

[image: Cover for Resisting Temptation]



Resisting Temptation


Men of Honor Series

K.C. LYNN


Resisting Temptation


Copyright © 2014 K.C. LYNN

EPUB Edition

Published by K.C. Lynn

Second Edition

Cover Art by: Vanilla Lily Designs

Editing: Wild Rose Editing

Formatting: BB eBooks

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the author of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication and use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.


Dedication


Dedicated to my Cupcakes. Thank you so much for the overwhelming support you are constantly showing me. You all mean so much to me. XO!


Table of Contents


Cover

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Epilogue

Excerpt from Final Temptation

Acknowledgements

Author Bio

Bibliography


PROLOGUE


Cade

Fifteen years old

Adrenaline hammers in my veins as I lie in bed, remembering the fight I got into earlier tonight with Clay Rogers. It’s the last time I allow myself to be dragged to a preppy jock party. Rogers is lucky all he got was a broken nose and a busted mouth. Maybe next time he will think twice about opening his fucking trap about my family.

I know my father was an abusive alcoholic and my mom a junkie. He did not need to remind me. I’ve never forgotten where I come from. How can I when I live the hell every day? My old man may be dead now but I carry his DNA. The same darkness that lived inside of him lurks in me, hidden in the darkest parts of my soul. Despite that, I will never become him, or my mother for that matter.

No, not Mother…Maria. She doesn’t deserve to be called Mother.

There are times when I think she’s worse than he was. He would beat me to the point I would be bedridden for days, and she never gave a shit. She was never strong enough to stand up to him.

The best thing that ever happened to our family was when the asshole drank himself stupid and wrapped his truck around a tree. I thought she would straighten out after that and start being the mother she was always supposed to be, but it never happened.

Until recently, she rarely worked, she was always too busy latching herself to whatever loser would provide her next fix, leaving me to fend for my little sister.

Mia is the only reason I’m still here. A sacrifice I will make until the day I die.

As if my thoughts summoned her, she appears in the doorway, my gaze barely making out her tiny figure in the dark. “Hey, squirt. What are you still doing awake?”

“Can I sleep with you again?”

It’s the fourth night this week. Usually, I don’t even hear her come in; I just wake up with her plastered against my chest or back. It’s unlike her and getting to be a little unnerving. However, I could never deny her.

“Yeah, come on.”

I move back as she crawls her tiny body up beside my big one. I’m bigger than most kids my age; it’s the only thing I’m grateful that I inherited from my old man. Mia is the complete opposite though. For a seven-year-old she is smaller than most. She’s also sweet, innocent, and untainted. There isn’t an ounce of darkness inside of her. We’re polar opposites yet she’s the best part of my family. She means everything to me.

Guilt fills my chest, for not being able to do more to get us both out of here and away from Maria. My mother says things are going to be better because of this new guy she’s seeing, the one who’s going to help her get on a new path, God’s path.

Yeah right.

The guy is a fucking nut job, and Maria is even crazier if she thinks we are going to have anything to do with him. I overheard them talking about us going to live out on his compound that’s out in the middle of nowhere. The place is isolated and completely fucked up. I thought he was Amish or something, but Maria says he’s not. I don’t know what his deal is but I do know my sister and I are having no part of it.

Mia curls up next to me, holding her stuffed pink rabbit that she carries with her everywhere. I won it for her at the fair last year and it’s the best five bucks I ever spent.

She peers up at me with big brown eyes, her white hair bow that she wears every night to bed flopping to the side.

“Talk to me, kid. What’s wrong?”

She shrugs. “Just couldn’t sleep.”

“You sure that’s all? You’ve been coming in here a lot lately.”

“I’m sure.”

I don’t believe her but I also don’t push. She’ll tell me when she’s ready. We’re close like that.

Things are quiet for a few minutes, and I think she’s fallen asleep but she proves me wrong when she speaks again, her voice barely above a whisper. “Cade, do you believe in God?”

The question catches me off guard and the alcohol that was fogging my brain moments ago begins to clear. I take a second to think about how to answer then decide on the truth. “I don’t know. I don’t think much about it. There are times when I think maybe there is and other times I don’t.”

What kind of God lets my sweet, little sister get stuck in a hellhole like this? It’s one thing to throw me into it, but not Mia. She deserves all the happiness the world has to offer, not a mother like Maria.

“Why?” I ask, looking down at her.

“Mr. Charles says he’s special and that God speaks to him. He said we must follow God’s orders or we don’t get to go to heaven.”

I knew it. A crazy, fucking head case.

“He’s full of shit, Mia, okay? The guy is crazy.”

Something I should have known, since Maria is shacked up with him.

“Mom’s making me go to church out there tomorrow morning. Will you come with me?”

I blow out a heavy breath and think of a way to let her down gently.

“Please, Cade,” she begs. “I—I really don’t like him much.”

I tense at the fear edging her voice. “Why? Did he say or do something to make you upset?”

If he did I will fuck him up.

It takes her a moment to answer. “No. I just don’t like him, and Mom is making me go out there tomorrow by myself, because she has to work. Please come with me.”

I look down at my sister’s wide, hopeful eyes and know I can’t let her down. “Don’t worry, I’ll come.”

And I’m going to have a little talk with that asshole about the shit he’s been spewing. I’ll also be letting him know that we will never be a part of his messed-up life. Ours is screwed up enough.

“Thanks, Cade. I knew I could count on you.” She throws her tiny arm around my waist and buries her head in my bare chest.

“No problem, kid.”

Silence fills the air once again and my eyes drift shut, sleep tugging at me, until she speaks again. “Do you think I’m a good enough girl to go to heaven when I die?” she whispers.

My eyes spring back open, body tensing.

I swear, this asshole is going to get a serious beating when I’m through with him.

“Yeah, Mia, if anyone gets to go to heaven, it’s you.”

She snuggles deeper into me, seeming satisfied with that answer. “I love you, Cade.”

“I love you, too. Don’t worry about tomorrow. I’ll be there and everything will be fine.”

