
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SEAL’s Oath

CORONADO TEAM 2

––––––––

[image: image]


Makenna Jameison

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

––––––––

[image: image]


Copyright © 2022 by Makenna Jameison

––––––––

[image: image]


All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


About this Book


[image: image]




––––––––

[image: image]


SHE’S AFRAID TO TRUST again, but he’ll battle for her heart...

Navy SEAL Rob “Slinger” McPherson has been attracted to the gorgeous blonde in their group of friends since the moment they met. She makes all his protective instincts rise, and while his body takes notice anytime she’s near, it’s their instant connection that has him hooked.

Cassie Miller has a secret. Hurt by a man she barely knew, she’s only half living her life, afraid to tell anyone the truth. The buff Navy SEAL she met through friends makes her feel safe and sends her heart racing, but she’s scared to let herself fall for him—or tell him the details of her past.

When the man who harmed Cassie threatens her, the truth comes pouring out. Rob will stand at her side, putting his career on the line to keep her safe, but can he also win her heart?

SEAL’s Oath, a standalone novel, is book four in the sizzling Coronado Team 2 series.
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CASSIE LAUGHED AS THE handsome military man flirted with her, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. He leaned closer, the spicy scent of his cologne making her pulse pound. Conversations filled the loud oceanfront bar around them, music thumped over the speakers, and the salty breeze blew in from the water. She only had eyes for her date though, thrilled that a handsome, Navy officer like him was interested in her. His muscular hand skimmed over her bare arm, and she wanted to shiver in delight.

Eric had no qualms about subtly touching her. His hand had landed on the small of her back as he’d guided her inside the bar earlier. He’d briefly held onto her hips, helping her up onto the barstool. Even now, he leaned toward her, the heat radiating from his stocky, muscular frame. He was probably more than a decade older than her, but she didn’t mind.

She took a sip of her margarita, enjoying the salt, lime, and liquor. The night was young, and Eric seemed into her. The feeling was definitely mutual.

“I’m glad we could finally get together for drinks,” he said, smiling down at her. Cassie noticed his perfect white smile. He looked like he should be a model. He was clean shaven. Neat and squeaky clean. The military probably had meticulous grooming standards for men like him. What was his rank? She couldn’t remember. They’d met over a week ago when she’d been out with some girlfriends, briefly chatting and exchanging phone numbers. Eric had been with several men from his Navy base, but somehow, they’d bumped into one another. Cassie loved to date and had been more than happy to give him her number. Although they’d only spent a couple of minutes talking, he was funny, handsome, and polite. His eyes were only on her. Some men were overly pushy, but this guy seemed genuinely nice. She’d been looking forward to drinks together all week.

“How about I buy you another margarita?” he asked, watching as she finished the first. His eyes landed briefly on her cleavage. She’d worn a low-cut top and mini-skirt, enjoying the way both accentuated her curves. When was the time to dress sexy and cute if not when you were young?

“Sure, that’d be great,” she agreed.

He gestured to the bartender, ordering another beer for himself as well.

Her phone buzzed in her purse, and she glanced down at it for a beat. She’d told her friend Olivia to check in just in case the date wasn’t going well. She’d bail on Eric and go meet her besties at another bar instead if the evening was turning into an absolute trainwreck.

Olivia: How is it? I can call with a fake emergency.

She smiled and thumbed a response, watching as Eric slid a fifty-dollar bill across the bar to cover their drinks.

Cassie: It’s awesome. He’s so sweet and totally gorgeous.

Her phone buzzed once more.

Olivia: Nice. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. ;)

Olivia: Kidding. I’d totally do a hot sailor.

Cassie laughed, sliding her phone back into her purse. She doubted Olivia would sleep with a man she’d just met. Cassie wouldn’t either. This guy was so nice though. Genuine. And there was definite chemistry there.

“Here you go, Carly,” he said, sliding the new drink toward her.

“Cassie,” she said, her face falling.

