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Six months chaste.

Coast Guard Lieutenant Commander Scott Everly had gone six long months without sex, although in all honesty it felt more like six years.

Unintended celibacy weighed heavily on his mind and body as he paddled his kayak through the mangrove channel, using vigorous physical exercise to sublimate his baser needs. He’d tried it all—jogging, strength training, boxing, but despite his punishing daily workouts, insomnia plagued him. Digging deep, he pushed himself harder, rowing full-out until his shoulder, back and chest muscles ached with just the right kind of sweetness.

“Better than sex,” he lied to himself. “Who needs sex when you’ve got all this?”

The early Monday-morning sim bathed warm rays, the color of Florida grapefruits, across the deep green, tree-shrouded landscape. A quiet harmony of dawn’s native birdsongs welcomed him home.

It was good to be back, even if it was only for two weeks. He was on leave, although the joke in the ranks was that a Coastie never went on vacation; they were born ready for action.

While he loved his commission in D.C., he missed Key West and his family something fierce. He was a Conch through and through, but when it came down to it, as long as he was near water, Scott was a happy guy.

As third generation Coast Guard, sea brine flowed through his veins, and he considered himself the luckiest man on the face of the earth to be doing a job he loved.

Scott had come home for his younger sister’s wedding a week from this upcoming Saturday. How could it be that Megan was old enough to marry? It seemed like just yesterday that he was pulling her pigtails and putting bullfrogs down the back of her shirt.

He breathed in the heated scent of summer—ripe mangos, tangy lime, earthy loam and murky tide pools. The air smelled rich, sticky and uniquely Key West. A fish jumped, tail slapping against the water, before sinking back below the wet depths. Overhead, blue-white clouds bunched in the waning darkness, voluptuous as a plump woman’s bottom. Scott had an urge to reach up and pinch the sky.

Knock it off. 

He was daydreaming about goosing clouds. How pathetic was that? It had been too long. Way too long. He missed having a woman in his life, a partner to connect with and yes, dammit, he missed sex.

He was thirty years old, in the best shape of his life and he hadn’t had sex in six months, one week, three days and twenty-one hours. 

Not that he was counting or anything.

His last relationship ended because his girlfriend wanted him to leave the Coast Guard. Too dangerous, Amber had said. He’d already been injured twice. Why would he push his luck?

He’d flat out told her no. She’d known who and what he was when they’d started dating. If she loved him, she wouldn’t ask him to change. He accepted her, why couldn’t she accept him?

In retrospect, there had been other issues in the relationship. Trivial things that started to add up. She’d like money and status meant a lot to her. She’d asked him to go to work for her father’s luxury car dealership so she could drive a Bentley. When he’d refused, she said she couldn’t bear it if he ended up like his father, killed in the line of duty, and that she refused to be like Scott’s mom, widowed at forty.

Hell, she might as well have asked him to quit breathing. He’d learned one thing from that relationship. His ideal mate had to accept him just as he was—military career and all. He was done bending himself into a pretzel to please a woman.

Unless of course it was in bed.

Grinning, he stuck his oar into the water, pushed aggressively against the current. A gator slipped from the banks into the channel right behind him, but Scott didn’t pay much attention. He was bent on getting sexual frustration out of his system before meeting an old friend for breakfast. Alligators were a fact of life in Florida and as long as you didn’t do anything stupid, they generally minded their own business.

Six months.

The longest dry spell he’d had since college. He was a charming guy, and he knew it. He’d been graced with his father’s good looks and his mother’s outgoing personality. Usually, he had no trouble coaxing a willing lady into his bed, but as much as he wanted sex, short, hot liaisons had oddly lost their appeal.

He wanted something more.

What he couldn’t figure out was why. Maybe it was because his baby sister was getting married. Megan’s wedding made him realize he wasn’t getting any younger, but then again neither was he ready for commitment.

So, what did he want? Sex or a relationship?

That was the quandary and explained his lengthy dry spell. Scott blew out his breath and rounded the bend. While he missed sex, he hadn’t missed Amber all that much, which had been a wakeup call. Maybe he just wasn’t cut out for happily-ever-after. 

Or maybe, he too feared leaving a widow behind. He’d seen firsthand how devastated his mother had been after the loss of his dad. How could he do that to anyone, and yet, how could he be anything more than he was? A Coastie to the bone.

