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        The last thing I expect to find in my house when I come home from my final military tour overseas is a gorgeous women in nothing but a towel.

        

        Welcome back to Huckleberry Creek, Gabe.

        

        Turns out my grandma rented my place to my high school crush while I was deployed. Felicity is sunshine and sweetness and everything my grumpy ass doesn’t deserve. I’m determined to keep things strictly business. But as I work on repairing her damaged rental, we share laughs, movies, secrets—everything but the bed. I know she wants that too, but my demons hold me back.

        

        She deserves better. She deserves the whole world, and I can't give her that. I can only give her a temporary bit of fun, even if deep down, I know my feelings for her are anything but temporary. That I want her forever...that's going to have to stay my secret. Another demon I'll live with once she's moved on.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE: GABE

          

        

      

    

    
      My patrol was finally over. Hunger gnawed, and my skin itched from sand in places sand ought never be. Such was the way of things on a desert deployment. I wanted some grub, a shower, and eight straight on my cot. Things had been quiet enough in the region lately that I might actually get at least two of the three. But I paused on the way back to my tent to gaze up at the vast expanse of sky that stretched from horizon to horizon.

      The moonless night meant nothing muted the stars. With no trees or buildings to lend perspective, the sky seemed so close. The Milky Way was a pale misty band across the sky, so dense with stars it almost seemed as if you could reach out and run fingers through it like water. There were no familiar constellations in this part of the world. No Orion’s belt, no Big Dipper. But the ones up there had become familiar over the past nine months, even if I didn’t know their names.

      As I watched, a shooting star blazed across the velvet black before winking out.

      I heard my grandmother’s voice in the back of my mind. Make a wish, Gabe.

      It had been a long time since I’d made one. A long time since I’d believed in them. Maybe it was because I missed her. Maybe it was because the time out here on deployment left a man with little else. But I found myself holding my breath.

      I wish for us all to make it home safely.

      The faint hum of generators mingled with the soft chorus of crickets hiding somewhere in the darkness. A gentle breeze sent sand skittering softly across the ground and fluttered the edges of tents like the intermittent flap of birds’ wings.

      Somewhere a camel let out a grunting huff, answered by the howl of a jackal on the hunt. The wispy clouds overhead spoke of later winds to come. But for now, an eerie calm presided.

      That calm made me nervy.

      Shrugging off my unease, I headed back to camp, detouring to the mess to grab some food before seeking out the light and laughter coming from my own tent. Time to join my friends for our nightly round of cards before we did it all again tomorrow. Stepping inside, the sounds of the desert night were muted, replaced by the familiar banter of the guys and the snap and shuffle of playing cards.

      “Well, well, look who decided to join us,” Kellan drawled. “Pull up a seat. I’ll deal you in after this hand.”

      I grabbed one of the overturned buckets we used for stools and wedged myself into the empty spot at the table. “Usual stakes?”

      Rhett nodded. “Playin’ for peanuts.”

      I fished out my stash of them from my pocket—the ones I hadn’t eaten earlier anyway—and waited as the current hand finished, with Clint laying down a straight flush.

      He raked the pile of nuts toward himself, adding to his hoard. “Man, I can’t wait to get back home and go fishing again. Nothing like those misty mornings out on the creek.”

      Home and Huckleberry Creek felt worlds away.

      “Right there with you,” Rhett agreed. “But for me, it’s the smell of autumn in the mountains. With all the leaves changing, the chill creeping in, everything’s all brisk and invigorating. It feels like nothin’ changes here.”

      Kellan dealt the next round. “What’s the first thing y’all are gonna do when you get home?”

      That was easy. “I’m falling face first onto my bed and sleeping for eighteen hours straight. I’ve been dreaming of that memory-foam topper for nine months.”

      “For me, I’m getting an entire huckleberry cobbler from Pie Hard and eating every bite,” Clint announced. “With vanilla ice cream.”

      “Obviously,” Rhett concurred. “I want a quiet beer down at Doc Holliday’s. Can you imagine how good one of Doc’s lagers would taste after all these scorching dry days?”

      Kellan’s eyes went wistful. “You know what I miss most? Late nights with Tate, talking about anything and everything over a couple of brews.”

      We all looked at him, brows raised.

      “Tate, your best friend and business partner?” I clarified.

      Kellan fidgeted in his seat. “Since I’ve been out here, I’ve been maybe thinking about how she means more to me than both those things. How maybe I should do something about that.”

      Before anyone could reply, Thompson stuck his head into the tent, grinning from ear to ear. “Just got off the phone with my wife. The adoption’s going through! We’re having a baby!”

      Whoops and cheers broke out, and we all rose to give him back-thumping hugs. He and his wife had been working toward adoption for two years now, so this was big news.

      Once everything settled again, talk circled back to relationships.

      Clint tossed two cards and drew two more. “Obviously, the long-distance thing is tough, but I feel like this would somehow be easier if I had someone at home to look forward to.”

      “You got anybody in mind?” Rhett asked.

      I carefully didn’t look at Clint, because I was pretty damned sure he did. And I was equally sure Rhett might not take it well if he knew it was his little sister, Austen.

      Clint made a noncommittal noise.

      Rhett stared down at his left hand, bare of the wedding ring he’d once worn. “I really fucked things up with Pepper. Wish I could take it all back.”

      I’d always suspected he was still hung up on his ex-wife, but this was the first time he’d actually admitted any fault in the situation. Not that it was my place to say anything about it one way or the other.

      He twitched his shoulders, gaze swinging to me. “What about you, Gabe?”

      I had a flash of long, dark hair, sexy librarian glasses, and curves for days.

      Why the hell was I thinking about her?

      Kellan opened his mouth, but a low rumble drowned out whatever he’d planned to say. The ground shook beneath us. Shouts and chaos erupted outside.

      “We’re under attack!”

      The battle cry went up around the camp, and we leapt into action, donning gear, grabbing weapons.

      For just a moment, we stared at each other, white-faced. This deployment was supposed to have been routine. The region was considered stable. Apparently, that was at an end.