“Cassie. Right. My apologies. It’s been a long week, sweetheart. I’ve been looking forward to seeing you ever since we met last weekend. Did I tell you that you look gorgeous tonight?”

She flushed, their fingers briefly touching as she took the drink from him. “No, but thank you.”

“You are. Especially those pretty blue eyes. I bet you break all the guys’ hearts. Did you have a good week?” He smiled, charming as ever, and she took a tiny sip of her margarita while he tipped back his beer. She told him a little about her week and then saw him gesturing to some other guys across the bar. “Friends from base,” he explained with a chuckle. “What can I say? This is a popular place.”

She took another sip of her second margarita, her heart suddenly beginning to palpitate. The second drink tasted different than the first. She couldn’t place it. Suddenly, she felt woozy. Tired. Blinking, she looked around the crowded bar.

“Hey, are you all right?” Eric asked, moving closer.

His muscled arm wrapped around her shoulders, and she inadvertently leaned against him, unable to sit up straight. “I already paid for our drinks. Let’s go outside and get some fresh air.”

“Yeah,” she said weakly. “That’s probably a good idea. I don’t feel so good.”

Eric helped her off the barstool, his arm securely around her. He held her close against him, but she was almost grateful for it. She wasn’t sure she could walk out of the bar alone. It was crowded and noisy in here, and she felt so unsteady.

“Here,” he soothed. “Let’s go out back.”

“Oh.” She tried turning her head and nearly stumbled. “The beach is the other way.”

Eric pushed open the side door with one hand, his arm still around her. He guided her into the back ally as the bar door swung shut. The music and people sounded far away, and it was dark save for the moonlight. The busy street was all the way on the other side of the bar. Suddenly, Eric’s hands were all over her as he eased her against the brick wall. She felt dizzy and disoriented, and then he was kissing her. Touching her breasts. Pressing even closer.

“Easy there, sweetheart,” he said, one hand weaving through her blonde hair to hold her head up. “I bought you a few drinks. Are you going to spread your legs for me? I know you’re up for a good time in this skimpy outfit. Look how sexy you are, Carly. Cassie. Such gorgeous breasts and sexy legs.”

His breath was against her ear as he pushed closer, and she felt his erection against her stomach. Weakly, she tried to push him away, but she was having trouble controlling her motions. Another wave of dizziness washed over her, and she would’ve fallen if he wasn’t holding her up.

“I don’t feel good,” she murmured.

His hand was sliding between her thighs, pushing up her skirt. The bricks cut into her back. His grip on her hair tightened, and she began to feel nauseous. His lips moved over her neck. She couldn’t push him away. She could hardly stand. And he had her pinned against a brick wall.

“I’ll take care of you, honey. I’ll take you back to my place. I want to fuck you here first, though. You make me so hard. I know you want it, too, sweetheart. Look at these sexy panties you wore,” he said, his fingers inching beneath the lace. “We’re going to have so much fun tonight....”
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CASSIE JUMPED IN SURPRISE as a car door slammed shut, silently cursing at herself for being startled over nothing. The women who’d emerged from the vehicle were talking and laughing, and they casually headed toward a café serving breakfast. Of course cars and people were coming and going down the busy San Diego street. It was a beautiful Monday morning. Commuters were heading to work. Children were running and skipping to school. Even the birds were chirping because everyone around her was so la-di-da freaking happy.

Clutching her cell phone more tightly in one hand, she hurried toward her office. Cassie stiffened slightly and slowed her pace as she saw a tall guy with a dark buzz cut come out of a coffee shop but then relaxed. It wasn’t Eric. Obviously, it wasn’t. There had to be over twenty thousand sailors stationed in San Diego. There were at least another five thousand in Coronado. She figured the chances of running into Eric again were slim. She certainly never planned to visit the bar where they’d met. And as for the bar where they’d had their first “date”?

She shuddered.