Maybe loneliness was his natural fate. Maybe he wasn’t meant for long-term commitment. And yet, the thought of using people to get his sexual needs met, turned him off and left him feeling sad and empty. No, much better to stay celibate, as hard as that might be. No pun intended.

And that’s when he saw her.

Where the channel turned into an estuary just before it joined the sea, a lone woman bobbed in a small dinghy.

A precarious spot. Rocky shoals. Swift current. And there were the gators. Not to mention bull sharks.

Instantly, his protective instincts engaged. What was she doing out here alone at this hour of the morning when dew still dampened the air and darkness lingered in the shadow of the mangrove trees?

Was she unaware of the trouble she could get into? Between drug smugglers, human traffickers, deadly wildlife and the tourist trade that attracted scores of inebriated college students. Key West was not a place to be taken casually. As much as he loved the tropical beauty of his hometown, as a Coast Guard officer, he knew the locale’s dirty little secrets.

The woman stood up in the boat, her back to him and the skiff rocked gently.

What was she up to?

She held something in her hands, but he couldn’t make out what it was. Damn, he wished he had binoculars.

From what he could see of her she was thin as a sapling. Scott preferred women with a little meat on their bones. He liked rounded bellies, curvaceous butts and lush thighs. This woman could do with a double helping of his homemade chicken and dumplings. A thick slab of his famous Key lime cheesecake wouldn’t do her any harm, either.

Still there was something about her that instantly attracted his attention and it went much deeper than looks. Yes, she was pretty, but in a carefree way, as if she couldn’t be bothered with tending to her looks. She possessed both intense concentration and a quiet serenity that called to him.

She lowered whatever she held in her hands into the water via a black cable.

Scowling, Scott changed directions and paddled toward her, territorial impulses driving him. Who was she and what was she doing here?

He drew closer, but she never glanced up from her task. His kayak glided over the water, swiftly, silently. If she were up to something illegal, wouldn’t she be more furtive? Or maybe she was just that arrogant.

She bent at the waist, her white cotton T-shirt riding up to expose her smooth, slender back and showing off her heart-shaped butt. From the waistband of her low- rise blue jean shorts, a red thong bikini peeked out.

Scott stared as if he’d never seen a woman in a thong, angling his head for a better look and feeling his pulse quicken. What was that all about? Normally, he was a pretty even-tempo guy, and this woman was not his usual type.

And yet...and yet he could not stop staring at her.

A pair of mile-long legs tapering to skinny, but shapely calves had his breath coming out in hot, tight rasps.

Exertion. It was nothing more than exertion. Yeah? He exercised every morning and he’d never gotten short of breath like this.

Curiosity tickled the back of his neck. Interest tingled his hands. Startling desire stirred beneath the zipper of his khaki shorts.

Leave her be. She’s not your concern. He needed to turn around now if he wanted to be on time for his breakfast meeting.

But he kept stroking straight toward her, hands curled tightly around the bent shaft of the fiberglass paddle, because she was his concern. If anything happened to her, he’d feel forever guilty for not warning her about the dangers of boating alone in the Key West mangroves.

You’re out here alone.

Um, he was alone. That was different. He was a guy, for one thing, a native for another and third, he carried a gun. Is that really why he was going over? To warn her?

Of course, it was. He was Coast Guard, even though he wasn’t on duty, he’d been raised to look after people on the coastal waterways. “A Coast Guard,” his father had been fond of saying, “is a shepherd of the seas.” 

The Coast Guard motto was Semper Paratus. Always prepared.

The glare of the rising sun caught him squarely in the face. He squinted, wished he’d worn sunglasses, his gaze fixed on the woman in the dinghy. He turned his kayak away from the sun, hungry for a second look.

She straightened in silhouette, a lithe figure in the splendid dawn. The denim shorts she wore were cutoffs with unraveling threads. One side was higher than the other as if she’d just grabbed a pair of scissors and whacked away without measuring.

Scott didn’t mind. The shorter side revealed a glimpse of where her firmed thigh rounded into her buttock. He had an overwhelming urge to press his mouth to that sweet spot and nibble.

A shiver went through him and sweat popped out on his forehead. Look away. Paddle away. Get out of here.

He didn’t move.

