

      And she hadn’t been the same since.

      Her heart beat faster when he was around, and if he touched her...HOLY TOLEDO, she was a hot mess.

      Then, on the day of the studio’s open house, she had walked in on a break-in at her house and ended up knocked out cold. From that moment on, Logan had been glued to her side in some sort of Florence Nightingale scenario.

      Or so she thought.

      In her mind, there was no other way to explain his sudden interest in her.

      And so, here she sat in her favorite studio trying—and not succeeding—to not picture him naked.

      She sighed and dropped her head back against the wall, closing her eyes. She knew she should stop herself from thinking about him, but her mind just kept picturing his chest and arms and shoulders. The man was seriously built. His upper back and shoulders had this tattoo that covered most of his skin. And her fingers itched to trace the lines. He’d only gotten it recently and she had only seen it maybe twice, so she wasn’t even sure what it was, she just knew that if he was hot before, this made him ten times hotter.

      Standing, she forced the image of Logan and his back tattoo out of her head and pressed play on her iPod. A fast-paced pop song boomed from the speakers and she began to move to the beat. While ballet was her specialty, hip hop was her go-to for stress relief.

      She shook her body to the beat until sweat was dripping down her face and soaking through her leotard and tights. With the music still blaring, she stood in the center of the room, hands-on-hips, breathing heavily.

      She saw the door open in the floor-to-ceiling mirror on the wall in front of her. Carly stepped inside, with Leah right on her heels.

      “Oh hell,” Carly said, “she’s been dancing.”

      “Who did what and who do we need to kill?” Leah asked jokingly, but Mel knew that if it came down to it, these two women would do anything for her.

      And she felt the same about them.

      “You act as if I only dance when something is wrong.” She turned to face them, still breathing heavily.

      “Lately, that is the only time you dance,” Carly said.

      “That’s not true,” she said defiantly. But if she actually went back in her memory and thought about it, her friend was right.

      She sighed – it seemed she was doing a lot of that lately – and wiped the sweat from her face. “I was just thinking about things.” She walked to the shelf that held her stuff and grabbed her towel to wipe off while hitting stop on her iPod.

      “What kind of things?” Leah asked when the music stopped.

      “I’m guessing Logan Graham things.” Carly raised her eyebrows.

      Both girls knew how she felt about Logan and yet it was still something they rarely spoke about. “If you must know, then yes, I was thinking about Logan.”  Denying it was futile.

      “Is he still all up on your jock?” Leave it to Carly to put it like that.

      “Can a man be all up on a woman’s jock?” Mel asked. “Cause I don’t think they can.”

      “Notice the way she avoided the subject?” Carly said to Leah.

      “I sure did.” Leah crossed her arms over her chest and pursed her lips. “Seems like someone doesn’t want to talk about someone else.”

      “For God’s sake!” Mel hissed out. “You two are like master interrogators. The government should really hire you.”

      “And again, she deflects,” Leah said.

      Melanie couldn’t stop herself from laughing. Having Carly and Leah as friends, the kind of friends who will give you hell about anything, was the best part of her life.

      “Okay bitches,” she said, still laughing. “As I said before, yes I was thinking about Logan and yes he is still all up on my jock. The question I need answered by you is, what do I do about it?”

      “Umm, if you don’t know, then I’m afraid I can’t help you,” Carly said completely straight-faced.

      “Oh, I think she knows what she wants to do with him,” Leah added, “she’s just not sure if she should.”

      “At least one of you is taking me seriously.”

      Sobering Carly said, “You know I’m just messing with you, right?”

      Melanie nodded. “I know.” She grabbed her bag. “Let’s get out of here and we can talk more at home.”

      “Hey, no fair,” Leah said. “I don’t live there anymore.”

      “And whose fault is that,” Mel said over her shoulder.

      “Yeah,” Carly said. “And people having regular sex don’t get to complain about missing girl time.”

      “I’m pretty damn sure that both of you could be having sex on a regular basis if you weren’t so damn stubborn.”