She nods against my chest and that’s the last I hear from her.

I allow myself to fall into a deep slumber but not before I hear her whisper two little words.

“I’m sorry.”
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There’s a nasty taste in my mouth and a serious pounding behind my eyes when I wake up the next morning. Groaning, I turn over and stop abruptly when I remember Mia is next to me. Only when I look down she is nowhere in sight. I glance at the clock and see it’s ten in the morning already.

Shit!

I shoot up in a panic and throw on my clothes from the night before then head into the kitchen. There I find Maria pouring herself a cup of coffee, looking worse than I feel.

“Where’s Mia?” I ask.

She ignores my question and dumps the contents of her purse all over the counter until she finds what she’s looking for. Grabbing a bottle, she shakes out a couple of aspirin and throws them into her mouth before taking a sip of her coffee.

“Where the fuck is Mia?” I ask again, my patience wearing.

She winces, her eyes narrowing. “Stop shouting. Charles picked her up about an hour ago, to take her to church with him at the compound.”

My earlier panic comes flooding back with a vengeance. “What the hell are you thinking letting that psycho take her anywhere?”

She tosses me an annoyed look. “She has been alone with him before. She’s fine.”

“She begged me to go with her, told me that she hated him.”

“Oh, stop it, Cade. You’re being ridiculous. Besides, Charles didn’t want you to bring her. He doesn’t think you will fit in there.”

“That’s because the guy is a fucking lunatic!”

Please, Cade. I don’t want to be there by myself, I really don’t like him much.

My gut clenches when I think about how scared she sounded. Suddenly, I’m plagued with the feeling that something is very wrong.

I walk up to Maria and stick my hand out. “Give me the keys to your car, now.”

“No, I have to go to work soon. And watch your tone when you’re talking to me. Charles is right; I should send you to a boot camp. You have no respect for me.”

That darkness I keep locked inside begins clawing its way to the surface. I take a threatening step forward, backing her into the counter. “You don’t want to screw with me right now, Maria. Give me the keys to your car.”

She swallows nervously, but makes no move to hand them over.

“Now!” I slam my fist down, making her jump.

She tosses me the keys. “She’s fine, Cade, you’ll see.”

“She better be. Otherwise he won’t be the only one to pay.”

“If you think anyone in that compound is going to let you in when you look like you’re about to commit murder, you better think again. Everyone is very loyal to him.”

“Thanks for the tip.” Walking away, I head into her room and ransack the closet until I find the gun my father kept there. The same one he used to pretend was loaded while he held it to my head and pulled the trigger as part of a sick game.

“What on earth do you think you’re doing?”

Ignoring her, I charge out of the house, jumping into our rusted out, piece of shit car and peel away. My dread grows with each passing mile, fury colliding with an unspeakable force.

She has to be okay; she would have told me if something was going on, right?

The more I mull over that question, the more I fear I’m wrong.

It takes all of fifteen minutes for me to arrive at the compound. I spot a cluster of vehicles in the distance, trailing behind each other in a long line as they leave the entry of a big, black gate. When I see the gates beginning to close, I step on the gas, sending the car racing forward, and make it just in the nick of time.

I drive down a dusty street, briefly registering the wooden-made houses. A couple of women who are dressed like they’re from another century stand on their front lawn, eyeing me fearfully. My foot presses harder on the gas when I spot the church up ahead on the right-hand side. I come to a screeching halt just outside of it and climb out with my gun in hand.

“You can’t be here, you must leave now,” a young female voice says.

Turning around, I rear back, almost falling on my ass when I see the girl looks to be about my age but has a large pregnant stomach.

What—the—fuck.

It doesn’t take me long to realize this place is even more fucked-up than I thought. My fear for Mia grows, twisting my stomach into a tight knot.

“Where’s my sister?” It’s obvious she knows whom I’m talking about but she keeps her mouth shut. I point my gun at her, the cold metal heavy in my hand. “Tell me where she is or I will drive a fucking bullet through your head.”

The last thing I want to do is take anyone’s life but if it comes down to that in order to protect my sister, I won’t think twice about it.

“Just tell him, Helga,” another girl says, fear edging her voice as she sidles up next to her.

“You cannot change what is God’s will,” Helga finally speaks. “God spoke to Charles about your sister, she is where she needs to be.”

Her words have my panic reaching a whole new level. Flicking the safety off, I shoot the ground right next to her feet.

Both girls scream and jump back.

“Fuck you and your god. Tell me where my sister is, right now!” My arm begins to shake with restraint, my finger hovering over the trigger.

“She’s in the back of the church, in his sacred room,” the younger one blurts out.

Without a second thought, I race up the church steps, watching as another girl charges through the door ahead of me. I fight to keep up with her as she races down one of the hallways, stopping at the last door on the right. “Father Charles, there’s trouble!”

I shove her out of the way and attempt to enter the room, but it’s locked. “Mia!” I shout, my fist heavy as I pound on the door. “Are you in there?”

The sound of muffled curses and shuffling penetrates the roaring in my ears. Then I hear something that has my chest constricting with despair—small, quiet sobs.

My sister’s.

Backing up, I kick the door open and charge inside, but the sight that I’m met with has my feet stopping in their tracks. My legs threaten to crumble beneath me as bile surges up my throat. I blink several times, thinking what I’m seeing isn’t real.

It can’t be real.

My sister is tied to a bed, wearing a white dress that’s hiked up to her hips, baring her most private part. Two men hold towels that are soaked with blood. Fear is written all over their faces as they stare at me and my gun. My gaze lands on Charles S. Winston, the guy whose pants are still undone, the center of them stained crimson.

“Now just stay where you are, son,” he warns, holding up his hand. “This is God’s will and you cannot change what he wants.”

The darkness that I’ve always kept hidden unleashes with a vengeance and I welcome it, letting it swallow me whole. “You sick motherfucker!” I charge at him, my body colliding with his as I take him to the ground.

My gun flies out of my hand on impact but I don’t let that stop me, my fists raining down on his face, heavy and hard. Rage fuels my violence, consuming me right down to my black heart.