She reached for the hem of her T-shirt and in one quick swoop tugged it over her head, revealing a red bikini top that matched her bottoms. Although she was not overly endowed, she curved in all the right places.

Her hands went to the snap of her denim shorts and in two seconds flat, she was standing in the wavering boat wearing nothing more concealing than a thong bikini, still seemingly unaware of his presence.

Scott held his breath. He shouldn’t have been so impressed. For hell’s sake, women strutted the beaches of Key West in thongs every day of the week. Many of them moving straight from sand to asphalt without a cover-up for the famed Duval Street Crawl. Key West was free and easy. Residents and tourists alike came here to let it all hang out. He should not have been slack jawed.

But he was and he had no idea why.

Sure, you do. 

He should mind his own damn business and head back. Smart. So why was he still drifting here, his gaze glued to her backside?

His skin sweated against the kayak oar; his fingers curled so tightly that his short nails bit into his palms. He caressed her with his eyes from the top of her caramel-colored hair pulled back into a ponytail that just grazed the strap of her bikini top, to the nip of her waist, to the flare of her hips.

Then she gave a graceful little hop and dived headfirst into the murky water. The muted splash echoed softly down the channel.

She disappeared from view and the last he’d seen of her were cute toes painted pearly peach flipping gracefully as a dolphin’s fin. He waited, and his temples started to pound. He realized he was holding his breath.

Exhaling, he glanced at his sports watch. She’d been down there for over a full minute. Just when he was getting worried, she came up on the side of the boat closest to him. Talk about superior lung capacity.

Water glistened on her high cheekbones, rolled off her full lips. Her hair lay plastered against her skin. She looked like a beguiling mermaid.

Splash, Splash. Catch of the day.

Scott ran a palm across his mouth, tasted the saltiness of desire on the back of his tongue. It was too early in the morning for thoughts like this.

Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut. She tossed her head, sent water flying over him, her legs gently threading water.

Then her indigo eyes opened.

She did not startle. In fact, she seemed utterly self-possessed. As if she’d known all along that he was watching her. Who was this woman?

Their gazes locked.

A swell of thundering heat rolled through his veins, rushed straight to his groin.

She did not smile. Did not speak. She didn’t have to. He could feel her disdain.

His head spun and a burst of adrenaline sent his pulse skipping. What the hell was this? extreme horniness he’d never felt before. He’d come over here to warn her off boating alone, cockily portraying the protector and donning his Coast Guard mien. Preparing to show off his knowledge, but one look into that enigmatic face and something shifted.

Tilted.

And suddenly, Scott couldn’t help feeling that he was the one in danger.
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Doctoral student Jacqueline Birchard blinked water from her eyes. She was so wrapped up in her research project that she barely even registered the man floating in the kayak, her mind whirling with thoughts of the endangered Key blenny.

Everything was ready to go. A Kevlar cable laced with monitoring instruments lay anchored to a metal platform that extended from the floor of the estuary to just below the surface—^that’s what she’d just dived down to check on. She had a lab set up in the waterfront apartment she rented in town for the summer, and she was receiving constant satellite feed from the underwater equipment. She had minimized all her obligations for complete immersion into this independent research project for her doctoral dissertation.

This was it. The time had come at last.

Jackie hovered on the verge of making her mark as a marine biologist and proving to her father, once and for all, that she was worthy of the name Birchard. Her success hinged on finding the elusive Key blenny.

The man with movie star good looks cleared his throat.

Jackie slid her hand over her face, dispersing the water. She had never much liked handsome men. By and large they cared too much about what people thought of them. Got too caught up in appearances. She had no patience for vanity or idle chitchat. Life was too precious to waste on the insubstantial. The planet was in trouble.

Mother Earth in pain. Global warming threatened the oceans. Mankind was rapidly working to do itself in.

She was on a mission to save the world, and with it, her relationship with her father. She had no time for pleasantries. This guy was in her way.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Scott Everly.”

Annoyed at being interrupted, Jackie glowered. Ugh. It was just her bad luck to stumble across some idiotic tourist at seven o’clock in the morning. If he asked her a stupid question, she might have to hurt his feelings. “Bully for you.”

Instead of putting him off as she intended, her curt comment brought an enigmatic smile to his lips. Good God, was he trying to charm her? Seriously?

“What are you doing?” he asked, earnest as a golden retriever.