      The bickering continued as they locked up the studio. They parted ways with Leah as she headed off in the direction of the house she shared with Brandon, and she and Carly made their way home.

      “Have you seen Logan today?” Melanie asked Carly.

      “No,”  She shook her head. “I think that might be the first in a while. I can’t remember the last time I didn’t see him several times a day.”

      “Yeah, me neither.” Mel wasn’t sure what that meant. But, she did know that seeing him three times a day and having him hover over her, drove her crazy, but not seeing him was having an even worse effect on her.

      “Leah said that he was at her house over the weekend and that he mentioned a possible upcoming trip.”

      Mel did her best not to visibly react, but inside she was freaking the fuck out. Logan leaving town was not something she was prepared to deal with. And yeah, she knew she was a hypocrite. First, she hated him being around all the time, and then she hated when he wasn’t around. It was a double-edged sword; a sword that, right now, she wanted to stab herself with.

      Choosing her words carefully, she asked, “Did he decide anything?”

      Carly pulled into their driveway, put the car in park and turned to her. She was silent for a few seconds before she said, “You’re allowed to be confused about Logan.”

      Mel rested her head against the back of the seat. “I’m not confused. Not really. I just hate him even though I love him. And sometimes I want to strangle him more than I want to kiss him.”

      “At least you don’t want to strangle him while you kiss him. That would be some pretty serious kink.”

      A small laugh escaped her. “If I had to guess, Logan is probably into some serious kink.”

      “Eww, I do not want to hear that. He’s my cousin.”

      Ignoring her comment, Melanie turned her head and looked at Carly. “What do I do, Carls?”

      “You put on your fucking big girl panties, or, in this case, take them off and go jump his bones.”

      Carly opened the door and got out, leaving Mel alone with her thoughts. And like always, her thoughts were all about Logan.

      Was Carly right? Should she just say fuck it and go to him?

      Grabbing her bag from the floor of the car, she opened the door and continued to think it over as she entered the house. She was not the type of person who made decisions on a whim. And this was a big decision.

      “You’re still here, so am I to assume that you are not taking my advice?” Carly was in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, eating an apple.

      She entered the kitchen and pulled a wine glass from the cabinet. “You know that I can’t make a decision like this quickly.”

      “Jesus, Mel, it’s been twenty years. How slow do you need to move?”

      “So when I was nine, I was supposed to screw his brains out?” She took a sip of the wine she had poured.

      “No, but sometime since you were sixteen, you could have. Or hell, even since you were twenty.”

      “Why the hell did I have to go and fall for Logan fucking Graham?”

      “Us Grahams are pretty irresistible.” Carly poured herself a glass of wine and jumped up to sit on the counter.

      “And pretty damn cocky.”

      “Do you think that the word cocky comes from the word cock? I mean, were men called cocky because they had said appendage?”

      An image of Logan naked popped into her head. “If my imagination is at all correct, Logan is extremely cocky.”

      Both girls began to giggle like school girls.

      If she wasn’t having sex, having a best friend to laugh with about it was the next best thing.
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      Going for a run at two in the afternoon at the end of June might have been a bad idea. But Logan needed to think. And he always did his best thinking when he was running. He had been running when he’d made the decision to become a photographer and then again when he’d made the decision to move back home to Cedarville.

      And now he was running because it might be time to move away again.

      Three years ago, he had decided that he wanted his home base to be in his hometown of Cedarville. So he’d bought a house and came home whenever he could between assignments, which wasn’t that often. But then six months ago, he’d made the very easy decision to cut back on the number of jobs he took. He was sick of being on the road all the time and, while he loved taking photos, he was getting sick to death of taking them of models who only wanted to be famous. He missed taking pictures just for the joy of it.

      In Cedarville, there wasn’t much need for his photography skills. So he mostly did family sessions. But when he wasn’t doing the family sessions, he spent time just walking around taking pictures. The problem was, he hadn’t come up with a way to turn those photos into a career. Luckily, his years of photographing models for magazine covers had paid well. With that, and a few good investments, he should be able to live out his life without ever earning another penny.

