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      “Call me,” he said, slipping a piece of paper into her hand.

      His hands moved to her waist and she could feel the ripples of his abs against her as he pulled her snug against his body. A white t-shirt covered his torso. It was worn and thin, only suitable for underneath a uniform. But as unshaven as he was, he joked he’d get court-martialed if anyone saw him like this while wearing his Navy whites.

      The threadbare cotton hugged tight to his broad pecs and the short sleeves showed off a set of biceps that looked like they were sculpted by the hand of God. The pants from his uniform hung low on his waist, taut against the subtle bulge at his crotch that even now tempted her.

      He should have looked like some kind of retro milkman, all dressed in white—not the least bit enticing at all. But instead he looked like a creamy vanilla ice cream cone that was meant to be licked.

      Maeve swallowed, holding back the impulse to rip his t-shirt from his body and explore every square inch of him… again.

      His lips touched hers, tenderly this time, not the searing passion that they had shared the first time they had sex when she had shattered unapologetically with him inside her. Or the second time. Or the… well, she had lost count somewhere around twelve.

      It was sweet, aching tenderness she felt from him now, the kind of honeyed warmth that almost—almost—had her considering programming his number into her cell phone.

      But she wouldn’t. Even as her mouth opened to him, tasting him one last time, she knew she couldn’t call. His hands locked behind her neck, as his mouth devoured her, making every cell of her body spring to life and reminding her how she could have invited him—a man she had just met—into her grandparents’ house.

      And into their bed, she thought in horror, her stomach clenching at the idea just as he released her from the kiss. She had been here in Annapolis to house-sit for them this weekend. Not to pick up a Naval Academy grad at a commencement party and discover new ways to use the whipped cream they had stashed in their fridge.

      She blushed at the recollection. What would her beloved Gram think, if she ever found out what her granddaughter had done in that bed? And on the sofa. And kitchen table. And… who would have known the rhythm of a clothes washer underneath her could be so erotic?

      “Call me,” he had said, his uniform shirt casually flung over his arm and a confident smile on his face. Even as she watched him shut the door behind him, she knew she couldn’t. She crumpled the piece of paper in her hand and stood above the wastebasket, waiting to drop it in. Waiting… longer than she should have, as she toyed with it in her hand.

      Jack wasn’t part of her plan. Most of her friends from high school were married by now, a fact her mother reminded her of regularly. Maeve finally had her college degree in hand, a few internships under her belt, and had just been invited for a second interview at a major design firm in Baltimore.

      At 29 years old, the life she wanted was just beginning.

      She couldn’t waste time on a new Navy officer who was headed to Rhode Island today, and then off to sea for who knows how long. No matter how great the sex was. No matter how fascinating the conversation. No matter how strong the connection.

      “Destiny sometimes needs a push,” her grandmother always told her. And Maeve was ready to push—as hard as she needed to—to get to where she had wanted to be since she had looked at her first book of swatches and color tiles at twelve years old.

      Her destiny was in Baltimore, working the job of her dreams, settling down with a man in a suit who could come home to her at night. Not a man in uniform.

      She unwrinkled the paper a moment, glancing down at it as she walked into the kitchen. No. She ripped it into tiny pieces this time, her hands shaking.

      Turning to the kitchen sink, she dropped them down the drain and flicked on the disposal. The sound of the motor chopping them to bits should have comforted her, making her feel powerful and in control of her own destiny. Instead, it broke her heart.

      He was a weekend fling. That’s all he ever would be.

      But one thing was clear:

      Ensign Jack Falcone had ruined her for other men.
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      She hated stilettos.

      So maybe it was years of pent-up loathing that caused Maeve to liberate her aching feet and toss her pair of Jimmy Choos out of her BMW convertible as she raced down I-97 toward Annapolis.

      Or maybe it was symbolic—her right shoe representing her boss as she sent it on an airborne path to certain doom on the pavement. The left one, her boss’s lover, who was right now celebrating being added as the newest partner in the design firm where Maeve had slaved away for years.

      Or maybe it was insanity. Because damn, those were expensive shoes.