      Clint held out a hand, waiting until we’d all added ours to the pile. “I say we make a pact. If we get out of this shit alive, we go home and woo our women. A happily ever after is the only thing that makes all this worth it.”

      “In,” Kellan said.

      “In,” Rhett muttered.

      They all looked at me. “Oh, hell. In. Let’s go kick some ass.”
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      Two lanes of black top disappeared into the darkness beyond the beam of my headlights. This twisty stretch of mountain road was all that lay between me and Huckleberry Creek. I’d lost count of the hours of travel getting us back stateside to the demobilization station at Fort Benning. Though fatigue weighed on every inch of my body, I hadn’t been willing to wait until tomorrow when a bus would take all the rest of the soldiers from Huckleberry Creek and the surrounding areas home. Instead, I’d rented a car. I wanted my house. My bed. And a chance to sleep for most of a day without fear of attack. After that, I might shower until the entire contents of the water heater had gone cold. It felt as if it was gonna take that long to really get the desert out of my skin.

      It was after nine by the time I rolled down Main Street. I spotted only a handful of vehicles parked beneath the wrought-iron streetlights that lined the curb, likely belonging to the residents of the apartments above various businesses. We rolled the sidewalks up early on weeknights here, except for Doc Holliday’s Saloon, one of the only bars in town. The green of the old-growth trees overarching the street felt like a dream after the endless miles of sand that had greeted me daily for the better part of a year. More trees blanketed the gentle roll of mountains that rose on either side. I wanted to get out in those woods and soak in the quiet and the life until this nagging sense of dissonance finally dissipated.

      But that could wait for a day or two.

      Tonight was for home.

      I crossed the bridge that spanned the town’s namesake creek and drove the couple of miles to the outskirts. The quiet street wasn’t a neighborhood. Not really. A collection of only six houses were nestled into the trees on patches of wooded lawns of varying sizes. My grandmother owned three of them, including mine, plus a few houses here and there around town. Rentals were a big part of how she maintained a living in her retirement, which was why I hadn’t actually purchased my house from her, even though I’d done all the work to renovate it. It didn’t matter to me one way or the other, and I helped her maintain the other properties in the normal course of things between my other contracting jobs. God, it was going to feel good to tote wood instead of weapons again.

      A light shone in the window as I pulled into the drive of the two-story Craftsman bungalow I’d restored. I’d left several on timers when I’d deployed, but it still felt a little surreal sitting here as if at the end of a normal workday. I kept expecting to wake up. If I didn’t move my ass, I was going to do exactly that in the wee hours of the morning, with a multitude of cricks and cramps in all the wrong places from passing out in the driver’s seat.

      I shoved out of the car, grabbing my ruck from the trunk and trudging up the steps. The moment I stepped inside, my senses were assaulted by the scent of green, growing things. Confused, I turned a circle, taking in the dimly lit living room on one side and the dining room on the other. There were houseplants all over the place that hadn’t been here when I left. Some with long, trailing tendrils. Others with bright blooms that brought to mind tropical destinations. Was that a ficus in the corner?

      Had Nana brought them over as a welcome home present?

      I hadn’t told her when I was getting in, though it was entirely possible that she’d heard it through the grapevine from the family of someone else in my unit. Plants weren’t really my thing, but it was a nice gesture. Made the place feel homey in a way it usually didn’t. I hoped I didn’t manage to kill them. I also spotted pillows on the sofa and a blanket I didn’t remember.

      Man, Nana really had gone all out. I could even smell some kind of food. I detoured long enough to verify that none was sitting out on the counter or stove. If she’d left me something in the fridge, God love her, but I was too tired to eat right now. I filed that away as something to check on when I surfaced tomorrow, then backtracked to the stairs. The marathon shower could wait until then, too.

      Despite my exhaustion, I moved upstairs silently. It was too engrained not to make a sound if I could help it, even if there was no one to hear. I had no idea how long it would take me to re-acclimate to civilian life this time. My previous two deployments hadn’t seen any real action, and I suspected all of us would have more issues than we had before.

      As I crested the top of the stairs, something moved at the far end of the hall. I dropped my rucksack, prepared to fight the intruder. But I registered before the bag even crashed to the floor that it wasn’t a burglar. At least not the kind I expected. It was a woman in a towel that barely covered her generous curves, with dark hair all bundled on top of her head as she stepped out of the hall bathroom.

      As the bag landed, the woman whirled and spotted me. With a scream, she stumbled back, clearly terrified. And fair enough. I probably looked pretty rough right now. When was the last time I’d even shaved? But damn it, this was my house. Why was she in it?

      I flipped on a light.

      My uninvited guest froze, throwing a hand up to shield her eyes from the glare, but not before I saw the familiar wide green gaze that I’d been imagining in the middle of that firefight when we’d all been sure we were gonna die.

      “Felicity?”
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      Oh, my God! Oh, my God!

      There was a massive, bearded man in the house, and I was stark naked except for this towel.

      I stumbled backward, unable to see a damned thing because he’d turned on the light and blinded me. Not that I could see clearly without my glasses, anyway. Was there anything at all I could use as a weapon? Was he coming toward me? Could I get to my room and actually barricade the door? Big as he was, he could probably burst through, even if I could muscle the dresser in front of it.

      Oh my God, I’m gonna die.

      “Felicity?”

      Wait, the terrifying home invader knew my name?

      Somehow that interrupted the panic spiral. I froze where I was, blinking as my eyes finally started to adjust. I squinted, peering more closely at the man who’d stopped just past the head of the stairs. Though his outline was hazy—damn my myopia—I could tell he wore Army fatigues and a frown. Something about that frown was familiar. As recognition dawned, relief almost melted me to the floor on the spot.

      Not a deranged rapist.

      Gabriel Bishop.

      Who had every right to be here, because it was his house.

      “Gabe?”

      “What the hell are you doing in my house?” He seemed more baffled than angry, which I took as a good sign.

      “I will be more than happy to explain, but… um, can I please go get dressed first?” Now that I wasn’t blinded by fear, I was aware of the lack of coverage from this towel for whole other reasons. Towel manufacturers didn’t think about girls like me when they picked their dimensions. If I moved even an inch the wrong way, I was going to be flashing the promised land.