      And that had all sounded perfect.

      Until two months ago when something changed.

      His friend, one of his best, had gotten hurt. And instead of seeing her as only a friend his head now conjured up images of her naked and spread across his bed.

      At first, this fucked him up. Thinking of Mel as anything but a friend was too much. But then he started thinking back to all the times he had been away on assignment. And the person he had missed the most or had most wanted to talk to was always Melanie. She was the one he called or texted when he was sad or missing home. She was the one he would tell when he was coming home. Not his brother or his parents, but Mel.

      And that got him thinking.

      Was she the reason he had wanted to move back home to Cedarville?

      There was a problem though. Recently, it seemed as if she disliked him. Hated him was actually a better word.

      They fought all the time and whenever he was around she tried her damnedest to find a way to leave. And yes, he knew he was acting like a completely different person. But ever since she had walked in on someone in her house and been knocked out cold, he wasn’t able to control how he felt or, fuck, even what he did. He wanted to be near her all the time.

      He needed to take care of her. Protect her.

      It seemed though, that his attitude switch was not something she was okay with. And that led him to only one thing: it was time to get out of dodge.

      Turning the corner, his house came into view. It wasn’t fancy or built by hand like his brother Brandon’s. But it was his. And he loved it. It was a three-bedroom ranch that sat right on the lake. He’d remodeled parts of the inside including the kitchen and the master bath, but everything else was virtually the same. He had figured he would be there forever and could take his time.

      Now he wasn’t so sure.

      Slowing his pace, he walked past his house and headed for Brandon’s. Brandon and Leah lived two doors down, in a gorgeous home that Brandon had spent years building. He knew his brother was home because his car was in the drive, but Leah’s was gone.

      Without knocking he opened the door. “Bran, are you here?” He shut the door behind him.

      “In the office,” he heard his brother yell.

      Making his way down the hall he found his brother sitting behind the desk.  “Hey.”

      “Don’t sit on anything while you’re all sweaty or Leah will kill you.”

      Logan shook his head. “I wasn’t planning on it.”

      “What brings you here?” Brandon pushed back from the desk and stood.

      “Can’t a guy just come and see his brother?”

      He rounded the desk and Logan followed him out of the office. “I just saw you last night. Isn’t that enough?”

      Logan wasn’t sure what had brought him there but he knew he wanted to talk. He watched as Brandon grabbed two bottles of water out of the fridge. Handing him one he said, “Let’s go outside.”

      Sitting down, Logan opened his water and took a long drink.

      “So what’s wrong?”

      “How do you know something is wrong?”

      “I’m your brother, man. I know you.”

      “Remember how I said I might take that assignment?”

      “Yeah, you said you still weren’t sure? Have you decided?”

      “I think I am going to. I need to get away. Clear my head.”

      “Just six months ago you were saying you hated traveling and wanted to be here. What changed?”

      He huffed out a breath. “She hates me, man. I can’t be here, be around her when all I want to do is touch her and be near her, when she hates me and gives me angry looks.”

      “I should have guessed we were talking about Mel.”

      “I think leaving again might be for the best.”

      “For who, you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Correct me if I’m wrong, but you hated being gone. Couldn’t wait, in fact, to have no more assignments that took you away.”

      “I did,” he hung his head. “I do. But I just can’t be here and see her every day.”

      “So don’t fucking see her every day.”

      “If it were that simple don’t you think I would do that?”

      “Why isn’t it that simple?”

      Logan wanted to pace, feeling that sitting there in a chair, looking out at the lake, was too tame. But he didn’t move. Instead he said quietly, “If I know she’s close, I can’t stop myself from being near her.”

      “Well, this fucking sucks.” Brandon sat forward, his elbows on his knees. “I just got you back and now you want to leave again.”