Hands quickly grapple me, yanking me off and locking my arms behind my back. It gives the asshole an opportunity to strike back. I don’t feel his hits though; I feel nothing but the fury surging through my veins.

Eventually, I manage to rip out of the arms that hold me and land beside my gun. I reach for it and when I see the asshole move toward my sister, I don’t hesitate. The blast is deafening, echoing through the room as the bullet finds its way into the center of his skull.

As he crumbles to the floor, I push to my feet. By the time I point the gun at the other two, they are already scrambling out the door.

“Cade.” My sister’s weak sobs have me pushing forward. Only then do I see just how badly she’s hurt, her small body lying in a pool of blood.

“Oh shit.” The two words are choked through the restriction of my throat. I quickly fish my cell phone out of my pocket and dial 9-1-1, rattling off my location. The lady begs me to stay on the line but I hang up, wanting to give all my attention to my sister.

Untying her wrists, I climb on the bed behind her, pulling her between my legs as I cradle the top half of her tiny body to my chest. Her labored breathing tells me things are bad.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I grit past the fire erupting in my throat.

“I’m so sorry,” she sobs. “He said he’d kill you if I ever told.”

She was scared for me; she kept the secret to protect me. Guilt strikes me hard and fast, mixing with all the other painful emotions pulsing through my body.

“I’m scared,” she cries.

“Don’t be, kid, everything is going to be okay. I promise.” Leaning down, I press a kiss to her clammy forehead and watch as hot tears spill onto her pale face, mixing with her own. Only then do I realize they are mine. A foreign emotion for me. I haven’t cried since before my dad died.

No matter how tightly I hold her, wishing her to be okay, it never happens.

That day, before the ambulance had even arrived, my sister died in my arms. And the moment she took her last breath was the exact moment ice froze over my heart. It was the same day I stopped living and only existed.


CHAPTER 1


Cade

Ten years later—Iraq

The hard earth crunches beneath my boots as I trudge through the trees and dry patches of grass, making my way to the location I have been coming to for the past few nights in hopes she’s there again. A woman who has invaded my every thought and penetrated walls that I thought were impenetrable.

A woman I’ve never even met.

I’m alerted of her presence before I even see her, the beautiful sound of her voice drifting through the air like a harmonic melody, hitting me like a powerful blow to the chest.

As I come up to the wide, grassy clearing, I finally spot her, and once again the beautiful sight of her rocks me to my fucking core. She sits cross-legged and leans against a tree, strumming her guitar and singing what sounds like country. It’s music I would never listen to but if I knew I’d always hear it from her, I’d gladly listen to it every day of my life.

Long red hair cascades down her back and frames her slender shoulders, catching certain rays of the sun. My eyes travel south and I see she’s not wearing her usual sundress. Instead she wears a white tank top and jean shorts that show off her smooth legs and scuffed-up cowgirl boots. The way the sun has started to set casts a glow on her that doesn’t even make her look real. It makes her look like something that people try to fill your head with, but I know is bullshit—an angel. But if I did believe in angels, I’d swear this girl is one.

Three nights ago, I left camp and went for a walk, needing to be alone. On that walk, only a few short minutes from base, a sweet, soft laugh had caught my attention. Following the sound, I had come up to this clearing and found her with a bunch of Iraqi kids. She was chasing after them while playing a game.

The moment my gaze landed on her, something happened inside my chest, something that I haven’t felt in years, and I have no idea why. Sure, she’s beautiful, but I’ve seen lots of beautiful women. I’ve fucked most of them, too. Yet something about this girl had me staying out of sight and watching her until she left. She was all I thought about that entire night and the next day, which really pissed me off.

The next evening I came back, hoping to catch another glimpse of her, wanting to reassure myself that I was being an idiot and that she was not what I made her out to be. Instead of getting the reassurance I wanted, that same feeling came back, except this time it was even more powerful because she had a guitar and was singing. The sound of her voice rooted me to my spot and seized my lungs. If it were possible, it would have knocked me on my ass. I had never heard anything like it.

That night I sat for two hours and listened to her sing shit that I would never usually listen to. I felt like an asshole for spying on her, but I was unable to leave. I’m still trying to figure out how, after ten years of being completely numb, some beautiful, redheaded country girl evokes something inside of me that no one else ever has. It’s far from warmth, because I’m incapable of feeling that, but it’s still something.

In the midst of these foreign feelings, I’ve been wondering what the hell she is doing in a place like this. Even though most troops have been evacuated and the war declared over, it’s still dangerous, and the insurgency is ongoing. It’s actually been getting a lot worse lately, which is why I’m here.

So what drives someone like her to be here?

My attention shifts across the field, to where I find a young boy walking toward her. The woman is clearly expecting him and is even happy to see him, if her smile is anything to go by. A smile that causes that weird sensation in my chest. An emotion I can’t quite name.

The boy approaches her shyly and hands her a single white flower. Her smile brightens as she accepts it, and she even gives him a kiss on the cheek.

Lucky little fucker.

She sits back down and opens her arms to him. Turning, he sits on her lap and she places the guitar in his hands. Her arms go around him as she helps him strum the guitar. The biggest smile lights up the kid’s face and they both begin to sing a song.

Finding myself unable to walk away once again, I take a seat by the tree I have been sitting at for the past three nights and soak in everything about her, wondering why she has such a hold on me.

[image: *]*

Faith

My voice is soft as I sing “Hallelujah” with Aadil, the sweet boy I met days ago, my heart warming at the infectious smile on his face. I’m pretty sure he loves music as much as I do. We have been practicing this song ever since he found me in this field, singing it almost a week ago. His English is not the best but he’s gotten much better at following along with me.

I came to Iraq on a missions trip with my church a few weeks ago and it has changed my life forever. I’ve met some of the most special people in my time here, one of them being this little boy.

The day I spotted him in the trees listening to me, he had a look of wonderment splashed across his young face. He was timid when I first approached him but warmed up to me quickly. From there, I completely lost my heart to him, and every evening since he has come to this spot to be with me. The other day he even brought a bunch of his friends with him and we had a wonderful time playing games.