      Gabe blinked at me, his gaze tracking from the messy bun on top of my head, all the way to my purple-painted toes, and back up again in a way that made every single inch of my skin heat. Then he shook himself and turned away, as if in afterthought. “Yeah, of course.”

      Right. Clothes. Clothes would help.

      I turned toward my room and promptly walked into the doorframe because I’d misjudged the distance.

      “You okay?”

      Likely to expire from sheer mortification… “Yeah, yeah, I’m fine.”

      I made it into my room and shut the door behind me with rather more of a slam than I’d intended. Then I bit my fist to hold in a scream because my nose and shoulder were stinging from where they’d banged into the door jamb. And also because Gabe Bishop, the guy I’d had a raging crush on since he’d moved to Huckleberry Creek back in high school, had just seen almost every ample inch of me in a towel.

      Had he liked what he saw? I wasn’t the best judge of such things, even when I could see. But it had seemed like maybe his gaze had lingered just a little…

      I shook off that errant thought as I heard his footsteps go down the hall toward his room, presumably to dump his stuff.

      So not the point. Because right now, so far as he knew, I was a squatter in his house.

      Dropping the towel, I dragged on underwear and yoga pants and the nearest oversized sweatshirt. I felt the need to cover everything. Maybe in a year or so, I wouldn’t feel so naked. I glanced at myself in the mirror, noting the slightly wild green eyes behind my large-framed glasses. The sweatshirt read I’m a Florist. I’m used to dealing with pricks.

      Perhaps not the best choice, but I didn’t have time to dig through my entire wardrobe to find something potentially less offensive, because he’d already headed back downstairs.

      Maybe he’d think it was funny. I did.

      I took another minute to calm myself. I had no idea he was supposed to be back yet from his deployment. Had Dorothy known and just forgotten to tell me?

      Blowing out a breath, I went downstairs.

      He stood in the kitchen, staring at the bromeliad I’d placed in the center of the table in the breakfast nook. With my glasses on and my eyes adjusted, I finally got a good look at him. Exhaustion seemed carved into the lines of his body. How long had he traveled to get here?

      “Can I make you something to eat?” It was perhaps a foolish thing to say. It was his house. I was hardly the real hostess. But I found myself wanting to take care of him and lessen the imposition.

      Gabe turned toward me, shaking his head. “No, I just want to know what you’re doing here.”

      I saw him read the sweatshirt, but there wasn’t even a flicker of a smile.

      “A pipe burst in my house, and your grandmother moved me in here while it’s being repaired. I gather she didn’t tell you?”

      He closed his eyes and sighed. “No. No, she did not.”

      Crap. “I’m so sorry. I wouldn’t have accepted this if I’d known that you weren’t aware.”

      “How long have you been here?”

      “About six weeks.”

      His frown deepened. “How bad was the pipe?”

      “Bad. There was an issue getting the water turned off at all, and then she’s had a lot of trouble with getting anyone to deal with the aftermath.”

      Those thick, dark brows drew together into a scowl that would’ve had me running for the next county if it had been directed at me. Clearly, this was something else Dorothy hadn’t told him.

      Heaving a world-weary sigh, Gabe scrubbed a hand down his face. His stubble rasped like sandpaper against his palm, and for one ridiculous moment, I wondered what it would feel like against my skin.

      “I’ll get up with Nana tomorrow and get this sorted. I’m too fucking tired to think about it tonight.”

      I tried to ignore the disappointment. Getting it sorted would no doubt mean getting rid of me. I had no idea where I’d go, but he had every right to evict me. This was his house.

      As he moved toward the stairs, I called out after him. “Gabe?”

      Without a word, he looked back at me, a question in his gray eyes.

      “I’m glad you made it home safe.”

      Something flickered over his face at that, but he nodded and headed on upstairs.

      Then I was left alone in the quiet house that no longer felt spacious and comfortable because his presence filled up every nook and cranny. I needed to find some way to chill out enough to actually sleep, knowing he’d be just down the hall.

      Falling back on the chamomile tea that always reminded me of my mom, I carried a mug upstairs, drinking it down as I tried to lose myself in the latest dystopian romance I’d picked up from Plot Twist.

      But I couldn’t focus on the story. Not when I felt my own hope withering. Everything was going to change tomorrow, and I had to brace myself for yet more upheaval in my life. I wished that got easier with practice, but the reality was that each time was a little bit harder.

      How many homes was I going to lose?
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      The notion that I’d sleep straight through the night when I was accustomed to dozing in snatches and being braced to roll straight into action against insurgents was laughably ambitious. That eighteen straight hours was more like a fitful nine. But at least I’d been in my own bed, and my dreams had been full of a very different sort of homecoming, where Felicity had been waiting for me and dropped that towel so I could explore every delicious, touchably soft inch of her. That potent image was a damned sight better than the nightmares about our camp being attacked again. I’d woken hard and aching more than once in the middle of the night.

      It wasn’t the first such fantasy I’d had about Felicity Harmon. She’d held a starring role in my dreams from the moment she’d offered me a pen shaped like a daisy on my first day at Huckleberry Creek High School in tenth grade, when I realized I’d forgotten to bring anything to write with. She’d looked fresh-faced as a daisy herself and just as sweet. Given my own attitude was dialed permanently to surly in the wake of losing both my parents, I’d mostly kept my distance rather than do anything to bruise that petal-soft heart of hers that she wore on her sleeve. But I’d admired her from a distance, existing on the edges of the same friend groups for all these years. She’d stayed sweet. Stayed kinder than anybody deserved. And her body had filled out to the lush curves of a silver-screen goddess to add a little naughty to those girl-next-door fantasies.

      And now she was living in my house.

      Right. I had to do something about that.

      I also needed to do something about the persistent erection I’d woken with. Dragging myself into the bathroom, I indulged in a long shower, scrubbing every inch until I was sure I’d erased every last trace of sand. My damned dick still wasn’t wilting. It wanted release. But it felt wrong to do anything about it with her in the house. Disrespectful somehow. So I switched the tap to cold and stood under the frigid spray, which was its own luxury in a way.