      Logan snapped his head up. “What do you mean you just got me back? It’s not like I cut you out of my life when I wasn’t living here.”

      “Pretty damn close,” Brandon said. “You barely called and when you did it was all superficial shit. I like having you here, man, where I can give you shit face-to-face and actually know what’s going on in your life.”

      Logan looked at his brother. “I didn’t mean to cut you out of my life. It wasn’t on purpose.” Until that moment he hadn’t even realized he’d done it.

      “Fuck,” Brandon swore. “I know that, man. And I can’t fault you for being out there and making something of yourself. I just missed my brother.”

      Standing up, Logan said, “If I go this time, it won’t be forever and I will do a better job of staying in touch.”

      “Just don’t leave without saying goodbye.”

      “I won’t.”

      Logan left his brother’s house and walked back home. He had a lot to think about. He loved his new life in Cedarville and loved being able to see and talk to his brother every day. And he hated the thought of going back out on assignment, sleeping in hotels and dealing with ungrateful people. That was not the world he wanted to live in anymore. His life was here or at least that’s what he hoped.

      He just had to find a way to deal with his Melanie obsession.

      It was becoming increasingly harder to be near her and not follow through on the pictures and thoughts in his head.

      Later that same night, he was out on his parent’s boat, taking in the warm summer air and still trying to make a decision.

      He was almost positive he was going to take this one last job, at least. It paid well and it was only for a week. One week for him to clear his head of all things Mel.

      One long torturous week without seeing her.

      He’d never make it. But he had to try.

      Docking the boat, he by-passed his parent’s house and jumped in his car. It was late and he didn’t want to disturb them, plus, conversations with them always seemed to last hours. He just wanted to go home and get some sleep.

      Pulling into his drive, he saw a dark silhouette sitting by his front door.

      “Hello,” he called out.

      “It’s me,” he heard Mel’s voice say.

      Halting his steps before he could see her, he asked, “What are you doing here?” He didn’t want her there, or at least that was what he told himself. He had worked really hard not to be alone with her for fear that he would do something insane like profess his love.

      “You’re leaving, aren’t you?”

      “I just pulled in,” he said confused.

      “No,” she said, moving forward into the light, letting him see her clearly. “You’re leaving Cedarville.”

      “Oh.” He wasn’t sure how she had heard this fast, but knowing how Cedarville worked, it didn’t surprise him. “I’m thinking about it.”

      “Why?”

      “Why does it even matter to you?” he threw back at her.

      “Because we’re friends.”

      “Correction...we used to be friends. You seem to fucking hate me now.” He was pissed and he hated being pissed. He was an easy-going guy by nature. He walked to where she stood but instead of stopping he unlocked his door and went into his house. He left the door open for her to follow if she chose.

      “How can you say that,” she said loudly and slammed the door.

      He turned, to do or say what, he wasn’t sure. But the look on her face and her eyes full of fire stopped him.  This was one of those moments that he wished he had his camera.

      “I don’t hate you,” she whispered, her head shaking side-to-side.

      “You do a damn good impression of it then.”

      “I shouldn’t have come here,” she said and turned to leave.

      Warning bells went off inside his head. If he was going to leave and purge his feelings for Melanie from his mind, wasn’t this his one chance to taste her lips? His one chance to know how she felt in his arms?

      “Melanie,” he said and even to his own ears he sounded desperate. He reached out and touched her shoulder. When she turned, he didn’t give her a second to even think before his mouth was on hers.

      He knew he had to be shocking the hell out of her with the kiss but what he expected and what he got were two different things.

      She opened fully to him; her mouth his for the taking. But that wasn’t where it stopped. Her arms came up and around his neck, forcing his to do the same to her. Now they were in a full embrace and with her height, they were almost lined up perfectly.

      The kiss went on, their tongues battling for control, until he pulled back.

      Wide-eyed she asked, “What was that?”

      He stepped back further, forcing himself to let go of her. “I needed to know before I left.”

      Eyes that had just seconds before been filled with heat and desire, flared with anger. “So you are leaving?”