Cassie remembered laughing over her first drink, feeling flattered by his attention. She’d only had a couple sips of her second margarita, but that had changed things forever. She’d woken up in his bed the next morning, with Eric passed out beside her. She was sore. Woozy. Scared he’d wake up and hurt her again.

She’d quickly gotten dressed, grabbed her purse, and never looked back.

Except now she jumped every time she saw a man in uniform. Every large, dark-haired guy walking by caused her to do a double-take. She was always watching. Wary. Damn him for shattering her life. Cassie felt jittery all the time now. She hadn’t been on a single date since that night and only reluctantly went out every once in a while with her friends. She skipped the gym she used to love because too many men trained there, and she didn’t feel comfortable around guys she didn’t know. It was like that one awful night had leaked into every facet of her life.

Cassie yanked open the door to her office, muttering to herself when she realized she’d forgotten to get a coffee. The dark-haired man coming out of the coffee shop had inadvertently spooked her, and she’d walked straight here in her haste to get away. Office coffee it was then. She smoothed her blonde ponytail, already feeling frazzled before her day had truly begun.

“Morning!” her friend Olivia said, breezing into the lobby behind her. “How was your weekend? You should’ve come out with Addison and me for brunch, girl! We missed you.”

Cassie glanced over, watching Olivia brush her jet-black hair behind one ear. With her olive skin and dark eyes, she was the complete opposite of Cassie in looks. “Yeah, sorry. I just wasn’t feeling up for much. Maybe another time.” The two women headed down the hallway of the casual office, saying hello to one of the app developers who worked there.

Olivia gently nudged her. “You’re never up for anything lately. Are you okay? It’s not Rob, is it? Because you two seemed friendly at the bonfire.”

Cassie shook her head but flushed, thinking about the Navy SEAL she’d met over a month ago. He worked at the Navy base in Coronado with Addison’s boyfriend. Addison had been dating Everett “Ace” Walker for months. Things had gotten serious between them quickly. Not long after they’d started dating, Addison had been kidnapped from the parking lot of a restaurant while Olivia and Cassie were still inside. Ace had rushed to the rescue, saving Addison with the help of his teammates. Cassie had been a total wreck, nearly hysterical as they stood in the parking lot.

Cassie began to cry harder, and Ace exchanged a glance with Rob. “Did she drive here?” Rob asked, nodding at Cassie as Olivia moved to wrap an arm around her shoulders.

“No, I picked her up. I can drive her home after we check the office. Does that sound okay, Cass?” Olivia asked. “I want to see if Addison is there.”

“I’ll drive her home,” Rob had said.

Cassie hadn’t given much thought to letting the Navy SEAL get her safely home. He was Ace’s friend. She didn’t need to be scared when those guys were around. Aside from being competent and in control, they’d never harm anyone. Although she’d found Rob attractive, she didn’t think he was interested in her. He’d given her a ride, and that was that.

Except two weeks later, she’d trusted another military man to buy her a drink. Rob had been a perfect gentleman, safely escorting her back to her apartment, so why wouldn’t another Navy guy be the same?

Except Eric had been nothing like Rob. He’d been charming at first, funny and flirty at the bar. He’d made her feel comfortable despite the fact they’d barely known one another. Then he’d drugged her. Raped her. Taken her back to his apartment when she’d been unable to consent to go anywhere.

She didn’t even remember where exactly he lived. She’d rushed outside that awful morning and somehow found a cab. She’d been too traumatized to tell anyone, stuffing her skirt and top into a plastic bag when she’d gotten home and shoving them into the back of her closet. Maybe if she didn’t see those clothes anymore, she could pretend that horrible night had never happened.

Except that Rob noticed when she was upset. She barely knew the man and only saw him when their group of friends got together, but he was observant. Too observant. She wasn’t even sure what to make of how watchful and protective he was. Goodness. He’d driven her home another time when she’d been spooked by a group of military guys at the bar they’d all been at. Rob didn’t ask what was wrong, just let her know he was there if she ever needed to talk.