      When I climbed out, I wiped the lingering steam from the mirror and studied my face. Several days’ growth of beard darkened my cheeks. I started to reach for my razor, then stopped. I no longer had to shave for regulations. Maybe I’d grow my beard back. It’d be nice to have some insulation for my face as we headed into winter.

      Toweling off, I pulled on some gray sweatpants and a T-shirt. They smelled weirdly stale from having been in my dresser drawers all this time, but they were comfortable. Deciding that was good enough for a start, I headed downstairs.

      In the broad light of morning, I spotted even more plants than I’d noticed last night, along with other small signs that Felicity had made herself at home here. Colorful pot holders hung on little sticky hooks beside the stove. Equally colorful dishtowels were draped over the handle to the oven. An electric kettle sat beside the coffeemaker, along with canisters of tea.

      Despite the tea, I could smell coffee. I sent up a silent prayer of gratitude when I found plenty still in the pot, because it smelled like heaven. I pulled down a mug and filled it, lifting the cup to inhale the rich, dark aroma of real coffee that hadn’t come from instant. That first sip tasted even better. I wondered if it was because I’d been drinking the swill the Army provided for a year or if it was because someone else had made it.

      Turning, I spotted a familiar white box with 1980s action movie font in bold red declaring PIE HARD. I lifted the lid to find two massive, glossy cinnamon rolls that would’ve looked right at home on either side of Princess Leia’s head. My mouth began to salivate. Were these up for grabs?

      “Your grandmother said they were your favorite.”

      I jerked my gaze up to find Felicity hovering in the doorway, looking uncertain.

      She offered a hopeful smile. “Consider them a welcome home present?” The fact that she said it like a question made it very clear she was nervous around me. Under the current strange circumstances, I couldn’t blame her.

      “Thanks.” The word was barely more than a grunt, but one sip of coffee and eight hours of sleep wasn’t nearly enough to kick my brain fully into gear yet.

      “I’ve already called Dorothy. She’s on her way over, but unfortunately I can’t stay. I have to get to the shop to open.”

      The shop would be Bloomsday. Because she was the local florist. That explained why my house looked like a miniature botanical garden. I could only blame the prolonged lack of sleep for why that hadn’t occurred to me sooner.

      “Okay. Well, I’ll talk to her about this whole situation and let you know.”

      She bit her lip.

      Damn, I wished she wouldn’t do that, because it made me want to take a bite out of that lush curve myself. But I was conscious enough to register she was really worried about this whole situation. Was there more to the story than she’d told me last night?

      “Right. Sure.” She forced a smile. “Well, you know where to find me.”

      “I do.”

      We stared at each other.

      The kitchen door swung open, and my grandmother bustled in. Approximately five foot nothing, with a riot of white curls and a penchant for velour track suits in primary colors, Dorothy Bishop was a force of nature. At least that’s how she’d always seemed to me. She’d had to be to take on my punk ass after my parents died. But she didn’t look larger than life now. In fact, she looked extra frail as she shuffled across the room in her orthopedic shoes and patted Felicity on the arm. “It’s all gonna be okay.”

      Nana looked thinner and somehow more fragile. For the first time in ever, she looked… old to me. Worry set up like concrete in my gut. Was she sick? Was there other stuff she hadn’t told me about?

      Felicity offered a blinding smile and hugged her. “I’m sure it will be. I’ve gotta get going. Y’all enjoy those cinnamon rolls.”

      Then she was gone, and I was alone with my grandmother.

      Nana narrowed the blue eyes that were still sharp in my direction. “Well, what do you have to say for yourself?”

      This was not how I’d imagined our reunion going.

      “It’s good to see you, too. About what?”

      “About the fact that you didn’t bother to tell me you were coming home!”

      I folded my arms and leaned back against the counter. “Why? So you could hide the evidence and move Felicity out of my house?”

      There it was. The Look. The one that had snapped my spine straighter and prompted more automatic respect than the shouting of any drill sergeant I’d ever had. “Don’t you sass me, Gabriel Edwin Bishop.”

      The full name. Maybe she was okay after all. “Maybe I wanted to surprise you. Did you ever think of that?”

      “Well, I am surprised.” At this, she opened her arms.

      I put down the coffee and folded her in. And it didn’t matter that I towered over her and was easily twice her size. Her hug still made me feel like I was finally home.

      She squeezed me with enough force that I retracted my earlier assessment that she’d gotten fragile. “I’m so glad you made it home safe.”

      “Me, too.” I stepped back. “You want a cinnamon roll? Felicity was nice enough to bring two.”

      Nana waved the offer off. “Those are all yours. I know you’ve missed them.”

      “Fair enough.” I pulled one out of the box and onto a plate, popping it into the microwave for fifteen seconds, just to make the icing gooey again. “Now, how ’bout you tell me why Felicity Harmon has been living in my house?”

      “A pipe burst at her place. It was just terrible. She was at work at the time, and by the time she got home, the whole thing was flooded. It took three weeks just to find a plumber who’d go in to tackle the source of the problem, and then the cleanup after was just a nightmare.”

      “And what happened to Terry? He should’ve been on top of the cleanup.” I’d contracted with the guy to handle property maintenance and repairs while I was deployed.

      “That good-for-nothing weasel skipped town six months ago. And everybody else was backed up.”

      “Six months? Who the hell has been looking after the properties?”

      “I have. Oh, don’t look at me like that. I did it for years before you took over. It was fine until this. But, well, it’s bad, Gabe. I couldn’t just leave Felicity in the middle of all that, so I moved her in here. You weren’t here, and I thought I’d be able to get it sorted before you got home.”

      I scrubbed a hand down my face. “And instead, we both gave each other heart attacks last night when I got in.”

      “I’m sorry for not warning you. I know this is a shock, but you can’t kick her out. She doesn’t have anywhere else to go.”

      My grandmother had always had a thing for strays. I should know. I’d been one.

      “I’m not going to kick her out. I’m a grump, not a monster.”