      Bare foot pressing the accelerator, she felt somehow calmed by the soothing roar of German engineering.

      That partnership was meant to be hers, especially after snagging three of the highest profile clients the firm had ever enjoyed. But thanks to a non-compete clause in the contract she had signed years ago, her clients were now theirs. Her precious portfolio, lovingly created, would still appear on their website. And she was jobless, pressing her foot harder against the accelerator as she raced toward home.

      Glancing behind her in the rear view mirror, her eyes spotted a cop two cars behind her, and she tapped the brakes lightly as she exited. Certainly couldn’t afford a ticket right now, and she wasn’t up to flirting with an officer to get out of it.

      At a stoplight, her toes enjoyed the freedom, wiggling, waiting for the green that would bring her closer to home. Why did she always wear skyscraper heels? Why did she always have perfect hair and nails, and wear outfits that made her look like she should be traipsing down Beverly Hills’ Rodeo Drive rather than Main Street, Annapolis, Maryland?

      Why was she such a fake?

      Approaching the Navy Memorial Bridge, a breath of Bay-scented air consoled her as she was greeted by the sweeping profile of the United States Naval Academy on the shore and sailboats on the Severn River enjoying an evening race. Having lived in many cities along the East Coast, Annapolis was easily the most appealing.

      Her eyes drifted to one of the many reasons: a group of Naval Academy men, instructors in the early thirties by her appraisal, on their evening run across the bridge. She sighed appreciatively.

      Behind them, a group of Midshipmen ran, their fresh, young faces reminding Maeve of the many summers she had stayed in Annapolis with her grandparents as a teenager. Too many times to count, she had borrowed her Grandmother’s red VW beetle and taken a leisurely drive, playfully tapping her horn and waving at the appealing college men. She had been such a flirt in high school, and an innocent one at that. But with the killer looks to back it up.

      Feeling remarkably calmer, she pulled into her driveway, noticing the usual assortment of cars in front of her humble Cape Cod.

      Mick’s SUV and Jack’s truck were pulled along the curb. It was a full house tonight, which could only mean one thing: Bess was cooking.

      Even as Maeve thought it, the smell of something wonderful wafted her way through the house’s open windows towards Maeve’s convertible. Garlic and—what was it? Basil perhaps?

      Maeve wasn’t the culinary genius her housemate Bess was, but she was enough of a gourmet to appreciate a fine meal. As she turned off her car, her stomach instinctively grumbled.

      Tiptoeing on her bare feet up the sun-blasted cement, she briefly considered doing a 180 and going back to search for her discarded shoes somewhere near the Odenton exit. There was still a chance they hadn’t been destroyed by oncoming traffic or snatched up by a fellow size 8 who had damn good taste.

      But the thought of an awaiting sunset on her back deck, and a nice glass of Pinot tugged her up her front steps.

      She was home. Her sanctuary. And right now, a quiet evening with her friends was exactly what she needed. Some genuine sympathy and a good meal.

      She stepped into the house unnoticed, the click of the doorknob drowned out by the sizzle of frying chicken and laughter. Maeve stood in silence a moment and let the comfort of being surrounded by her friends fill her.

      Bess stood behind the stove, the only place where Maeve saw her move with swift confidence. She was dressed in her usual blue sweats with her lustrous red hair hidden in a tight ponytail.

      She saw her other housemate Lacey, sitting at the kitchen table, pouring a bowl of fluffy mashed potatoes into a baking dish. Her mannerisms were so contented these days with a hefty diamond on her ring finger. Her fiancé, Mick, stood behind her, his hand on her shoulder so naturally, it was as though he couldn’t be within a foot of his fiancée without touching her. It made Maeve smile.

      Maeve approached them, but before her first foot fell to the tiled floor of the kitchen, she was swept into a romantic dip, seeing nothing but the ceiling and two eyes the color of the Ireland’s emerald coastline.

      Before she could even register Jack’s body pressed against hers, she felt his breath tickle her lips with his face so close to hers. She inhaled sharply from the shock, taking in his slightly soapy scent mixed with a hint of Sam Adams.