They’d avoided the topic the last time they were together, and besides, she couldn’t burden him with her problems. The SEALs were busy training and deploying on missions all the time anyway. Sure, he seemed to look out for her, but that was just his personality. He was protective in the way all his friends were. It meant nothing.

Still, that didn’t stop her face from burning as Olivia watched her in amusement. Just because she found Rob attractive didn’t mean he felt the same way. She couldn’t date him anyway, so what did it matter?

“I’ll grill you on Rob later,” Olivia teased, glancing at her smart watch. “I’ve only got a few minutes before my meeting.”

They walked into Cassie’s small office, and Olivia leaned against the door as Cassie set her things down on her desk. “So, where’d you guys go to brunch?” she asked.

“A new place I wanted to try. They had amazing Bloody Mary’s and the best quiche ever. I probably gained ten pounds just looking at it.”

Cassie rolled her eyes. Olivia never gained an ounce. She did love the gym, but she also seemed to be graced with good genetics. Cassie used to hit the gym a couple of nights a week but mostly to flirt with the men there. She felt so silly now. Why had she ever trusted a man she barely knew? Dating used to be fun, and now even the thought of it made her slightly ill.

“I’ll have to try it sometime,” she said half-heartedly.

“We’ll go again. I don’t know why you’ve been down lately, but trust me—going out with your friends for brunch and drinks will cure anything.”

“Maybe,” Cassie said, trying to muster up a smile. “I do miss our girls’ brunches. I’m fine,” she assured her friend as Olivia looked at her skeptically.

“I’m going to hold you to that. Hey, did you see the news this morning?” Olivia asked, suddenly frowning.

“No why? What happened?” It seemed like there had been all sorts of incidents around San Diego over the past six months. Aside from Addison’s kidnapping, there’d been a yacht hijacking when a Navy admiral was onboard, stalking incidents, and even a homegrown terror cell after some of the Navy servicemembers stationed here. It was tough to keep up with all the crazy news in today’s world sometimes. She liked to think she was isolated in her own little bubble, but clearly that idea had been shattered with the man who’d drugged and attacked her.

Olivia walked into Cassie’s office, speaking in a low voice. “A woman was raped outside that bar we went to a few weeks ago. Not Salty Sunset—the country music bar we went to with Addison. Apparently, some asshole dragged her out back. She was drugged, too.”

Cassie’s heart nearly stopped. “What?” she choked out.

“Yep. I just saw it on the news. A couple of guys heard something going on and found the woman on the ground half naked. Her attacker was long gone but had taken some of her clothes. He probably was worried about his DNA being on her things. I wanted to go back there someday, but it’s a big hell no from me now.”

“Holy shit,” Cassie said, fear washing over her. She swallowed, trying to take a deep breath. Why did it feel like her heart was pounding right out of her chest? Thoughts slammed into her mind. Had Eric drugged another woman? She’d met him at the country bar even though they’d gone to another bar the following week for their first date. She hadn’t told her friends about the incident. She hadn’t told anyone. What if she’d gone to the police and told them everything? Gone to the hospital for an exam? What if she somehow could’ve prevented this?

Nausea roiled through her. The idea of reliving the nightmare wasn’t something she even wanted to consider. The police would ask questions. They’d probably think it was her fault for letting him buy her a couple drinks, for wearing a short skirt and sexy top that showed off her cleavage.

“I’m sorry for mentioning it,” Olivia said, noticing her distress. “I know Addison’s kidnapping really upset you. This story creeped me the hell out though since we were just there a few weeks ago. Something like that could’ve happened to any of us. The woman couldn’t even give much of a description to the police. Hopefully they can review all the surveillance footage. Maybe they’ll even be able to use DNA to find him.”

“God, I hope so,” Cassie said, still reeling from shock. She sat down in her chair as Olivia looked at her smartwatch again.