      Before he could even say a word, she turned her back to him, grabbed the doorknob and opened the door. “Goodbye, Logan.”

      He stood there, watching her leave.

      That kiss had rocked his whole world, so much so that he was unable to move or even speak. For all that he thought kissing her would be, he had never imagined that it would be like that; so consuming, so electric.

      She hadn’t given him the chance to tell her that now, now that he’d kissed her, any thought of him leaving was gone.

      Because, for as little as he did know about women, he was smart enough to realize that a kiss like that, with that much power, meant something.

      There was no way he was leaving Cedarville, at least not for good.
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      Melanie drove home in a blur of her own tears. She had no freaking clue why she was even crying, but she did know that it was Logan’s fault.

      Why would he kiss her? And like that?

      Never in her life had a kiss knocked her on her ass and at the same time made her feel like she was capable of anything.

      It was a kiss to end all kisses. And then he’d gone and ruined it.

      He was leaving. He’d kissed her and yet, he was fucking leaving.

      She was having a hard time focusing on the road, so she pulled over to the side. When she looked up, she saw that she had only gone two houses down the road and was right in front of Brandon and Leah’s. Pulling in, she grabbed her phone and jumped out of the car.

      Leah must have heard her car, because she came out the front door.

      “Hey, I thought you were going home when we left the studio?”

      “I was,” she said and wiped her face of the remaining tears.

      “Oh no, what’s wrong?” Leah rushed towards her. Her tear-filled voice must have given her away.

      “Everything.”

      “Come inside and we can talk.”

      “I don’t want to disturb you and Brandon.” Her voice cracked.

      “Brandon’s on night shift tonight. We have the place to ourselves.” Leah ushered her inside and onto the couch. “Now tell me what happened?”

      Melanie bit her bottom lip to force herself to stop crying. It was a trick she’d learned when she had been dancing at Juilliard. The teachers and instructors were tough, especially when your body was exhausted.  Crying was seen as weak, so she’d had to come up with a way to force back the tears.

      “I was just at Logan’s.”

      Leah’s face showed shock. She knew that even though Mel loved Logan, she also was in a current state of hate with him. So being alone with him was the last thing she would ever do.

      “You went to Logan’s? Tonight?”

      She nodded. “I just came from there.”

      “Is that why you’re crying? What did he do?” Leah’s voice had turned to anger and Mel was pretty sure that if asked, she would go down to Logan’s house and kick his ass.

      “Yes he is the reason I am crying, but it’s my fault and nothing he did.” Sure he had kissed her but she was the idiot who let it happen and even encouraged it.

      “I’m gonna need a hell of a lot more than that.”

      Glancing at her friend, Mel took a deep breath. “I heard that he was maybe thinking about moving away again or at least taking an out of town assignment. I kinda freaked.”

      “Okay, I think I get that but, and granted I don’t know Logan that well,  I don’t think he would move away forever.”

      “He wouldn’t,” she acknowledged. “But whatever is going on with him, I think he feels like he needs to leave.”

      “Did he say he was leaving? When you talked to him?”

      The question threw her off for a second. She’d asked and he hadn’t really answered other than after they’d kissed. But had he actually said he was leaving?

      “It’s a yes or no question,” Leah said.

      “I’m...I’m not sure.” She scrunched up her face and kept trying to recall.

      “Why don’t you start at the beginning and maybe I can help you out?”

      “I asked him if he was leaving and he asked why I even cared. He said that we weren’t even friends and that I hated him.”

      “That sounds about right.”

      “What?” Mel said. “How can you say that when you know how I feel about him?”

      “Yeah, Mel, I know how you feel about him, but he has no idea. With you acting all pissy and being bitchy to him, how is he supposed to feel?”

      “Have I really been that bad?” She knew she had been annoyed with him and tried hard to push him away. But she had no clue that maybe she was at fault.

      “Honest truth?”

      As much as it would hurt, she shook her head yes. “Honest truth.”