      Captivating grin firmly in place, his hand tightly cradled her back, while the other ventured gently up the skin of her neck, pausing slightly as though to detect her rapid-fire pulse. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine.

      The moment couldn’t have lasted more than a second or two before he spoke, his breath intermingling with hers, igniting an unexpected fire inside her that toasted her down to her bare, pedicured toes.

      “Beautiful, are you tired?” he asked, in a voice she hardly recognized.

      Even as she struggled to comprehend his words, Maeve couldn’t resist sliding her hand along the front of his chest on a muscle-rippled path to his sculpted shoulders. Breathless, she only managed to respond, “Huh?”

      “Because you’ve been running through my dreams all night.”

      A gagging sound came from somewhere in the kitchen, and Jack raised an eyebrow in the direction of the sound.

      Bess was the source. “That’s the best you can do?”

      Holding a beer in his firm grip, Mick shook his head. “Better brush up on your pick-up lines, Jack, or you’ll be the first best man in history to go home alone after a wedding.”

      “I like the dip, though.” Lacey’s grin was wistful. “Nice touch.”

      Baffled and uncomfortably steamy beneath her sheath dress, Maeve struggled to snap back to reality. “Anyone care to clue me in about what you’re all talking about?”

      Jack’s eyes were full of laughter as he set Maeve to rights, two feet on the ground. “The best man is always supposed to hit on the bridesmaids. Haven’t you been to any weddings?”

      “Plenty. Including my own.” Still reeling, Maeve found herself unable to meet his eyes. For a moment in his arms so brief, the effects registered 7.9 on the Richter scale. “Our best man went home with my maid of honor after one-too-many shots.”

      Jack waggled his eyebrows. “I should be so lucky. Lacey’s sister is hot as hell.”

      “And married,” Bess warned. “You’d never.” She flipped the chicken in front of her and did a double-take over her shoulder at Maeve. “Oh my God. Are you blushing, Maeve?”

      Blushing was an understatement. Half the blood in her body had rushed to her cheeks and the other half rushed… someplace much farther South. It was hard enough tolerating Jack Falcone’s unplanned re-emergence into her life after they had bumped into each other at O’Toole’s one night out with her housemates.

      But now that his friend, Mick, was engaged to her friend, Lacey, there was no avoiding him.

      Not that she’d tried too hard. After all, what girl could resist having a set of pecs like his around her house from time to time? But if she were to maintain his friendship—strictly friendship—then Jack had to adhere to her stringent hands-off policy.

      A girl only has so much self-control.

      Lightly touching her cheeks, Maeve protested. “I am not blushing. I had the top down on the convertible and probably got too much sun.” Maeve’s eyes darted to Lacey and Mick. “And what is he talking about? Best man for what?”

      Hands entwined with her fiancé, Lacey glowed. “Mick and I finally set a date for the wedding. And we’d like you and Bess to be bridesmaids. I asked my sister to be maid of honor.”

      Despite her escalated body temperature, Maeve managed a smile. “You know I’d love to. So when are you doing it?” She stepped away from Jack, hoping he didn’t notice the trickle of perspiration on her brow. Why was her body responding to him this way? She wasn’t sixteen. She’d been held by plenty of men. But, God help her, his arms were honed from granite.

      Lacey bit her lip. “Six weeks from tomorrow.”

      That was enough to snap Maeve back to reality. “Six weeks? You can’t plan a wedding in six weeks.” She stepped toward her. “Oh my God. Are you pregnant?” Wavering, she found herself balanced by Jack’s sturdy presence behind her.

      “No. Mick got the orders he was hoping for. He’s headed to the SEALs in Coronado in two months. We’re delaying the honeymoon till we’ve moved to San Diego. That’ll be an easier flight to Hawaii, anyway.”

      “Honeymoon in Hawaii?” Bess let out a squeal.

      Lacey’s hand traced Mick’s arm affectionately. “We’ll just do something small—you know, at City Hall with you guys, our families, and a few others.”