“Look it up online. I’m sure there’s something about it there since I heard the story on the news. Anyway, I’ve got a meeting in five. We have to do lunch later since we’re all here today. Addison might usually work from home nowadays, but she came in.”

“Really? She’s here in the office?”

“Yep,” Olivia said. “The guys are still gone on a mission, so I think she’s lonely.” 

“Oh. Right.” If Addison’s boyfriend Ace was gone, that meant Rob was as well. Not that Cassie needed to know when he was in or out of town. Not that he’d think to tell her. They didn’t talk or text. She didn’t even know his cell number. Still, he’d carefully helped her into his truck and driven her back to her apartment twice now. She had a feeling that Rob knew something was going on with her, but he hadn’t pushed for information. Besides, she’d never tell him even if he asked.

She had to admit she respected him all the more for giving her space. Some men were pushy, expecting women to do as they wanted. He probably hadn’t given her a second thought though since they guys were deployed, so there was no point in wondering about him now.

“Anyway, lunch, all right?” Olivia said. “Tell Add if you see her. I’ll catch you later. I need to grab my laptop and head down to the conference room.”

Cassie watched her friend hurry out the door, suddenly feeling numb. The news story. The attack. She had a horrible feeling that Eric was involved.

Flipping open her laptop, she pulled up the local news and searched for the story. It was absolutely disgusting that he’d gotten away with raping another woman. She was certain it was him. That bar was where she’d met Eric. It was too much of a coincidence to be another man.

Were there other women out there, too? More victims?

She felt guilty for not going to the police. She’d kept the bag of clothes buried in the back of her closet just in case. They probably had his DNA on them. She’d showered after she’d gotten home, but he’d been the one to undress her against her will. Somehow, he’d gotten her into his car and back to his apartment. She’d woken up in his bed.

Tears smarted her eyes as she scrolled through the news article she found. Not many additional details were there, but she was certain it had been him. Briefly, she wondered if Rob and his SEAL teammates knew the man who’d attacked her. Eric had claimed to be a Navy officer, and she believed him. Rob and the others would be furious knowing what had happened. Those guys would never hurt a woman and took serving their country seriously. And while Rob might have been nothing but careful and considerate toward her, she had a feeling he’d go after the guy who’d hurt her if she ever told him the truth.

Cassie swiped away the tears that suddenly appeared beneath her eyes.

She didn’t need to spend time this morning wondering about Rob’s reaction or reliving her nightmare. Rob was good-looking and nice and maybe even interested in her, but Cassie knew she’d never completely trust a man ever again, even a guy like him.
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“DAMN, THAT WAS A LONG week,” Navy SEAL Rob “Slinger” McPherson said as they strode down the ramp of the C-17 cargo plane in sunny San Diego. The op in North Africa had gone smoothly, but the men were all tired, dirty, and ready for a good night’s sleep after days of trekking through the desert after their HVT, or high-value target. It had been a grueling yet successful op. He wasn’t sad to be home though. It was always good to have a successful mission, but he appreciated the downtime that came after the week-long adrenaline rush.

“No kidding,” Mark “Mayhem” Covington said, scrubbing a hand over his jaw. “That was the first time I’ve been out of contact with Ev. I know she had the other women to talk to, but hell. I felt guilty not being there or being able to check in.”

Rob looked over at his teammate. “I get it. She’s fine though, man. That creepy asshole stalking Everly was arrested. You know that.”

“Yep. Didn’t make it much easier to leave though.” They strode across the tarmac, gear in hand, ready to catch a lift to another building where they’d stash their equipment, shower, and then debrief with their commanding officer. Rob was ready for a hot meal and night in his own bed, but duty called. They needed to complete their After Action Report before they could leave base. Not that he had a woman to hurry home to anyway.

Their SEAL team leader Everett “Ace” Walker hopped into the truck with them, slinging his gear down. “Hell. It never gets easier leaving. Not that Addison and I have been together too long, but I worry about her when I’m gone. Those women are all strong as hell though.”