It bothers Beth, the missions’ leader, that I leave camp, so I tried to have Aadil come to us, but for some reason he’s scared of being seen with me. The fear in his eyes troubled me and I didn’t want to pressure him so I promised to meet him here every night until the day I leave. When that final day arrives, I don’t know how I will deal with it. He has come to mean an awful lot to me and I don’t look forward to saying goodbye.

After we finish the song, Aadil turns to me, looking rather proud of himself. “I did better.”

“Yes, you did. Have you been practicing without me?”

He nods. “Only in here though,” he replies, tapping his temple.

“Well I can tell, you did wonderful, Aadil. I’m very proud of you.”

He beams at my praise. I’m just about to suggest another song but am interrupted by an angry bellow. My attention shifts across the field where I see a furious man storming toward us, hollering in Arabic.

Aadil gasps. “Oh no. My father.” Pure fear washes over his face as he quickly stands.

I promptly follow suit, placing my hands on his small, trembling shoulders, hoping to offer reassurance. Though, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t terrified right now too, my heart thunders in my chest at the threatening approach of the man.

Aadil begins apologizing profusely in Arabic, but his father will hear none of it. It doesn’t take me long to realize he’s angry that Aadil is with me.

Praying he understands English, I swallow back my fear and raise my hands, calmly telling him I mean no harm.

“Shut up, bitch!”

I guess he understands English.

Once he gets within arm’s reach, he raises his hand to strike out at Aadil.

“No!” I lock my arms around Aadil’s small body and turn us around, bracing myself for the powerful blow I’m about to receive, but it never comes.

After a few tension-filled seconds, I look over my shoulder to find a tall, dark, and very threatening man behind me. An American soldier.

His fingers grip Aadil’s father’s wrist in the air, preventing it from landing on me. The lethal expression on his face has fear skipping down my spine. Thankfully, I’m not the one he’s angry at.

“Mind your own business, Soldier,” Aadil’s father seethes, clearly having no sense like any sane person would when it comes to this man. “You don’t know who you’re fucking with.”

The soldier shoves Aadil’s father, hard enough that he lands on his back with a hard thud. “I don’t care who you are. Leave now or I will rip out your fucking spine.”

Whoa!

By the lethal look of this soldier, I have no doubt he will do it. If Aadil’s father has any sense at all he will heed the warning. Thankfully, it seems he does. He climbs to his feet, his furious eyes moving from the soldier to Aadil. He yells something at him in Arabic that has the little boy flinching in fear.

I hug him closer, trying to offer as much comfort as I can.

His father drags his furious gaze from him back to the soldier. “This isn’t over. You have made a very grave mistake,” he threatens before storming back off the way he came.

The soldier doesn’t seem the least bit concerned, his cold, hard expression remaining on him until the very second Aadil’s father disappears into the trees.

A relieved breath escapes my chest, my rapid pulse beginning to slow. I’m about to thank the American but Aadil’s quiet sniffles stop me cold. Dropping down on my knees before him, I cup his small, scared face between my shaking hands. “Are you all right, Aadil?”

“No. I have to go home.”

Panic seizes my chest, fearing what will happen to him when he leaves here and faces his father alone. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. He is very angry right now. Why don’t you stay with me for a little while longer and give him some time to calm down?”

Though, I have a feeling no amount of time is going to calm that man down.

He shakes his head, shutting down the suggestion right away. “The longer I wait, the worse it will be.”

The remark sends my heart plummeting, drowning in a pool of fear. “Aadil, I’m scared for you. Come back to camp with me and we will figure out a way to help you.”

“I will be okay, I promise. I will go to Ommah.”

His mother.

He throws his arms around my neck and presses a kiss to my cheek. Emotion clogs my throat, tears welling in my eyes as I hug him back tightly.

“Please come back so I know you’re okay,” I plead on a whisper.

“I will when I can. I promise.” He breaks our embrace then glances up at the soldier timidly. “Thank you, mister.” The words fall from him quietly before he takes off running in the same direction his father left.

I watch until he disappears in the trees, feeling absolutely terrified for him. Climbing to my feet, I turn to the soldier and swallow nervously, licking my sudden dry lips, his presence still giving off a threatening vibe.

“Thank you,” I speak, barely managing the two words. “I’m not sure how you found us, but I’m glad you did. He was—”

“What the hell is wrong with you, lady?”

I flinch from his harsh tone, caught off guard by his anger toward me. “I beg your pardon?”

“I said, what the fuck is wrong with you? Don’t you know there was a war here between them and us only a few months ago? It’s dangerous, especially for people like you.”

People like me?

“And here you are, without a care in the world, strumming your damn guitar while off in fucking la-la land.”

“Hey!” I clap my hands in front of his face, cutting off his rude tirade. “First off, buster, I know exactly how dangerous this place can be. My camp is only a few minutes from here, and I am always careful—”

“Careful?” he bellows. “You call jumping in front of a guy’s fist careful? Jesus, I’d like to see what you think is safe.”

“What did you expect me to do? I wasn’t going to stand by and let him hit Aadil. Besides, who are you to bark at me? You—you…pompous ass!” Turning on my heel, I stomp away only to have my fiery temper get the best of me. Midstep, I spin back around and charge back over to him, my head craning all the way back as I match him glare for glare.

In the midst of my anger, I notice he smells really darn good.

The mean, delicious-smelling jerk.

Refusing to let his large size and cold expression intimidate me, I square my shoulders and jam my finger into his hard chest. “I’ll have you know, I am not some dumb girl who sits around and strums her guitar in ‘la-la land.’ So before you judge someone you don’t even know, buddy, you might want to choose your words more carefully next time. And when someone says thank you, you say you’re welcome. Not cuss and shout at them. So…yeah! That’s all I have to say.”

Feeling a little better after putting him in his place, I turn back around, and head for my guitar. Before I’m able to make it there though my boot sinks into a pothole and throws me off balance. My arms flail and a sharp sting slices through my ankle. I land painfully on my butt, a heavy oomph shoving from my chest.