      Nana smiled at me and patted my cheek. “You’re a good boy, Gabe.”

      “Do you have the keys? The sooner I get over there, the sooner she can go back to her own place.”

      “I don’t. But Felicity still has her set. You can stop by and get them from her at the shop.”

      “Fine. I’ll go over today.” Nothing like diving straight back into normal world after a deployment.

      Except somehow I knew that this new normal wasn’t going to be normal at all.
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      “Wait, wait. Let me get this straight.” My best friend Austen leaned over the front counter at Bloomsday, her eyes wide. “Gabe Bishop, the object of your long-time crush, showed up last night and caught you in a towel?”

      For approximately 3.9 seconds, I thought of that slow scan he’d made of my body. He hadn’t looked disgusted. In fact, he’d looked a little like a starving man standing before a feast…

      No. Nope. Not gonna go there. That’s not what this is about. You’re imagining things. You couldn’t see that clearly.

      “He had no idea I’ve been staying at his place. His grandmother didn’t tell him anything. We about gave each other heart attacks.”

      “I’m still stuck on the towel. I mean, this is a classic micro-trope for a reason.” Austen owned Plot Twist, our local bookstore, so she was constantly framing life in story structure—something I found far more amusing when it wasn’t my life she was analyzing.

      I snapped my fingers in front of her face. “Focus! My life is not a rom com! I have an actual serious situation here.”

      She pouted a little, then sobered. “He must have come home early. The rest of the unit is getting home this afternoon on the bus. My parents and I are headed out to meet Rhett, and we’ve got a cookout planned later to welcome him and the other guys home. You should come.”

      I envied Austen’s tight-knit family. She actually liked her brother most of the time. “I can’t think about celebrating right now, Austen. I have to figure out what to do. Gabe does not want me as a squatter in his house.”

      “Did he say that?”

      “No, but it is absolutely unreasonable to expect him to let me stay when he wasn’t asked for permission in the first place.”

      “Okay, let’s think our way through what could possibly happen here. There are really only a couple of options. One, he kicks you out of his house, which would make him a jerk and get you over this thirteen-year crush. Or two, he doesn’t, and you get to stay there until your house is fixed, which gives you a chance to get to know him better and maybe actually do something about that crush. Because forced proximity is a hella popular trope for a reason.”

      Mortified, I could only stare at her. “I can’t do that.”

      “Why not? It’s the twenty-first century. Women can totally make the first move.”

      “First off, I would never make a move on him if he let me stay because he’d sort of be my landlord. He’d be doing me a favor. If I made a move, and he rejected me, that would be horrible. And then I’d be stuck in a house with him and the monster-sized awkward until my house is fixed or I leave everything and move to Bora Bora.”

      With a put-upon sigh, Austen crossed her arms. “Fine. We’ll set aside the idea of an intervention for your love life and focus on the practical of what happens if you need a place to go.”

      “I don’t have one. That’s how I ended up staying in his house to begin with.”

      “Well, you can always stay with me until you find something.”

      I absolutely appreciated the sentiment behind her offer, but Austen’s apartment above the bookstore had only one bedroom, which meant I’d be sleeping on the sofa, which had a less-than-zero chance of Cliffhanger, Austen’s cat, deciding to make a bed of my head. That scenario was obviously better than living in a cardboard box on the street, but I didn’t see it as being a practical solution.

      “That’s very kind of you, but I couldn’t impose.”

      “Felicity-speak for ‘Not a chance in hell.’ It’s fine. I love you anyway.”

      “It’s nothing personal, and I love you, too.”

      “We’ll keep thinking. There’s bound to be an option you haven’t considered yet. And either way, you don’t even know that it’s a problem. Last night you took him by surprise. But you literally left him talking to his grandma about it this morning. Dorothy isn’t going to let him kick you out.”

      I bit my lip as I considered. I mean, I knew Dorothy would insist I get to stay, and Gabe adored his grandmother. It was one of the things I liked about him. Something I’d always believed showed good character. But even if he got railroaded into keeping me as a roommate, if he didn’t want me there, I’d never be comfortable in the house again.

      I didn’t bring that point up to Austen. She was a terminal optimist and a romantic to boot, and she just didn’t quite get the situation.

      “Anyway, I’ve got to get back to the store. That five-minute window of my ‘Be back in…’ sign is basically up.”

      “Thanks for coming. I needed to have my freakout before I opened.”

      “Anytime, baby cakes. Let me know how it turns out.” With a wave, she ducked out the door and flounced across the street to her own shop.

      I wandered into the back of mine and took a critical look at my workroom. Maybe I could wedge a cot in here somewhere.

      The bell over the front door jangled again, and I pasted on my customer smile as I stepped behind the counter. “Welcome to Bloomsday. How can I… help you?”

      Gabe stood on the other side, looking bigger than life and entirely out of place. My breath all but wheezed out. He’d looked incredible this morning in freaking gray sweatpants and a T-shirt that had looked so soft, I’d wanted to rub my head against his chest like a cat. But he looked even better now in well-worn jeans and a flannel shirt rolled up to his elbows to reveal some really impressive forearm porn.

      “Hey, I came to get your keys.”

      Well, that deflated the insta-lust. My heart sank. He wasn’t even waiting for me to pack my stuff before taking my keys away. Trying to hold on to my control, I flashed an apologetic smile. “I mean, I’m still going to need them to pack up my stuff.”

      His mouth tipped further down, and his dark brows drew together in confusion. “No, not to my house. To your house, so I can go assess the damage and start repairing it.”

      I blinked at him. “You’re going to fix my house?”

      “Well, that’s my job. I’m sorry it wasn’t taken care of before. The person I thought I could trust to handle things in my absence apparently… couldn’t.”

      I was too stuck on the implications of the rest of what he’d said. I needed absolute certainty. “You’re not kicking me out?”

      That usually gruff face softened, just a little. “No. I’m not kicking you out. I wouldn’t do that.”

      I was so stupidly relieved I felt tears pricking my eyes. To cover, I ducked into the back. “I’ll just get that key for you.”