      Maeve’s eyes bugged out. “City Hall? No, no, no. Lacey, you need a real wedding. White gown, bouquets, overcooked chicken, drunken guests.” She finally set down her keys and purse on the kitchen table, grateful that no one had noticed her missing shoes. Now was definitely not the time to share her bad news.

      Lacey laughed. “There’s no time. And I’m fine with it. I’d rather use the money for a down payment on a house.”

      “A house?”

      Lacey pressed her lips together and smiled. “Can you believe it? I’m finally going to own a house of my own. We’re headed out west in a few weeks to look at some properties. Finally I won’t be the only real estate agent who doesn’t own real estate.”

      “A house? That’s so—wonderful.” And permanent, Maeve thought, her smile frozen in place. She had known it would happen. From the moment Mick and Lacey got engaged, Lacey had told her an eventual move to Naval Base Coronado was in their plans. But actually buying a house?

      At the reality of losing her best friend, she swallowed a half-sob, and masked it in feigned happiness. “I’m so happy for you,” she said, hugging her a little tighter than usual at the thought of her friend being a full continent away. “But City Hall? We have to do something, Lacey. You only do this once. Well, theoretically.”

      Pulling a spoon from the drawer, Jack shrugged. “Words falling on deaf ears, Maeve. Bess and I have been telling them that for almost an hour now.” He stole a taste of the gravy on the stove and received a firm slap on the hand from Bess in rebuke.

      Lacey shrugged. “No one can pull off a wedding in six weeks.”

      “I can,” Maeve said firmly, trying to convince herself as much as them.

      “And in June? Everything will be booked solid.”

      Mick rested one hand on his fiancée’s shoulder and touched her cheek affectionately. “We don’t need to rush it. I don’t want you having regrets.”

      Maeve stepped back instinctively, feeling as though she was intruding on their private moment, and she felt Jack’s hand lightly touch her back behind her.

      She stiffened. As a friend, he had made this simple gesture a thousand times since he had come back into her life almost two years ago. Yet somehow tonight his touch made half the air escape her lungs. She swallowed, and dared to meet his eyes.

      He grinned at her. “If Maeve says she can plan a wedding in six weeks, she can.”

      Maeve warmed. After such a bad day at work, it was nice to know someone had confidence in her skills. Her eyes met his for a brief moment and the connection seemed magnetic, before he snuck behind Bess for another sample of gravy.

      Why was she reacting to Jack this way?

      It must be the effects of being jobless. She was simply feeling vulnerable. That’s what it was, she assured herself. It was perfectly natural to be drawn to the first strong presence she encountered. As he turned away from her to sneak a spoonful of potatoes, her eyes drifted over his broad, muscled back appraisingly.

      And what a fine presence he was.

      Barely withholding a purr, she turned her attention back to Lacey. “It doesn’t take much to throw a wedding. You’ll still have money for a down payment. I can do it on a budget.”

      Bess laughed. “This, coming from a woman who’s never worked on a budget in her life.”

      “I’ll pitch in,” Jack said. “You’ll need a Navy guy to figure out the Navy stuff. You know, sword arches and all that.”

      “I’ll help too,” Bess chimed in just as she heard her baby start wailing in the distance. Having just turned a year old, little Abigail’s naps were getting shorter every day. Bess set down her spatula. “Well, I’ll help when she lets me. Can someone watch this? I think there’s a diaper with my name on it.”

      “I’ll get this one,” Jack offered.

      Maeve’s eyes couldn’t resist following him as his long strides took him out of the kitchen on a mission. There was something undeniably sexy about a man who looked like that—and was willing to take on diaper duty.

      “I don’t know…” Lacey sank into a kitchen chair, a sign to Maeve that her resolve was crumbling.

      Maeve moved in for the kill, feeling her old self again with Jack out of the room. “No arguments. We’ll talk about it over dinner. Make a few calls. All I need is a head count. The rest is easy.”

      And it could be easy, she convinced herself. Weddings didn’t have to be the extravaganza that she had barely survived. Her wedding had been filled with as much drama as her subsequent divorce.

      For Lacey, it would be classy. Simple and elegant. A celebration of love. Maeve smiled, picturing her best friend and closest confidant in a flowing white gown, eyes filled with hope.