Oh, God, that did not just happen.

Heat invades my face, my cheeks turning the same shade as my hair as I feel the rude, sexy soldier at my back. He’s probably laughing his butt off right now but my wounded ego prevents me from checking.

With as much dignity as I can muster, I push off the rough ground to stand, but as soon as I put weight on my tender ankle, it gives out on me again. Sucking in a sharp breath, I drop back to the ground.

“Easy there, Firecracker,” the jerk says as he approaches. He drops down in front of me, and I expect to see amusement on his face, but am surprised when I find the same hard expression he’s had this entire time.

“I’m fine. I just need a minute,” I mumble.

He grunts at the lie and reaches for my booted foot.

I scoot back, my pride refusing to let him help me. “I said I’m fine. Go get back to whatever it is you were doing before showing up here and yelling at me.”

His jaw flexes, teeth grinding. “Look, I’m sorry for yelling at you, all right?” he snaps, not sounding the least bit apologetic. “Now let me look at your damn ankle to make sure it’s not broken.”

My mouth drops open at his audacity. “What kind of apology is that?”

“The only one you’re going to get from me. Now give me your damn foot!”

I’m too blown away by his rude behavior to evade him a second time. His hand is quick as it grabs my boot and carefully brings it over to him. Teeth grinding, I look away as he pulls off my boot. His large warm hand is like a heated caress on my bare calf, the soft touch a contradiction to the hard man before me. It causes a gasp to part my lips, my traitorous body feeling something it absolutely shouldn’t be feeling.

His eyes lift to mine, a subtle warmth entering the dark irises. He breaks our connection quickly and clears his throat before mumbling off another apology, thinking the gasp that came from me was due to pain.

While he examines my ankle, I find my gaze drawn to him, eyes roaming in appreciation. Despite his terrible attitude, there is no denying how incredibly attractive he is. His dark mussed hair is a little longer than I would expect a soldier to have but it complements his warm skin tone and eyes that are framed with thick, black lashes. Lashes any woman would envy.

His white muscle tank shows off his lean sculpted muscles while also displaying a tribal pattern of black ink woven up both arms. The design reaches all the way up past his shoulders and ends at his collarbone. Everything about him is darkly beautiful and reminds me of a fallen angel.

At the sound of his throat being cleared, my eyes snap to his, face flaming when I realize I’ve been busted checking him out.

Get a grip, Faith!

He gently probes my ankle with his thumbs. “Does that hurt?”

I shake my head, worried what my voice will portray.

“It’s not broken but will probably be tender for a while.”

He releases my foot and I instantly miss the warmth of his hand.

“I’m sure it’s fine,” I say, avoiding eye contact. “I’m just going to sit here and move it around for a few minutes before trying to walk again.”

When he makes no move to leave, I spare him a glance and find him staring at my chest, his eyes even harder and colder than they were before.

Looking down, I realize he’s glaring at the cross hanging around my neck. I clutch the heavy metal nervously, confused by the sudden anger.

His eyes drift back to mine, and for a brief second I swear I see pain resonate on his face. But it’s so quick I begin to think I imagined it.

Things between us become even more awkward. “Well, thank you for looking at my ankle. Take care.” I wince at my pathetic attempt of trying to part ways.

He grunts, not seeming the least bit offended. “Nice try, Red. I’m not leaving you here by yourself after what just happened with that asshole.”

I can’t deny the way my pulse skips at the nickname. “You don’t have to do that. I’m sure he’s not coming back. He was only here for Aadil.”

The thought has my stomach clenching in fear for the young boy.

“What are you even doing here?” he asks.

My gaze meets his, head tilting inquisitively.

“In Iraq,” he elaborates.

“I’m on a missions trip with my church.”

Again, something hard flashes in his eyes, but before I can even question it he looks away.

“What about you?” I ask. “Was Aadil’s father right, are you a soldier?”

“Something like that,” he replies, not offering anything more.

“How did you know we were in trouble?”

“I was out for a walk.”

“Is your base close by?”

He responds with a single nod.

“Anyone ever tell you that you’re a real chatterbox?”

He doesn’t smile like I hoped he would.

Oookay…

It’s a good thing the guy is so good-looking, because he doesn’t have much going for him in the personality department. I should be offended, or even scared from the vibes he throws off, but instead I’m finding myself intrigued with this very dark soldier.

“What’s your name?” I ask, wanting to find out as much about him as I can before he leaves. When he doesn’t offer an answer, I push. “Come on. It’s only two words. It’s the perfect question for your vocabulary.”

He watches me unamused, not finding me as funny as I find myself. I start to think he’s not going to answer but he surprises me a moment later. “Cade Walker.”

Figures, even his name is sexy.

“It suits you,” I say as a compliment. Instead of saying thank you he continues to stare at me.

Seriously, what is it with this guy?

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Cade Walker. My name is Faith Williams.”

A laugh barrels out of his chest, but there’s nothing funny-sounding about it. “Of course it is.”

I flinch from his harsh tone. “Is there a problem with my name?”

When he doesn’t answer, I try to draw my own conclusion, remembering the way he glared at the cross around my neck.

“You have something against God, Cade Walker?”

“Can’t have a problem with something you don’t believe in.”

I’m not offended by his answer, I respect everyone’s beliefs, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t saddened by it. He clearly has a lot more problems with God than just not believing in him.

“Your ankle doing better?” he asks, changing the subject and climbing to his feet.

The dismissal is apparent, and I find myself disappointed about not getting to talk to him more, though, I’m not sure why since he hasn’t been all that much fun to be around.

“Yeah. It’s good.” Just as I’m about to push to stand, he offers me his hand. I gaze up at him, surprised by the thoughtful gesture. His usual hard gaze is a little softer as he waits for me to accept it. This man’s moods give me serious whiplash.

Reaching up, I put my small hand into his big one, and again I’m struck with that same feeling I had when he touched my leg. It’s a feeling that is foreign to me, but I like it, a lot.