      Once out of sight, I pressed a hand to my heart and uttered a silent prayer of thanks. Knuckling away the couple of tears that dared escape, I grabbed the key from my purse and took it back out to him. “Here.”

      Our fingers brushed as he took the key, and for a moment we both froze, staring at each other. Then he dropped his hand and took a hasty step back.

      “I’ll head over there now and see what’s what. I’ll probably get started today.”

      I wasn’t sure if that was because, despite not being the kind of guy who’d kick a woman out in the cold, he didn’t want me in his space any longer than necessary, or if it was because he was eager to get back to work and make things right. Either way, I was ecstatic to have somewhere to stay and didn’t have to worry about becoming homeless. I made a mental note to do whatever I could to minimize my presence in the house so as not to inadvertently step on his toes.

      “Thank you, Gabe. For everything.”

      He jerked a nod and strode out the door.

      My fingers still tingled from the brush of his callused ones, and I was back to actually pondering Austen’s absurd suggestion of what I should do with this period of cohabitation. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to get to know him better. I always had. I didn’t think I could bring myself to actually make a move, but maybe Austen was right and forced proximity would work some kind of magic.
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      After returning the car I’d rented to get my ass home, I spent the day assessing the damage at Felicity’s house and cursing Terry the Weasel eight ways from Sunday.

      It was bad.

      The damage would have been considerable, even if someone had been able to deal with it immediately. But between the volume of water that had poured down the wall and through the ceiling from the second floor and the fact that it had been allowed to sit and sit and sit, we were looking at only a few steps above catastrophic.

      Sheetrock had bubbled and sagged in multiple rooms. The ceiling had collapsed in part of the living room, clearly dumping a fuckton of water over everything. Water stains covered Felicity’s furniture. A bookcase against one wall had clearly taken the brunt. Shelves were warped, and the books themselves were stained and rippled from getting wet. The floors were bowed and curling. The only thing that had actually been dealt with was the original burst pipe. Small mercies, as plumbing wasn’t my strong suit. But I’d be ripping things out from top to bottom. I’d already pried off some of the molding and ripped up some of the floor to check the status of the subfloor. That needed replacing, too. It was gonna be a hell of a job.

      The dumpster would be delivered tomorrow, and I’d spent most of the rest of the day making preliminary estimates of time and materials. I knew it would likely change once I got deeper into things. There was no telling what additional problems I’d uncover when I started demo. Either way, it was going to be a very expensive proposition. Nana had received a check from the insurance company that would cover a fair chunk, but I knew it would end up costing more due to the delays. No question, I’d cut her a break on my time so it didn’t turn into too big a hit on her budget. I could afford it.

      By my estimation, rehab was going to take at least a month. Probably more. It’d take less if I brought in help, but help was an expense I didn’t feel like we had the money for. I wasn’t doing anything to cost my grandmother more than this shit show already was. It was my poor judgement in backup that had contributed to this situation. The whole thing would take as long as it took, and I just needed to adjust myself to the idea of having a roommate for that span of time.

      I thought back to the look on Felicity’s face when she’d verified I wasn’t kicking her out. It bothered me she’d been so convinced I would. Did she think I was such a heartless ogre? I mean, I knew she didn’t know me all that well, despite the fact that we’d been in each other’s orbit for years. But I didn’t think my reputation as a surly bastard was that bad. I wanted my space, but not at the expense of her being afraid of me. She had a right to be comfortable where she was living.

      Felicity’s car was in the driveway when I got home. I could only blame my exhaustion last night for not noticing it parked on the pad beside the garage. I was sure she’d want an update on the house, but my first priority was a shower and a beer. Maybe a beer in the shower…

      My plans for multitasking were derailed the moment I stepped inside. The house looked bare. No plants anywhere. The extra pillows and throw that had been on the sofa were gone. Frowning, I wandered through, noting that all the leafy green stuff had disappeared. Had Felicity decided to move out after all?

      Trudging upstairs, I knocked on her door. A moment later, she opened it to reveal that her room had been transformed into its own little jungle.

      “Hey.”

      Confused and a little annoyed, I frowned at her. “Do I look like a plant murderer to you?”

      Her mouth fell open. “What?”

      I gestured behind her. “You moved all your plants.”

      Her cheeks deepened to a rosy pink. “No, I just… You clearly weren’t asked about this, and it’s not reasonable to encroach on your space.”

      Jesus. Was I really such an inveterate asshole that she was this afraid of somehow setting me off? I struggled to keep the bite out of my tone. “They’re plants. It’s not like you’ve left your underwear scattered all over the place.”

      Felicity stared at me, eyes wide.

      I replayed what I’d said and regretted it as my errant brain offered up a vision of her underwear draped wherever it had fallen because I’d stripped it off her. What delicious secrets would I uncover if I did? Damn if that didn’t make things stir again south of the border.

      Scowling at my own lack of control, I snapped, “Put them back. You live here, too.”

      Before she could reply, I did an about face and marched down the hall to my room and the shower to get myself back under some semblance of control.
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      I stared after Gabe as he stalked down the hall to his bedroom, my brain full of exactly what he’d inadvertently suggested—my underwear scattered everywhere. Except, in my head it was scattered because he’d slowly peeled me out of it himself. Heat flushed me from head to toe, and I was grateful when I heard the water start up in his bathroom.

      Get ahold of yourself, girl. It was a slip of the tongue. He’s not actually into you like that. He’s your roommate. Nothing more. Don’t go making things more awkward than they already are.

      Because I needed a minute or five, I headed downstairs to start supper. If I spent a couple of those minutes standing in front of the open freezer door to cool off my inconvenient attraction—well, he wasn’t down here to notice.

      Thanking Past Me for the forethought, I pulled some bolognese from the freezer. There was plenty for both of us. I’d make him dinner as a thank you. It had been a long time since I’d cooked for anyone. This didn’t show off my full skill set in that department, but it would be quick. I put it on to warm, then went back upstairs to start moving my plant babies again.