      Despite the loss of her job, Maeve actually felt a small surge of excitement… until Jack walked back into the kitchen, cradling a baby against his chest.

      And Maeve’s heart broke from the glimpse of an impossible future.

      Swallowing the lump in her throat, she dared to meet his eyes. “Umm, Jack, do you think we could get the Navy Chapel?”

      “You’ll never get it. That place gets booked up a year in advance.”

      As he bent to set Abigail in her playpen, Maeve couldn’t help noticing how his uniform showed off his perfect butt. Couldn’t the guy have some flaw she could focus on right now? She sighed. “But Mick’s a freaking war hero. Can’t they bump someone for us?”

      Lacey and Jack exchanged a look.

      Maeve rolled her eyes. “Okay, okay. Bad idea. We can count out any of the churches downtown, too. Anyplace historic will be taken that month. What about Eagle’s Point?”

      “On our budget? Are you kidding? That would eat up our down payment before we even cut the cake. Besides, I guarantee their ballroom will be booked up every Saturday in June.”

      “True.” Maeve deleted Eagle’s Point from the list she was already tapping into her iPhone. “I do like the waterfront twist though. How about at Edith’s house?” Maeve knew there was little that Edith Baker would not do for Mick. She and her late husband had been his sponsors at the Academy his plebe year. She was still a mother hen to him.

      Mick shook his head. “I wouldn’t want to put her out like that.”

      Setting down her phone, Maeve sighed. “She’d love it. You know she would.”

      Lacey piped in. “Can’t do it there anyway. Edith’s neighborhood has too many covenants. It would have to get approved by the Homeowners’ Association and that would never happen in time.”

      Glancing out her window, Maeve eyed her backyard. It certainly wasn’t the size of Edith’s—which practically qualified for its own zip code. But maybe… “What about here?”

      “Here?” Biting her lip, Lacey stood to look out the back window.

      “Yeah. I could fire cannons off the back porch and no one would care in our community. And you probably don’t want a huge wedding anyway, right, Lacey? I mean, how many people are we talking?”

      “It’s up to Lacey,” Mick said, resting his arm low around his fiancée’s waist.

      “Not true, Mick.” Jack grabbed a stack of plates from the cupboard. “You’re in the Navy. Navy lists get big fast. You invite one person from a wardroom, and you have to invite them all. This place will be crawling with SEALs.”

      Maeve raised her eyebrows. Crawling with SEALs? She could sell tickets to single women in Annapolis and finance Lacey’s entire honeymoon from it.

      Bess narrowed her eyes on the grin spreading across Maeve’s face. “Don’t even say it, Maeve.”

      Wide-eyed, Maeve protested, “What?”

      Mick pulled out silverware and followed Jack onto the back porch. “It won’t be as bad as that. Most the people I know will be OCONUS in June.”

      “OCONUS?” Maeve set down the napkins. “Mind a translation for us mere civilians?”

      “Outside the Continental U.S.” He laid out the forks and knives alongside the plates.

      Maeve took Lacey by the hand and guided her out the door of the screened porch. “Picture it, Lacey. It’s flat right there by the water’s edge. We can rent a dance floor and put it down there. Put chairs on it for the ceremony.” Excited now, she touched her fingers to her lips and thoughtfully gazed back at her house. “Then we could have guests retreat to the house for cocktail hour, while someone whisks away the chairs and sets up tables off to the side for dinner.”

      Jack darted back up the stairs of the porch and turned to them. “I’m thinking we could do the sword arch here, and then you’d walk down to the dance floor for your first dance.”

      Lacey clasped Mick’s hand. “That would be beautiful.”

      “It’ll be a breeze. I’ll have help from Bess and—Jack.” Maeve nearly sputtered his name, wondering what it would be like to plan a wedding with a man who was, right now, sending her hormones into overdrive. “Let me do this for you. It won’t be lavish, but any wedding we throw for you will beat City Hall. Do you want us to?”

      Lacey released her fiancé to hug Maeve. “I do.”