Oh, she was going to ignore that. Ignore him. This was not Oceanography 101. She had no obligation to tell him anything. She turned and swam toward her boat. 

“There are bull sharks in the mangrove channels.” 

“Uh-huh,” she said absentmindedly, her thoughts already back on the Key blenny.

“That doesn’t scare you?”

Go away. “Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Incidents of shark attacks are actually quite low,” she said. “If you look at statistics, in Florida you’re ten times more likely to be hit by lightning.”

“But bull sharks are one of the most aggressive species, right behind great white and tiger sharks.”

“Been watching a lot of shark week on the Discovery Channel, have you?”

He grinned. It was the kind of charismatic, come-hither grin that would have weakened the knees of most women, but not Jackie. “What if I have?”

“I’d say, don’t believe everything you hear on TV.” 

He gave a fake gasp. “No?”

“Bull sharks are declining in number in Key West.” 

“Really?”

She shrugged. “People fish them for their meat, hides and oils.”

“Are you a vegan?”

“No.”

He cocked his head. “You’re different.”

Jackie rolled her eyes. Her toe found the submerged step at the back of her boat, and she pulled herself up, knowing all the while he was staring at her butt.

Don’t look at him. Don’t encourage him.

She had an urge to readjust her swimsuit bottom, but she didn’t do that, either. No need to call even more attention to her ass.

But she couldn’t quite resist taking a small peek over her shoulder. Not because he intrigued her. Because he didn’t. Not at all. Jackie lived in her head, not her body. She was not one of those women always looking for the next guy to hook up with. Sex was fine for what it was worth, but when mixed with emotion, it invariably turned into a big hairy mess. She had no time or patience for that kind of drama.

And Mr. Perky over there looked like he was totally into the games people play.

He had a bright face, as welcoming and shiny as the morning sun. He possessed tanned skin and startlingly white teeth. His chocolate-brown hair was cut in a short, well-kept style, a poster boy for the healthy island lifestyle. He looked as wholesome as orange juice. It was enough to give a cynical woman the heebie-jeebies.

“Do you need help with anything?” he asked.

Back off, Skippee. “No.”

She purposefully pulled up the white plastic milk jug she’d used as a buoy to mark this spot the previous day. It helped her find her way back, but she didn’t want to advertise the location. The last thing she needed was some nosy tourist like Skippee here mucking with the expensive instruments she’d borrowed from the University of California. Which was why she was pulling up the milk jug. She would trade it out for a smaller, more inconspicuous buoy once the guy left.

“You do realize that while the seclusion is peaceful, it’s really not a good idea to go boating and swimming alone. Bad things could happen and there would be no one here to help.”

Jackie didn’t scare easily. Living twenty-four years with Dr. Jack Birchard cured her of that, but this guy was starting to creep her out. “I have a cell phone. I can call the Coast Guard.”

“What if you severed an artery? They couldn’t get here in time to save you.”

“The bull sharks again?”

“There’s human predators, as well.”

Normally, whenever she was unsettled, she withdrew into her mind, where she kept a rich supply of knowledge and fantasies to ruminate over. That skill helped her survive a childhood of an absentee mother and a demanding, famous father with standards as high as the moon.

But whenever she was cornered—as she was now; she couldn’t exactly go off and leave her claim vulnerable to this stranger—she went on the offensive. Another skill she’d learned ft-om dealing with her father. If you didn’t stand up to Dr. Jack at some point, he’d steamroll over you, turning you into a human pancake.

Jackie spun around in the boat, hands planted on her hips, and donned her fiercest scowl, the one that usually sent men scrambling for cover. “Are you threatening me?”

His hands shot up so fast in a gesture of surrender that he dropped his kayak paddle. “No, not at all. I didn’t mean to make you feel threatened. I wasn’t threatening you. I’m sorry if you felt threatened.”

He looked so contrite that she almost smiled. 

Scott leaned over and plucked his paddle from the water, but when he raised his head, his gaze strayed to her chest. He stared long and hard. That’s when she realized her nipples were beaded tight beneath her bikini top.

Men. Jackie snorted. They were so predictable.

Still, she couldn’t help feeling a flush of embarrassment.

Quickly, he yanked his gaze from her chest, and met her cool stare.