Once he pulls me up, I get a whiff of his clean, masculine scent and it takes every ounce of willpower I have not to lean into him.

I am seriously losing it.

He releases my hand quickly, clearly not having the same problem that I am at our close proximity. I try not to let that offend me too much.

“Well, thanks again…for everything.” I begin limping to my guitar, feeling his hard eyes boring into my back.

“Hey, Red!”

I ignore the tiny shivers at the nickname from his deep voice and turn back around to face him.

“Make sure you don’t come back here. Especially by yourself.”

Again, I find myself wondering why he cares. “Sorry, but I plan to come back here every night until I see Aadil. This is the only place he knows where to find me.”

His expression tightens with anger. “You can’t be here by yourself, it’s too dangerous. Why can’t you understand that?”

Instead of getting upset by his surly reply, I flash him a bright smile. “Well then, maybe I’ll see you again after all, Cade Walker.”

Leaning down, I pick up my guitar and feel him watch me with every step I take.

I have a feeling tonight will not be the last I see of Cade Walker. At least I’m hoping it’s not.


CHAPTER 2


Cade

The next night, I head back to that same spot, berating myself the entire way. I swore I would not go near her again, she’s not my business, but I have no doubt she will be back for that kid, and the thought of something happening to her makes my gut churn, dread twisting my insides.

At least that’s what I keep telling myself why I’m coming back. No way is it because I can’t get the sexy redhead out of my mind. If I thought the woman was beautiful from afar, that’s nothing compared to how she looked up close.

She had creamy flawless skin with the exception of a small dusting of freckles across her perfectly shaped nose. Her emerald eyes are pronounced, complimented by dark red hair that cascaded down her slender shoulders. She was absolutely perfect except for one thing…one very big thing.

My teeth grind as I think about that fucking necklace around her neck. It pisses me off that after knowing everything I do about her, and what she believes, I still want her. It’s because I’ve never met another girl quite like her. Definitely not one that has ever intrigued me as much.

Beneath that soft, pretty exterior lies a spitfire. When I gave her shit about being there she dished it right back and it only made my cock harder. To top it off, I caught her openly staring at me while I examined her ankle, and the blush that stained her cheeks when I busted her… It took every ounce of control I had to restrain myself from ripping her clothes off and finding out just how far that pink color went.

My thoughts trail off when I come up to the clearing and spot her sitting against the tree again, her head tilted back as she strums her guitar. The sun has started to set, casting a glow on her that makes her look as innocent as I know she is.

With no other choice I start toward her, because now that I have met her, if I stayed back in the trees I’d be even more of a pervert than I was before.

Her eyes are closed when I reach her, but she knows I’m here. “Nice to have you back, Cade Walker.”

My cock jumps at the sound of my name falling past her lips.

She opens her eyes, her emerald irises punching me in the chest as she graces me with a beautiful smile.

I push away the warm feeling that tries worming its way into my chest and sit down next to her, but not too close. This chick has proven to be fucking dangerous.

“Don’t get too excited, Red, you didn’t leave me much choice, since I knew you would be by yourself again.”

She’s not put off in the least by my shitty attitude, her smile never wavering. “It’s nice to see you too, Faith,” she mocks.

I grunt, completely unamused by her sarcasm. “I take it the kid hasn’t come back?” I ask, changing the subject.

She shakes her head, sadness taking over her expression. “I’m hoping he comes tonight. I’m very worried about him.”

I decide to keep my mouth shut and not add my thoughts on the matter. There are many reasons why the kid might not come back, none of which will make her feel better.

Silence settles between us, her eyes burning into the side of my face as I look straight ahead.

“You don’t dress like a soldier,” she says.

I lie back on the dead grass, my arms crossing behind my head. “I never said I was.”

“But you said—”

“I said ‘something like that’.”

She pauses for a moment. “So what are you then? Special operations? CIA? The Navy? A Marine?”

I quirk a brow at her.

“My grandfather was a Marine. I don’t know much but I know a little.”

“I’m surprised he’s okay with his granddaughter traveling to a place like this.”

She shrugs. “He was concerned and so was my father, even though it’s his church I’m with.”

My head snaps to her so fast I get whiplash. “Your father is a minister?” The question comes out hard and unforgiving, my voice thick with the rage I feel.

She tilts her head, studying me. “He’s a pastor, yes.”

Dread twists my stomach into a giant knot. Is she not as innocent as I thought? Has he done things to her? Unfathomable things?

My jaw locks at the thought, rage thrashing viciously through my veins.

“I’m curious, Cade Walker. How does an honorable man who fights for his country not believe in God?”

“Don’t paint me in a good light because of my career choice. There’s nothing honorable about me.”

She studies me harder. “I find that hard to believe for a man who risks his life for the sake of his country.”

I shake my head at how naïve she is. “I’m the perfect person for the job. I have no family, I’m not scared to die, and I have no problem killing people who deserve it.”

“You have no family?” she asks quietly.

There’s no denying the sorrow in her voice. I don’t need her pity, there’s nothing sad about it.

“No.”

“What about your father?”

“He’s dead.”

“I’m so sorry,” she whispers.

“Don’t be, I’m not.”

She continues to stare at me but I keep my gaze on the sky above. “What about your mother?” she asks carefully.

“Don’t know and don’t care.”

“What about—”

“That’s enough questions!” I snap then immediately regret it when she flinches.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.”

Instead of acknowledging the apology, I switch the subject back to her. “Tell me, Red, what is it with you and music?”

The question has her relaxing and a smile gracing her pretty face again. Leaning back against the tree, she softly begins reciting words to a poem, “Music speaks what cannot be expressed. It soothes the mind and gives it rest. It heals the heart and makes it whole. It flows from heaven to heal the soul.”1 She glances down at me. “You see, Cade, just as I need oxygen to survive, God and music keep my soul alive.”


All of it was okay, until the God part. A part of me actually feels sorry for her, with how delusional she is. But I know it’s not her fault and has to do with what her father has pushed on her. Bile creeps up my throat, thinking what else he has forced on her. I quickly push away the disturbing thought, unable to bear thinking about it.