      Maeve grinned. “Good practice.”
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      The clock had said it was just past midnight, but Maeve felt like it was barely seven o’clock. She couldn’t sleep; hadn’t even bothered trying. Instead of counting sheep, she’d be counting unpaid bills in her head—gas, electric, cell phone, cable—and wondering where the money would come from.

      Her house, inherited from her grandmother two years ago, didn’t generate anything more than a tax bill twice a year. But still, taxes for waterfront property in Annapolis were grueling. Worth every penny though, she was reminded as she stepped out the door from her screened-in back porch to the yard. Tilting her neck back, she drank in the sight of the stars above her.

      A breeze caught her nightgown and she cuddled it closer to her body as she walked onto her wooden dock. It was a perfect May night, and she could easily spend the next hour or two just soaking in the warm spring breeze that hinted of the summer that still awaited her. The moon’s reflection in the water drew her eyes upward again to the calming presence of the stars. Twinkling their light down upon the house, Maeve sometimes thought of her beloved Gram up there, still watching over her granddaughter now, just as she had in life.

      “What are you doing out here?”

      Maeve’s heart jumped in her chest at the sound of Jack’s voice behind her.

      “Jack, you scared me.” Instinctively, she wrapped her arms across her chest. “I didn’t know you were still here.”

      “Abigail fell asleep in my arms. I was afraid if I put her down, she’d wake up.”

      “Liar. You just love holding her.”

      “Caught.” He stepped onto the dock. “Truth be known, I fell asleep in the rocker holding her. Nothing makes me sleepier than having a warm baby snoozing on my chest. All these nieces and nephews I have, and I kept missing the chance to really enjoy them when they were babies.” Joining her at the end of the dock, he sat down, his feet nearly touching the water below him. “She’s out like a light in her crib now, though.” He brushed off the boards of the dock beside him. “Why don’t you sit?”

      Maeve shook her head. “My robe’s too thin. I’ll be picking splinters out of my thighs.”

      Jack laughed. “Well, we can’t have that.” He pulled his shirt off and spread it out on the dock beside him.

      Maeve just stood there, slack-jawed, wondering how a mere crescent moon could give off enough light to showcase such a perfect torso. “Might want to put that shirt back on. The water is beginning to boil around you.”

      Jack tilted his head. “A rare compliment from you. I’ll have to mark this day in my calendar.”

      Maeve gave in and sat on the shirt beside him. She noticed how it was still warm from his body heat and somehow that thought gave her legs goose bumps. “Am I really that hard on you?”

      “Definitely.”

      “I’m sorry about that. It’s just me. I get too sarcastic sometimes I guess.”

      “It’s a defense mechanism.”

      “Okay, Dr. Phil. So what am I defending against?” Maeve asked.

      “Your unbearable attraction to me.”

      No shit, Sherlock. “Oh really?”

      “Sure. I get that from all women.”

      Maeve laughed at his cocky grin, which suddenly faded.

      “Seriously, though, Maeve.” His eyes met hers. “What was going on with you tonight?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You weren’t yourself.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “You barely looked me in the eye all night. And you got creamed in Scrabble. That’s not like you. You’re distracted or something.”

      Maeve pulled her eyes from his, her heart rate quickening. For a split-second, she actually considered telling him the truth—that she had been flustered by having his face so close to hers, feeling that charge of anticipation, believing they would actually kiss. Getting lost in his eyes, the same way she had eight years ago. She had found herself wanting more.

      But some truths were better left untold. “I lost my job today,” she offered instead.

      “What? Oh, Maeve, I’m sorry. Why didn’t you say anything at dinner?”

      “Lacey and Mick were so happy and excited. I didn’t want to ruin the evening. I’ll tell them tomorrow, I guess.” Maeve stretched her legs in front of her, noticing she was overdue for a pedicure. Another expense that would have to be cut.

      “You should have said something. Your friends are here to support you, you know.”

      His arm draped around her shoulders loosely, nothing more than a friendly gesture, she knew. But tonight, his touch made her melt. Uncomfortable, she didn’t know if she should pull away, or succumb to the urge to snuggle closer.