      “You’ve been pretty bitchy. But it’s more than that. You can’t expect him to know how you feel and then be angry when he doesn’t.”

      Understanding that her friend was trying to help her, she didn’t get angry. She knew deep down that she had been bitchy. She just wasn’t able to control herself, especially when it came to Logan.

      “He kissed me.”

      Leah, who like herself was rarely caught off guard, just stared at her, mouth open.

      “You’ve been here for five minutes and you just now mention that he kissed you? What the hell, man.”

      Mel shrugged but stayed silent.

      “Logan kissed you. Logan, who you swear doesn’t feel anything for you, but who you are in love with. That Logan?” Leah was using her hands and doing a lot of pointing.

      “Yes.” She rolled her eyes and felt a smile curve her lips.

      “Okay, okay, okay. I don’t know what to do with this info.” She stood and began pacing back and forth. “How did it happen? Give me details.”

      “I’m not really sure how it happened. One minute we were fighting about not being friends and then I turned to leave. But before I could, he kissed me.”

      “What kind of kiss? Like a peck on the cheek, a lip kiss or was there tongue?”

      This she could answer. “The kind of kiss that turns your whole world upside down.”

      Leah sat back down next to her. “Did you kiss him back?”

      “Is that a serious question? Of course, I kissed him back.”

      “So, then why are you at my house crying instead of over at Logan’s still kissing?”

      “Because when the kiss ended he said and I quote ‘I needed to know before I left.’”

      “Ahh, the picture becomes clear now,” Leah said. “He kissed you and then said he was leaving.”

      “I panicked,” she said and hung her head. “I mean really freaking panicked. My heart, which was already beating so fast it could have run a marathon, practically leaped out of my chest. I just...I had to get out of there.”

      “Poor Logan,” Leah said.

      “Poor Logan? What about me? I’m the one that’s confused as fuck.”

      “No you’re not. You know that you love him even though you are having a weird hate relationship with him right now. Logan is just starting to figure out what he wants and then you go and walk away from him after he kisses you.”

      “Logan doesn’t want me like I want him.” The tears that had subsided somehow made their way back.

      “Oh honey, how can you not see it?”

      “See what?” she said through tears.

      Leah took her hand. “It’s not some weird infatuation that Logan is having with you. He genuinely likes you. He just isn’t sure what to do about it.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      “I see it in the way he looks at you when you aren’t watching. He yearns for you. And yeah, I know that’s a strange word, but it is the only way to describe the look on his face.”

      Mel sat back on the couch and thought about that. Did Logan have real feelings for her? Did the kiss mean just as much to him as it had to her?

      “Stop thinking so hard about it.” Leah said. “I know love is a scary thing, but it’s worth it. I promise.”

      “Easy for you to say. You met your soulmate the day you moved here. Most of us aren't that lucky.”

      “Yeah well, most of us aren’t lucky enough to say they have known their soulmate since they were born.”

      She had her there. But was Logan her soulmate? To her he was, but she needed to know what he was thinking.

      “I should go home.” She stood. “Thanks for talking this out with me.”

      “Anytime.” Leah walked her to the door. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      At home the house was dark indicating that Carly had already gone to sleep. Since it was after ten and they had to work in the morning, that was no surprise. Mel was glad she was already in bed because talking this out again was the last thing she wanted to do.

      She was just about to fall asleep when her phone vibrated on her nightstand. She almost ignored it but then made a last-minute decision to check it.

      
        
        Logan:

        I miss my friend Melanie. Do you know where she went?

      

      

      It was meant to make her smile and it did. They had always been friends, close friends. Especially when he was not in town. She was the one person he had always kept in touch with.

      
        
        Melanie:

        I haven’t gone anywhere, I’m still right here.

        Logan:

        Then why did you leave?

        Melanie:

        Because you’re leaving?

      

      

      She phrased it as a question hoping he would answer.

      
        
        Logan:

        I’ve left a hundred other times and you didn’t seem to care. Why now?