The men continued talking, Rob’s gaze sliding to the movement outside as crews worked to unload the supplies on the cargo plane. The truck started, pulling forward, and Rob leaned back in his seat, stifling a groan. He was exhausted, and they had at least several hours on base to go. Three of the guys on his SEAL team now had a woman of their own. Funny how just months ago they’d hit up the bars together and flirt with the women there. Their nights out had calmed down over the years. None of them were fresh-faced sailors straight out of BUD/S anymore, looking to hook up with any woman they met. Still, up until this year, they’d enjoyed nights out drinking and meeting women.

Rob hadn’t been into any of the girls he’d met hanging around the bars in a while.

Instantly, his mind flashed to Cassie. The pretty blonde with big blue eyes had caught his attention from the very first time he saw her. Rob had given her a ride home when she’d been practically hysterical that Addison had been kidnapped. He’d shown up with his buddies at the restaurant parking lot, seen the terrified woman, and instantly felt the need to reassure her. It was weird to feel protective toward a woman he’d never even met. She was younger than him, maybe around twenty-four. Petite. Pretty. She worked with Addison at an app development company. Rob wasn’t even sure what Cassie did there. She was sweet though. Upset about her friend. He hated that she’d been scared and had gotten her safely back to her own apartment.

Her terror in the aftermath of the kidnapping was to be expected. After he’d driven her home, he’d helped his buddies track down Ace’s girl. But ever since? He could tell Cassie was wary. Warier than expected given Addison’s accounts of how she used to be flirtatious and dating lots of different men. She seemed comfortable around Rob and his teammates, but she’d been spooked when she saw some other military guys come into a bar they were all hanging out at a couple of weeks ago.

Had anyone else noticed? Her friends said she’d become more withdrawn recently. He’d driven her home that night, too. She wasn’t afraid of him, which seemed like a small victory. He couldn’t pretend to know her very well, but that didn’t stop him from wanting to find out more. Why did she seem scared some of the time?

And as for the unexplainable draw he had toward her? She was pretty, but it was something more.

“What are you thinking so hard about?” his teammate Tyler “Trigger” Howard asked, looking over at him.

“Cassie.”

Tyler’s lips quirked. Rob’s answer was blunt, to be sure, but hell. Tyler had a woman. His own sister was now dating Mark. He’d understand to some extent. “You should ask her out, man. I’ve seen her looking at you when we’re all together.”

“Yeah. That’s what Mark claims,” Rob said with a frown. “She’s skittish though. You saw her at the bar a couple of weeks ago.”

“The time you drove her home? I’m not implying anything,” Tyler said, holding up a hand. “I know you just gave her a lift. She trusts you though. Even if she’s wary, I’m just saying. She could’ve gotten a ride with one of her friends but seemed comfortable enough to let you take care of her.”

Tyler wasn’t wrong. For whatever reason, she seemed to feel safe with Rob. That didn’t mean she was interested in dating him though. The truck came to a stop, and the men hopped down, slinging their bags over their shoulders. “We’re debriefing in thirty. Stash your gear, shower, whatever. I’m calling Add first,” Ace said with a grin.

“Hoorah!” Owen “Havoc” O’Donnell whooped. “Someone’s about to get lucky tonight.”

Mark elbowed him in the side. “Must be rough not having a woman, Havoc,” he said with a smirk. “I’m going to—”

“No. I do not need to hear this,” Tyler said, shaking his head. “I’m cool with you dating Everly, but the details of your sex life need to stay private.”

“Yes, sir,” Mark quipped.

“Jesus,” Tyler muttered. “Mayhem and my baby sister.”

Rob shook his head. He didn’t have any siblings of his own, but no doubt, he’d feel the same way as Trigger if he did. All the guys on the team were assertive, alpha males who liked taking control. It wasn’t in them to sit back on the sidelines, watching the world go by. Hell. He’d stepped in with Cassie, hadn’t he? When she’d been upset, he’d decided to drive her home. He felt protective toward the younger woman. Interested, too.