A shot of pure sexual awareness buzzed into the center of Jackie’s solar plexus. The sensation was so intense that she gulped to keep from taking an involuntary step backward and she brought a hand to her tingling lips.

Scott’s gray eyes widened, and he looked as befuddled as she felt.

Time skipped, glitched.

They exhaled simultaneously, and the sound was softly explosive in the balmy air. The boat wobbled. Jackie had actually been born at sea, on her father’s research vessel, the Sea Anemone, and she always felt more balanced on water than she ever did on land. But now, she felt strangely tremulous.

Withdraw! Withdraw!

But there was nowhere to go. Scrambling to find her equilibrium, she focused on her bare feet, pushing her toes flat against the bottom of the boat.

Scott ran his right hand through his hair. The gesture moved the cuff of his T-shirt sleeve upward, revealing a deep puckered scar on the underside of his upper arm. It looked like he’d been shot with a harpoon.

Startled, she felt a knot of attraction form in the pit of her stomach. Oh, this was crap. She couldn’t like him simply because he suffered. For all she knew he was a drug dealer and that’s why he’d been harpooned. Mangrove channels made for great outlaw hideouts.

But somehow, she wasn’t getting that vibe from him. Then again, she wasn’t particularly intuitive when it came to people. Plants and animals and fish, yes. Human beings? Not so much.

So, there was absolutely no reason for her to be wondering what he looked like without a shirt on. His biceps were hard as baseballs. If his arms were that awesome, chances were his abs were equally spectacular.

She did not want to go there, but her rebellious stare slipped from his arm to his chest and on down to—

Jacqueline Michele Birchard do not look at that man’s crotch.

Then something alarming occurred to her. What if he was spying on her? Oceanography was a viciously competitive field. Could he be out to steal her research project?

Don’t be so mistrustful. How likely is that?

Not likely at all, but she was her father’s daughter. She knew what kind of tricks people pulled to get a leg up in this cutthroat business.

Jackie snapped her gaze back to his face and said curtly, “If you’ll excuse me, Mr. Everly, I have things to take care of.”

“You never did tell me your name.” His voice was low, teasing.

And she didn’t want to tell him now. She didn’t trust him any farther than she could toss him. “Jackie,” she said.

“No last name?”

She hated dropping the Birchard name, but maybe if she gave him a name, he’d go away. “Birch. Jackie Birch.”

Only half a lie. Still, she didn’t like fudging the truth.

“Well, Jackie Birch, you have a nice morning.”

“Thanks. You, too,” she said. All she wanted was for him to go away so she could get back to work.

“And seriously, do bring someone with you the next time you’re on the water. The buddy system works best out here.”

“Yes, yes.” Beat it, Skippee.

“I’d hate for anything to happen to you.” His smoky voice caressed her ears.

Then there she was again feeling completely unbalanced.

Without another word, he put his oar in the water, turned his kayak and paddled away, leaving Jackie stumped, stymied, suspicious and more than a tad sexually attracted to a total stranger.

She didn’t like it. Not one bit.
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United States Coast Guard Station Key West was a major base in the 7th District founded in 1824. Sector Key West was a unified command consisting of two patrol boats, eight duel boats and three small boat stations. Even though it was a small unit, Sector Key West’s responsibilities encompassed 55,000 square miles of territory, including the borders of Cuba and the Bahamas.

Every time Scott walked into his father’s old headquarters, a thrill ran through him. This was where he’d first fallen head over heels for the Coast Guard. His love for his chosen career had only deepened with time. He was living his father’s legacy. You couldn’t put a price on that kind of pride.

Although now he worked out of D.C., his heart still belonged to Sector Key West.

The place always stirred memories, but today his thoughts stayed anchored on the woman in the red bikini. In his mind’s eye he kept seeing her standing in the boat, vulnerable, fierce and sexy as hell. She’d said her name was Jackie Birch but that did nothing to alleviate his curiosity.

Who was this Jackie Birch, besides a pretty woman who swam alone in the mangroves? And why did he keep wondering what she would taste like if he kissed her?

“Scott!” Marcy Dugan, the civilian public relations liaison, exclaimed. Marcy was in her mid-forties, almost as tall as Scott, with a whip-thin figure from running marathons. “It’s so good to see you.”

“Don’t I get a hug?” He held out his arms.

“Of course.” She embraced him. “It’s so good to have you home.”