      “I’ll be fine,” she said. “It’s my own fault, anyway.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Maeve frowned. “I quit. I found out that I got passed over for that partnership, and I just lost my temper and walked out.”

      “I don’t blame you. You were too good for that place anyway.”

      “Well, if I had half a brain, I would have bit my tongue till I had another job lined up. It’s twice as hard finding a job when you don’t have one, you know.”

      “Why not go into business for yourself?”

      “Too risky.”

      “It’s what you’ve always wanted to do, though.”

      It bothered her that he knew this. Not once, ever, had she uttered that dream to him, yet he knew—the same way he could effortlessly complete her sentences.

      “Right now I just have to find something to pay the bills.” She glanced back at her dimly lit house, looking peaceful along the edge of the water. “Or I’ll be telling Lacey to list the house.”

      “Over my dead body. That house is your soul, Maeve.”

      She smiled, comforted that someone knew how much her home meant to her. “Yeah. My Gram would roll over in her grave. It would be a last resort, believe me. But the money would certainly give me some float till I got a job.”

      “You’re not selling. I won’t let that happen. None of us will. You have to stop thinking of yourself as alone in this.”

      “Could you do me a favor?” Glancing at him, she noticed how his face had been flawlessly sculpted to frame his eyes. She thought how much she’d like to distract herself by begging him to take her right now. With his lovemaking skills—which she remembered so well—she’d be guaranteed to forget about losing her job.

      “Name it.”

      Her eyes met his, and she was lost. Make me forget, she wanted to say. Take me in your arms and kiss away the image of each pesky bill sitting on my desk.

      She could use a distraction in the form of a man like Jack right now. But the friendship she relied on would disintegrate. And she needed that more.

      She pressed her lips together a moment, holding back the words she longed to say, then finally spoke. “Let’s just not talk about it right now. Let’s just enjoy the stars.”

      He squeezed her tighter. “You got it. Just remember I’m here for you. We all are.”

      Shutting her eyes, she let herself rest her head against his shoulder, savoring the sound of the water lapping against the dock and the feel of his strength against her. And almost content in the friendship she shared with him.

      Almost.
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      UNCLASSIFIED//FOR OFFICIAL USE ONLY

      This is a By Name Request (BNR) for LT JACK FALCONE, USN, to fill 1A-SOJTF-0037-02 starting no later than 21 JUNE. Report to Development Group Commander upon arrival. Excerpt of tasker as follows:

      DEVGRU CDR requires LT FALCONE, an ASW Warfare Expert, to support the SPECIAL OPERATIONS JOINT TASK FORCE – NAVAL SPECIAL WARFARE GROUP ONE, SEAL TEAM TEN, LITTLE CREEK, VA for a period of TWENTY-FOUR (24) MONTHS. USNA will fill the requirement listed below in the tasking summary sheet. USNA will ensure the MBR …

      

      Jack’s eyes drifted as he sat motionless in front of his monitor.

      E-mail seemed a damned impersonal way to uproot a person for the next two years. But such was the life in the military.

      Little Creek wasn’t far from Annapolis. Just a half day’s drive if the traffic was good. But he couldn’t imagine he’d be ashore long. And being on twenty-four hour alert with the SEALs would mean there wouldn’t be many weekend trips to Annapolis or anywhere.

      Leaning back in his chair, he glanced out the window. The sun was lower in the sky, casting a yellow glow on the historic buildings that filled the campus of the U.S. Naval Academy. Like a postcard, the dome of the Chapel loomed in the distance, just as it had since 1908.

      There was a timeless quality to this place. A snapshot today would strongly resemble the ones he and his parents took when they first toured the Academy fifteen years ago. Even the uniforms had barely changed.

      God, he was going to miss this place. His surroundings had calmed him, beckoning him to an earlier, easier time in his life. A time when he didn’t wake up in a cold sweat in the middle of the night wondering, “What if?”





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/kateaster_thesealsbestman_2500px.jpg
| L
= P

2 Before the mission, -

can he win her heart? Ny

=

SPECIAL OPS:8EIO M EERRY® N T

Kte }\ster

-\Q

l
;/

;,r