“Anyway,” Havoc said, tugging open the door toward the locker area. “Who said I don’t have a woman? Maybe I’ll call that little hellcat Olivia. Think she missed me? She loves to argue anytime we’re together, but I bet she’s wild in bed.”

“And I’m out,” Rob said, heading toward his locker. Shit. Havoc wasn’t wrong. Those two were always going at it, and he couldn’t tell which one of them enjoyed it more. Havoc probably would be down to spend the night with any pretty woman though. Olivia’s appeal was that she stood up to him rather than fell at his feet. Havoc loved to flirt at the local bars when they went out, but Olivia was a woman he’d have to chase.

Rob and their other teammate, Brian “Blaze” Peterson, weren’t bringing new women around all the time like Havoc. Brian seemed preoccupied lately anyway. And Rob? Hell. He didn’t know what he wanted. No, scratch that. “Hey, Ace!” he called out.

His SEAL team leader poked his head around the door to the lockers, phone in hand to call Addison. “What’s up?”

“Text me Cassie’s number, will you?”

Ace grinned. “Sure thing, man.”

“Thanks.”

Ace leveled him with a gaze. “She’s sweet. Don’t hurt her.” He turned and headed to his locker, swiping the screen on his phone. Shaking his head in disbelief, Rob turned to stash his gear away. Of course, he wouldn’t fucking hurt her. He did want to check in with Cassie though. She’d been on his mind while they were gone, like it or not. He’d barely so much as touched her, aside from helping her up into his truck. He didn’t miss the way his body reacted when she was around though.

Rob wondered once again about her reaction at the bar several weeks ago. She’d been trembling when he’d escorted her out the door, seemingly wanting to get away from the military guys who’d come in. Was her ex in the Navy? Was it something else?

Scrubbing a hand across the stubble on his jaw, he grabbed some clean clothes from his locker. Powering on his phone, he saw that Ace had already texted him Cassie’s info. He quickly saved her number to his contacts and then shot her a text before he lost his nerve. They’d never talked on the phone before. Never texted.

Would she be shocked that he’d contacted her? Happy to hear from him?

He’d check his messages after he showered and changed. She was probably busy with her friends, out living her life. Maybe she wouldn’t even respond right away.

Weird that he felt anxious about hearing back from her. This was Cassie. Addison’s friend. He just wanted to check in and make sure she was okay. No big deal. Rob hustled toward the showers anyway, eager to get back to his locker and see if she’d replied.

***
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CASSIE SHIVERED AS she caught the end of the evening news. The mention of the sexual assault outside the country bar was barely a blip on the news channel’s radar. The anchor mentioned it in one breath and then went on to discuss a robbery at a convenience store in the next. That’s all one woman’s nightmare amounted to—a cursory mention in a string of local news stories.

Lunch with her friends had gone pretty well earlier, all things considered. She’d been nervous about heading to a crowded restaurant. For some reason, she felt safer in the middle of the day though. Cassie assumed the man who’d drugged her was at work on one of the Navy bases. He wasn’t strolling around downtown San Diego near her office. Besides, those guys showed up on base in uniform. Men in business suits didn’t spook her the same way military guys now did.

Most military guys, anyway. Rob in uniform would be...wow. She couldn’t imagine. Those broad shoulders and muscled arms would fill out anything he wore. And with his dark hair and green eyes.... Cassie shook her head. No sense in thinking about something that would never happen.

Her phone buzzed, and she glanced down to see a text from Olivia.

Olivia: I’m heading to the gym after that huge lunch. Want to meet for spin class?

Cassie frowned. She used to hit up the gym several nights a week. Now she just felt uncomfortable there. Not that anyone had said or done anything wrong, but all those guys working out, looking at her? It gave her the creeps.

Cassie: Not tonight. Have fun.
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