      I was relieved he was okay with them. They’d have survived all crammed into my room, but they’d thrive better around the house, where they all got the light they needed. Having them here made me feel more at home. A house with no plants felt sterile to me, uncomfortable. When I’d moved in, the place was very much a bachelor pad, with the predictably massive TV and the bare essentials of furniture. The plants improved things, in my opinion. So did the extra pillows and throws. He hadn’t said anything about those, but the implication had been that I was allowed to have my stuff here, so I put those back, too.

      I was just finishing up when Gabe strode into the kitchen, nose twitching. “What’s that?”

      Tearing my gaze away from the picture he made in those gray sweatpants and velvet soft, muscle clinging T-shirt again, I gave the pasta a stir. “I made dinner. I didn’t think to ask if you like spaghetti.”

      “Who doesn’t like spaghetti?” He said it as if such a thing were a capital crime. “But you don’t have to cook for me.”

      He seemed flummoxed and wore that vaguely irritated expression I was coming to learn probably meant annoyance that I’d thought he might be unreasonable in some way. God, I hoped I hadn’t offended him. “Please, you have to let me do something as repayment for invading your space like this. I happen to enjoy cooking, and I don’t mind taking on the lion’s share of it, so long as I’m here.”

      “Well, I’m not fool enough to turn that down.”

      Stupidly pleased with the concession, I turned away to slice some baguette to toast for garlic bread.

      After a moment, he asked, “Is there anything I can do?”

      Surprised, I glanced over my shoulder. “You can set the table and tell me what you found out about the house.”

      He opened the utensil drawer. “Well, you’ve seen it, so you already know it was bad. Stuff got worse from all the water sitting.”

      My shoulders crept up around my ears. “I did what I could with a shop vac but⁠—”

      “That wasn’t a criticism of you. The guy who was supposed to take care of this shit didn’t do his job. End of story. Anyway, I’ve got a lot of demo ahead of me. If there’s anything over there you want moved to protect it, now’s the time.”

      My heart twinged. “The stuff I’d want protected is either already here or was ruined.”

      “Can renter’s insurance cover any of it?”

      “Even if I had any, which I don’t—something that will be changing, I promise—some of the things that were ruined can’t be replaced.”

      “Damn, Felicity. I’m sorry.” There was an unfamiliar softness in his voice that I didn’t know what to do with.

      Jerking my shoulders in a shrug, I moved to drain the pasta.

      Gabe said nothing else, and I didn’t ask any more questions. I wasn’t sure I was prepared for the answers. There’d been too much emotional up and down the past twenty-four hours, and I needed my life to level out again.

      I plated the food and brought it to the table he’d set. He’d even used the cloth napkins I had piled in a basket on the island. That made me smile because I was certain he wasn’t a cloth napkin kinda guy. It was another concession to me, one he didn’t have to make, but I appreciated it nonetheless.

      Gabe dug in immediately, lifting a steaming bite of spaghetti to his mouth. He hissed a little at the heat, then chewed and swallowed. Then he stared at the plate. “This is really good.”

      I huffed a laugh. “Are you sure you actually tasted it, or did you burn your taste buds off?”

      “We learn to eat fast in the Army. Never know when we’re gonna get called out.” He took another bite, slower this time. “Seriously, really good.”

      The praise warmed something in me. I twirled my fork through my own pasta. “Thanks. It’s been a long time since I cooked for anyone else. It was just me and my dad growing up, so I got used to cooking for him. Spaghetti was one of his favorites. This was his mom’s recipe. She was Italian.”

      “I can tell.” He forked up a few more bites. “You lost him a few of years ago, right?”

      Surprised, I blinked at him. “Yeah. Cancer.” How did Gabe know that? Then again, Huckleberry Creek was a small town. So long as he didn’t plug his ears, he was bound to have heard from someone.

      “Man, fuck cancer. It’s rough losing your parents, whether it’s by degrees or in one fell swoop.” Gaze firmly on his plate, he lifted his glass. “I lost both of mine in a car accident. That’s why I came to live with Nana here back in high school.”

      I’d known he was hurting back then, but he hadn’t ever talked about how he’d ended up in Huckleberry Creek, and I’d never pressed.

      Fingers flexing, he lifted his gaze to me. “I never said it back then, but you made it easier when I was new here.”

      Surprised again, I wasn’t sure what to say. This felt like some sort of admission.

      “I was messed up back then. Angry. Grieving. Didn’t know which way was up and forgot my shit for school half the time. You always made sure I was covered with pens or paper or whatever. I appreciated that.”

      “You’re welcome.” What else was there to say?

      Of course I remembered, because I’d had a massive crush on the new guy, but I hadn’t thought he’d even known who I was back then, when I was a class below him. We’d had Spanish together in first period, and I’d wanted to do something to help him settle in, because I knew what it was to be new in school.

      What did it mean that he was bringing this up now?

      Maybe nothing. Maybe it was just casual conversation. Or maybe he’d been noticing me all these years more than I’d thought.
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      “Are you sure Felicity actually wants to keep this stuff?” Clint levered the end table he’d carried into a hole beside the sofa where it had been wedged in the kitchen. “It’s all so water damaged.”

      “I don’t know. But I need the last of this out of the way so I can finish the tear out of the flooring in the living room and find out whether the damage stops with the subfloor or if I’ll need to deal with joists.”

      “I mean… you could just ask her, given y’all are roommates and all.”

      “Thought about it. But she hasn’t been over here once since I started work. I think seeing it all upsets her. Reminds her of what she’s lost.” I hadn’t forgotten how she’d looked when she’d tried to shrug off those losses. She’d put on a brave face about it, but I could tell it still hurt. I wasn’t about to poke at that wound if I didn’t have to.

      “Fair enough. How’s that going, anyway? Had to be a hell of a surprise to come home to somebody in your house.”

      My brain helpfully flashed back to the image of Felicity in that barely there towel that had become permanently imprinted on the backs of my eyelids. “It was a damned sight better than being surprised by insurgents.”

      “Truth. Gotta be putting a bit of a crimp in your fulfilling the pact, though.”

      I grabbed the coffee table from the middle and played dumb as I hefted it up. “Pact?”

