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The Deadly Shallows
DELETED SCENE

Em waved and made the short walk to the overflow parking lot. Roger had offered to see
her to her car, but she needed a few minutes in the brisk, winter wind to slap some reality into
her. Despite how great a guy Roger was, she couldn’t shake Logan her thoughts. She was a
believer. Logan was not. And besides, while he flirted with her and cared for her, it wasn’t in
the way her traitorous heart longed for.

Reaching the entrance to the overflow lot, she came to an abrupt halt. Half a dozen cars
back was a white Ford truck.

She squinted, not seeing anyone, but as piping-hot adrenaline shot through her, she knew
exactly who was in it.

Striding up the icy sidewalk, she tried to slow her hurried pace, but she couldn’t help herself.
She’d just about reached the truck when her feet went flying out from under her, and she landed
in a very unladylike sprawl on the ground.

“Em!” Logan hopped out of the truck and knelt at her side. He cradled her head in his hands.

“I knew it!” She moved to sit up, smoothing her skirt out about her legs.

“Are you okay?” He helped her to stand.

Em fought the urge to smack him. “You were spying on me?”

«_»

She exhaled a pent-up breath. “You were spying on me,” she reiterated before stalking back
the way she came.

“Em.” He strode after her.

“What? You don’t think I'm capable enough to do my job?” she said, pulling her coat tighter
about her. Snowflakes fluttered to the ground, the wind swirling them in mini cyclones about
the sidewalk.

“I think you're very capable.”

“Then what?” She spun around, and her breath caught. He’d never looked at her like zba#
before.

“I'wasn’t worried. Iwas ...

She tapped her foot on the concrete.

His shoulders dipped. “I was jealous,” he said, his voice hoarse.
“Very funny.” She headed for her car.

Logan clasped her arm, tugging her back to face him.



His hands slid to her face, cupping her cheeks. Before she knew what was happening, his
warm lips were pressed to hers.

The crisp, evergreen scent of his cologne invaded her senses.

Logan was kissing ber.

If it wasn’t for the frigid wind ruffling the hem of her skirt, she’d think she was dreaming.

His mouth moved gently, tenderly, but deep emotion resided there.

Her head swirled.

Crazier still—she was kissing him.

A blur of moments later, she was sitting in his truck as he cranked up the heat. Her head
dizzied, she tried to think straight. What had just happened?

Heat rushed her cheeks despite the cold surrounding them as the truck tried to warm. She took
a shallow breath, still unable to draw a deep one. It was embarrassing as all get-out to have to ride
back to the station with Logan, but with her thoughts jumbled, it was safer this way. At least safer
physically. Emotionally, she was walking a dangerous line.

Logan looked over at her after he’d pulled back into the line of traffic. “Talk to me, Em.
Are you okay?”

Not. At. All. She should be mad as a hornet, but all she wanted was to be back in his arms.
Tears smarted in her eyes. “Why’d you do that?”

“Why do you think?” he asked.

“So you could add me to your long line of women kissed?” Okay, she was hitting below the
belt, but what choice had he given her? He knew how steadfastly she held to God’s Word about
not being unequally yoked. Logan was at the far end of that yoke, and on that she couldn’t
compromise.

“You really believe that’s why?” he asked, his words sticking in his throat, his pronounced
Adam’s apple bobbing.

“Why else would you kiss me?” She took a steadying inhale. Well, tried, but the breath
caught in her chest.

He shifted gears as they headed uphill, the clutch grumbling. His shoulders dipped. “And here
I thought you knew me better than anyone.”

She swallowed. She did, and that’s what terrified her. Because that kiss wasn’t a superficial
one, no matter how she tried to wave it off. It was from the heart. From Logan’s heart. He cared
about her in a way she couldn’t have imagined, and she felt the same, but she couldn’t go any

further. No matter how much it broke her heart.