“I have to admit, you’re pretty good at it,” I tell her, getting back to the music topic. “Why aren’t you singing for a living?”

“Because I don’t think I would love it as much as I do if I did it for money. But I’m curious, Cade, when have you ever heard me sing?”

Well, shit! I just busted myself there.

I don’t respond, knowing there’s no way of digging myself out of it.

A soft giggle parts her lips. “Don’t worry, Walker, your secret is safe with me.”

I side-glance her and consider wiping that smug look off her face by flipping her over and sinking into what I bet would be the sweetest, tightest pussy I’ve ever felt.

“I love all music,” she says, pulling me from the perverted thought. “Elvis is one of my favorite artists, same with Johnny Cash and the Beatles. I love country, oldies, and rock and roll. Every song has a story; it comes from someone’s heart and soul. I’m actually pretty good at pegging people for their genre of music,” she adds proudly.

“Yeah? Let’s see if you can pick out mine.”

She accepts the challenge and digs into her guitar case for her iPhone before climbing to her feet.

“You brought your iPhone with you to Iraq?” I ask, staring up at her.

“Of course. I use it to listen to music and take pictures.” She scrolls through what I’m assuming is her playlist, a smile lighting up her pretty face when she finds what she’s looking for. “This is what I picture you listening to.”

Twisted Sisters’s “We’re Not Gonna Take It” blares from her phone. It’s a good song choice and is pretty bang on for something I would listen to. What’s even funnier though is the way her red hair swings through the air as she head bangs to the beat. After a thirty-second show of rocking out to the lyrics, she throws her head back and laughs, the sound infiltrating the air and penetrating my chest.

When she brings her head forward and looks at me, her smile vanishes and her mouth drops. “Is that a smile I see on your face, Cade Walker?”

I quickly realize there’s a small lift to the edge of my mouth.

She clutches her chest as if she’s about to have a heart attack and drops to the ground dramatically. “Be still my heart, the man does have a sense of humor in there somewhere.” More laughter spills from her at my glare as she finds herself fucking hilarious.

“Take it easy, Red. I was just thinking about how ridiculous you looked.”

Ridiculously cute, but I keep that to myself.

Instead of being offended, she rolls closer to me, her face not far from mine. “I’d gladly look ridiculous every day if I knew it would bring a smile to your handsome face, Walker.”

My cock hardens, eyes drawing to her full, kissable lips. It takes every ounce of willpower I possess to stop myself from tasting her. I don’t even deserve to breathe the same air as this chick, let alone kiss her.

A smile dances across her lips. She knows exactly where my thoughts are. “Do you have a girlfriend, Cade Walker?”

What is it with her saying my whole name, and why do I like it so much? “I don’t do girlfriends, Red. I fuck.”

My truthful answer doesn’t faze her like I expected it to. “Mmmmm,” she responds quietly before lying down beside me, too close for comfort. It does things to me. Makes me feel things I don’t understand, and I hate it.

“And here I am still waiting for my first kiss.”

I tense, my head twisting in her direction. “Are you trying to tell me that you have never kissed a guy before?”

“Of course I have,” she responds with a giggle.

Why does hearing that piss me off?

“But I haven’t had the kiss.”

What the hell does that mean?

She turns to me with a smile and must see the confusion on my face. “You know…the kiss. The one you feel through your whole body as soon as your lips touch theirs and everything that is going on around you falls away. You could be in the busiest, noisiest place but everything becomes silent and time stands still. It’s as if, in that moment, you’re the only two people on the planet. It’s that one kiss you will remember for the rest of your life and you will never have another one like it unless it’s with that same person because it was the kiss.”

I blink back at her, wondering if she’s serious. I quickly realize she is. The chick might be pretty but she is also fucking delusional.

“Sorry to disappoint you, Red, but you’re going to be waiting your entire life because there is no such thing.”

She looks back at me. “You haven’t had yours yet either, huh, Walker?”

I refrain from rolling my eyes like a chick. “Believe me, there is no such thing. That crap stems from the same shit as love. It’s all fucking make believe.”

“You don’t believe in love?”

The look I shoot her has her bursting into laughter.

“Well, speak for yourself, Cade, I will have that kiss one day, and I also plan to fall in love.”

I grunt. “Good luck with that.”

“Why, thank you, but I won’t need it. As much as I’d love to stay and tell you all the reasons why, I’m afraid it will have to wait until tomorrow because it’s time for me to go back to camp.”

Rolling over, she lifts her guitar and puts it back in the case. My eyes drop to her ass as she bends over, hoping her dress rises just a little higher so I can get a peek at what she’s wearing beneath it. Unfortunately, it doesn’t happen.

Climbing to her feet, she looks across the field, her expression solemn once again. “Hopefully, Aadil comes tomorrow night.”

I have a feeling the kid isn’t coming back but, again, I decide to keep that to myself.

Her smile returns when she looks down at me. “Either way, I hope to see you again tomorrow night, Cade Walker.” She blows me a kiss and sashays her sweet country ass across the field.

I watch her walk away and already miss the sound of her voice and sight of her smile.

What the fuck is happening to me?


CHAPTER 3


Faith

My fingers strum the guitar as I sit in my usual spot against the tree, wondering what’s taking Cade so long. Usually, he’s here by now. The thought that something might have happened to him has my heart plummeting to my stomach, which isn’t good since I’ve already been a distraught mess over Aadil.

Please, God, let them both be all right.

For the past week Cade has met me here every night at the same time. I’ve enjoyed every moment with him, but last night was my favorite of all the nights so far. He asked me to sing for him, which I did, and I ended up singing for almost the entire two hours we were together. I made sure to pick songs that I thought he would like, and he genuinely seemed content to listen to me. I’ve had people tell me I have a nice voice before, but something about the way he watched me made me feel different.

It made me feel special.