      Clint just leveled a gaze at me. “You know, the one we made when we all thought we were gonna die? About getting off our asses to woo the women we were interested in? You said you were in.”

      “I’d have said anything to get out of that conversation.”

      “Nuh-uh. You made the pact. So who is it?”

      When facing confrontation, always take offense over defense. “I’m not like the rest of you. Kellan is obviously going to do something about his feelings for Tate. Rhett clearly wants to win Pepper back. You’ve got a thing for his sister. I don’t have some woman I’m secretly pining for.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      Don’t react. Don’t react. I adopted what I hoped was a bored expression. “What?”

      Clint folded his arms. “You forget I’ve known you since high school.”

      “What does that have to do with anything?”

      “Nothing. Except I remember you happen to have a bit of a soft spot for your current roommate.”

      To buy myself time, I took a swig from my bottle of water. “She was a sweet girl, and she’s a nice woman. I say again, what does that have to do with anything?”

      “Just that if you didn’t already have someone in mind, it seems like maybe the Universe does.”

      “The Universe? Did you get that in your horoscope along with your Cheerios this morning?”

      “Dude, I’m just back from deployment. It’s totally Lucky Charms. Which is beside the point. I think you should take a second look at Felicity.”

      He said that like it was a hard sell. I’d taken so many extra looks at Felicity over the years. Being interested in her had never been the problem. I recognized how awesome she was. The past couple of weeks of living with her had only clarified that fact, as I’d gotten to know her better. But I also recognized she deserved better than the likes of an anti-social son of a bitch like me.

      “You’re suggesting I pursue a woman who’s been stuck in an absolute shit situation, while she’s vulnerable and, in some ways, dependent upon me? Dude, no. That would be beyond uncool.”

      “Agreed. I’m not saying you should pressure her or anything, just… I don’t know. Dig up some charm or something.”

      This time, I didn’t have to feign my skepticism. “Remember that part where you’ve known me since high school?”

      Clint laughed. “Okay, charm might be asking too much.”

      “I’m not pursuing Felicity. I don’t want to make her feel uncomfortable in the place she’s calling home until I can get through the shit show of this renovation. She has a right to feel safe and not like the roommate she didn’t actually choose herself is perving on her somehow.”

      “Nowhere in here am I hearing that you’re not actually interested.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Subject change. Are you available as a second set of hands this weekend?”

      “I’m not, actually. I’m going to a wedding.”

      “Whose?”

      “Some cousin of Austen’s.”

      “Ah.” Turnabout was fair play. “So you are interested in Rhett’s sister.”

      Clint jerked his shoulders. “We’re friends. We’ve always been friends, and we got closer during my deployment. We wrote a lot. Letters and shit. And she sent me all those books.”

      “So how’d you end up as her date for the wedding?”

      “It’s a long story. But I figure I might as well take advantage of the opportunity and feel out the situation.”

      “In front of Rhett?”

      “Nah. Rhett won’t be there. Hasn’t made it home yet. Still doing rehab at Walter Reed. And you know, he doesn’t go to weddings since he and Pepper divorced. I think that’s the only reason Austen asked me. I’m meant to be the stand-in boyfriend, so her obnoxious aunt doesn’t try to match-make her.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Hey, I give good wedding date.” Clint did some kind of dance step he probably thought was smooth. “I’ve got moves.”

      “You are full of shit, brother.”

      He tapped his water bottle to mine in a toast. “Takes one to know one. Let’s finish things up for the day. I want time to clean up before I hit Doc’s for the night. There’s a pizza with my name on it.”

      We moved the last of the furniture, and Clint helped me rip out the last of the flooring and sub-floor, with minimal shit-stirring in the process. It was a good day’s work, especially as it turned out the joists were fine. I’d take the wins I could get.

      Still, once he’d left, I couldn’t stop thinking about that damned pact or of the woman I’d been picturing when I made it. I’d lived alone most of my adult life. I liked it that way. I was set in my ways and didn’t like most people, so I’d expected to be annoyed at having someone else in my space. But I actually liked having Felicity around. All the little touches she’d added around the house softened it somehow. Made it more homey and comfortable. I’d learned she was a hell of a cook. She preferred tea over coffee. She sang in the shower—girl power ballads, mostly. And she talked to her plants like they were pets or people. It was oddly charming.

      I considered it progress that she’d finally stopped assuming I was going to object to every little thing she did. And yeah, okay. I could admit that having her around had made me a little less surly than usual. Nana had drummed manners into me with questionable success in my formative years, and having Felicity around meant I was making an effort to be less taciturn and more polite. I had actual conversation every day, usually over whatever delicious thing she’d made for dinner. It didn’t suck.

      And her food. Oh man, her food. That whole adage about the way to a man’s heart being through his stomach just might be true. Maybe that made me a bit of a sexist caveman. But she’d insisted repeatedly that she enjoyed cooking, and that seemed to actually be true. I wasn’t making her cook for me. I hadn’t asked her to. Turning it down seemed positively rude, and I was bad enough on that front by accident. I didn’t want to risk doing anything on purpose.

      Thoughts of Felicity’s cooking had my stomach growling. I checked my watch. Shit, it was later than I thought. I needed to wrap up here and get on home for a shower. As Nana had drilled into me, food was meant to be eaten when it was warm, so being late for a meal was the height of impolite.

      I opened the hall closet to put away the boxes of books we’d packed up from the shelf. The top one slid off the stack, scattering paperbacks on the floor. Swearing, I knelt to pick them up and glanced at the covers. I’d expected romance novels. Felicity seemed the type who’d be into all that happily ever after stuff. But what I found was a wide array of what appeared to be dystopian and post-apocalyptic fiction.

      Huh.

      She was so damned sweet. This didn’t seem like her.

      Idly, I paged through a few and found they were inscribed to her by the authors. Most of those inscriptions had bled when the books themselves had gotten soaked. I wondered if these were some of what she’d meant when she’d said many things destroyed in the flood couldn’t be replaced. Filing that away, I repacked the books and put them in the closet.

      Time to get home for dinner.
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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.
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