      

      

      She huffed out a breath and sat up in her bed. Instead of answering, she asked a question.

      
        
        Melanie:

        Why’d you kiss me?

        Logan:

        Because not kissing you was impossible.

        Melanie:

        Friends don’t kiss.

        Logan:

        Who says? Don't you generally want to be friends with the person you are kissing?

      

      

      She was getting ready to reply back when she saw the three dots that told her he was typing.

      
        
        Logan:

        Why’d you kiss me back?

      

      

      She wanted to drop her phone and not answer. But avoidance had never been her thing. Plus, ignoring Logan was not in her playbook.

      
        
        Melanie:

        When you dream of something your whole life and then it’s in front of you for the taking...you have to take it.

      

      

      Deciding that was all she could handle for the night she turned off her phone and set it back down.

      Closing her eyes she tried to fall asleep but it was useless. Thoughts of Logan swam through her head with no end in sight.

      She wasn’t sure what time she finally dozed off, but when morning came she was not refreshed. She was tired and cranky and freaked out over her last text to Logan. So freaked out in fact, that she refused to turn on her phone.

      Downstairs she found Carly already dressed and eating breakfast.

      “Where the hell were you last night? Hot date?”

      “Oh yeah,” she said sarcastically. “The men in this town are just lining up to date me.”

      Carly rolled her eyes. “They would be if you put yourself out there.”

      “You’re talking to me about putting myself out there when you haven’t dated in, what, two years.”

      “Boys are stupid.”

      “On that we agree.” She grabbed a bowl from the cabinet and poured cereal and milk into it.

      “So for reals, where were you?”

      “I went by Logan’s.” She took a bite of her cereal and waited for Carly to demand details since that was her usual style.

      “To say goodbye?”

      “What do you mean to say goodbye?” Her breathing sped up and she had a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach.

      “I got a call from him this morning and he is leaving for an assignment.”

      “You talked to Logan this morning?” She swallowed the lump in her throat.

      “Yeah. Is that not why you went by?”

      Words escaped her. Even after their text conversation last night, after what she had said, he was still leaving. Turning, she raced through the living room and up the stairs to her bedroom. Powering up her phone she waited, hands shaking while she waited for it to power on. When it did, she took a deep breath and clicked on messages.

      
        
        Logan:

        If you’ve waited this long, surely you can wait a little longer.

      

      

      “Are you fucking kidding me?” She stared at her phone, hoping she was misreading what he’d texted.

      “Is everything okay?” she heard Carly ask from the doorway.

      “Your fucking jackass of a cousin is a lunatic.”

      “Since they both are, I’m just gonna go ahead and assume you mean Logan.”

      “Did he already leave?”

      “He was already gone when he called me.”

      She dropped onto her bed, unsure of what to think, do, or even say. What was he trying to tell her?

      She felt the bed give and an arm come around her shoulders. “He’s coming back, you know. He said he just had to do this and then he was here for good.”

      “You don’t understand.” She handed Carly her phone with her texts between Logan and her still up.

      Silence surrounded them while Carly read.

      “He kissed you!” Carly squealed in her ear.

      “Keep reading.”

      A second later. “OH MY GOD, that was so sweet! He likes you.”

      “Keep. Reading.”

      She watched as Carly read and then as she lifted her head. “What the fuck does that mean?”

      “Now you are where I am.”

      “I’m liking the idea of becoming a lesbian more and more. Men are fucking idiots.”

      Mel put her hands out in a ‘that’s what I’ve been saying’ motion.

      “We don’t have time to dissect the thoughts in Logan’s mind right this second. We have classes and need to go. But this will be discussed in great detail during lunch.”

      Carly got up off the bed and Mel continued to sit there. “Put him out of your mind for just a few hours, Mel, and then I promise, Leah and I will help you figure it out.”

      She did, or tried to do, as Carly said, and she got up to get ready.

      There was no way she was going to let Logan fucking Graham ruin her day.
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