His strongest memory of Marcy was at his father’s funeral ten years ago. At the graveside, she’d placed a palm against his back and whispered, “Your father was so proud of you. I know you’re going to live up to his expectations.”

He’d done his best to do just that.

“How’s Megan?” she asked.

“Flustered. She keeps second-guessing herself on every decision.”

“All brides are nervous before the wedding. There’s so much pressure.”

“She really seems happy, though.”

“Dave’s a good guy,” Marcy said, referring to Megan’s fiancé.

“I’m glad to hear he gets your stamp of approval. I haven’t had a chance to really get to know him yet.”

Marcy smiled. “You’re having a hard time letting go of your baby sister.”

“Am I that transparent?”

“Yes.” She linked her arm through his. “But that’s okay. You’ve always looked after her.”

“Except she doesn’t need me to take care of her anymore.” He was surprised to hear a wistful note in his voice.

“It’s time for you to find a wife who will appreciate your protective qualities.”

“Too bad you’re not available,” he teased.

“Flirt.”

“If you ever get tired of Carl.” He winked “you know where to find me.”

“Flirting with my wife again, Everly?” Chief Warrant Officer Carl Dugan drawled as he came down the hall toward them. Carl had been born in Corpus Christi, Texas, and although he’d lived in Florida for most his life, he never lost his Lone Star accent. 

“You’re late.” 

“Normally, Carl eats breakfast at 6:00 a.m. sharp,” Marcy said, slipping her arm around her husband’s waist and patting his flat belly. “He held off for breakfast with you, so he’s bit cranky.”

Carl, while good-natured, didn’t believe in excuses, so Scott didn’t offer him one. Besides, how would it sound if he said he was late because he’d been ogling a girl in a red bikini? “My apologies, sir.”

“You can stop calling me sir. You outrank me now.” 

“That’s never going to happen. I was calling you sir long before I ever joined the Coast Guard.”

“Well, you’re on vacation so I guess I can let your tardiness slide,” Carl joked. “I’m hungry as a whale. How about you?”

“You know me. I can always eat.”

“See you boys later.” Marcy wriggled her fingers. 

“You’re not coming with us?” Scott raised an eyebrow. 

Marcy said, “I’ve got a busload of middle-school students coming by for a field trip.”

“Better you than me,” Scott said.

“You’d be great with kids. Just wait until you have little nieces and nephews running around.”

Scott put both hands over his ears. “That’s my baby sister you’re talking about.”

Marcy laughed.

The three of them left the building together. Carl stopped to kiss Marcy’s cheek before she branched off in the direction of the parking lot. “Have a good breakfast.”

Without speaking, Scott and Carl fell into lockstep. Scott didn’t have to ask. He knew they were having breakfast at the Lighthouse Restaurant just across the pier from the base. The familiar call of seagulls winged overhead. The salty air carried on it a hint of coconut. Morning sun glistened glassy blue off the waves.

He paused on the pier to take a deep breath of home and Carl stopped, seeming to understand that Scott needed a moment. It was good to be back.

They walked into the restaurant, greeted by the clatter of dishes and the hum of voices. Most everyone in the place was Coast Guard of one fashion or the other—active duty, reservists, auxiliary or family members of Coasties. People waved and called out to them.

The hostess knew Carl by name and led them to his regular booth that looked out over the water.

On the wall behind them was a ten-year-old photograph of Carl with Scott’s father, Ben. They wore their navy-blue operational dress uniforms and had their arms slung over each other’s shoulders. Looking like brothers, they grinned for the camera.

The picture had been snapped just after they’d completed a successful search-and-rescue mission for missing teens who had taken out a sailboat without permission and got caught in a squall.

It was the last photo ever taken of Scott’s dad. Two weeks later, he was dead, killed in a drug interdiction operation. Psychologists might have said Scott had gone into the same line of work as his father as a way to avenge his death. They would have been half-right.

“How you been?” Carl asked.

The question was more perfunctory than fact finding. He and Carl stayed in touch through email, corresponding at least once a week. “Good, good.”

“Dating?”

Scott shook his head and immediately thought of Jackie, but he had no idea why.

Their server came over. “The usual?” she asked Carl.

Carl nodded.

The young woman turned her eyes on Scott, smiled coyly. “And what will you have?”
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