Usually our evenings are spent with me doing most of the talking but he has opened up a bit more with me. He finally shared that he’s a SEAL and told me a little bit about his training. He also told me about his friends, Sawyer and Jaxson, who sound more like brothers to him. It made me happy since I know he doesn’t have family. I can only imagine how lonely it must get to always be alone. To have no one to come home to or anyone to tell you that they love and miss you.

Cade Walker is like no man I’ve ever met before. He’s sexy, cynical, brooding, but most of all, mysterious. Even though I am grateful for the little he has shared with me, I find myself craving to know more. Like what has made him into the man he is today. A man who’s strong and silent, one who never smiles, and doesn’t believe in God. But more than anything, I want to know what made him into a man who thinks so little of himself.

Don’t paint me in a good light because of my career choice. There’s nothing honorable about me.

That one remark ripped through my heart and has been plaguing it ever since. It makes me want to strip him bare and learn every dark place he has inside of him. I want to know his every flaw then I want to tell him how perfect he is because, obviously, no one has ever told him before.

The man can pretend all he wants but I know what lies beneath that hard exterior. Not only is he a man who fights for his country, but look at the way he stood up for Aadil and me. Or how he has come here every night because he worries about my safety. Although, I have been hoping it’s more than that. Hoping that maybe he feels the same connection I am, because boy am I feeling a connection. I have never felt this way about anyone before. Especially someone I barely know and someone who detests the very things I live for, God and love.

I don’t do girlfriends, Red. I fuck.

My stomach tightens in response as his vulgar remark echoes through my mind. It’s something that has happened often since meeting him. He makes my body feel things I have yet to want with anyone else.

I’m probably the only twenty-two-year-old virgin on this planet and it’s not because of my faith or religion. It’s because I haven’t met anyone who I feel a strong enough connection with yet. Until him.

I know it’s crazy to feel that now, but I can’t seem to help it. There are times in life where I believe some things happen for a reason, that we are meant to meet certain people, and I strongly believe Cade is one of them. How else can I explain these feelings he evokes within me?

It kills me to think that the day will soon come when we won’t be having these nights together anymore, but what’s even more upsetting is to know I will most likely never see him again after this. I’ve thought about asking him for his contact information, but I don’t want him thinking I’m some crazy stalker and, if I’m being honest, I’m a little scared of his rejection. It would be a blow to my pride that I’m not sure I’m ready to deal with.

Although, with the way things are going tonight, I may not even get the chance to say goodbye. I glance at my phone once more to see another thirty minutes has passed. Again I fear something has happened to him. But as soon as the thought emerges, I spot him across the field, walking toward me.

Thank God.

Relief swamps me as I climb to my feet, and I don’t hesitate running toward him, meeting him halfway. My body slams into his, my arms wrapping around his neck as I hug him tight.

He tenses, clearly uncomfortable with my affection, but I’m too relieved to care.

“Everything all right, Red?” he asks, sounding both confused and worried.

“It is now. I was so scared something happened to you,” I murmur, “you’re never late.”

Silence descends upon us seconds before his strong arms come around me, pulling me in close to him. My heart falters in surprise, but more than anything, pleasure erupts through my body. His warmth embraces me as I breathe in deep, loving the smell of his clean, masculine scent.

“Sorry, things ran late today. We’re getting close to wrapping up what we came to do.”

His response slams me back into reality and disappointment crushes my heart, but I try to push it aside, not wanting to ruin what may be our last night together.

After one more deep inhale, I step back and paste a smile on my face that I don’t feel. “Well, I’m glad you’re here now because I brought a surprise for you.” Grabbing his hand, I lead him back to my guitar, trying to ignore the tingles that shoot up my arm just from the small contact.

“You brought me something?” he asks, sounding irritated by the fact.

“Actually, I brought it for both of us.” I pull him down beside me and dig around my case until I find what I’m looking for. “Ta da!” I hold up the chocolate bar and dance it in front of his face.

He gazes back at me, clearly unimpressed.

“Hello? Do you see what I have here, Walker? Chocolate with caramel. It’s my very last one. I thought I would be nice and share it with you. That goes to show how much I like you, because I do not share my chocolate with just anyone.”

This still does not seem to impress him.

“Sheesh, you’re a hard guy to please. I thought you would go crazy over this. How long have you been away from American food? It’s only been a few weeks for me, and I already miss some of my favorites.”

“It hasn’t been that long, and chocolate isn’t something I miss. Now if it were a steak you had, that would be a different story.” He lies back like he always does, his arms crossing behind his head. His hard, lean body stretched out like this has my mouth watering.

I hurriedly open the chocolate bar before I do something impulsive, like jump him or take a bite out of him. The thought has a small snicker escaping me.

He looks at me questioningly, wondering what’s so funny.

I get ahold of myself and clear my throat. “Well, sorry to disappoint you but that will never happen because I don’t eat meat. I’m a vegetarian.”

“What?” he asks, looking a little shell-shocked. “How the hell do you survive without meat?”

I’m used to hearing this comment from people, especially men. “I survive quite easily, and a lot healthier than most, I might add. Animals are our friends and I refuse to eat them. Want to hear the story on how I became a vegetarian?”

His response is another blank stare.

“Good. I planned to tell you anyway. So here it goes, when I was seven I had a friend who owned a cattle farm. They had the sweetest cow named Hank, and we had quite the bond. He always recognized my parents’ vehicle when we drove up and he always waited for me at the fence. Honestly, I usually spent more time with him than my friend. He was nicer than she was, if you get my drift.”

He quirks a brow at me so I take that as confirmation he does.

“Anyway, one day I came over and Hank was gone. When they told me what happened to him, I cried for three days straight and swore I would never touch meat again. All through my childhood I begged my parents to buy a farm so I could have cows, pigs, and chickens—ones I would never let anyone eat. Unfortunately, it fell on deaf ears, but at least they never forced me to eat meat again.”

He blinks at me, silence descending. “That’s what cows are meant for, Red.”

My eyes narrow. “No, they’re not! That’s it, no chocolate for you now, mister!”

His lips lift slightly and my heart skips a beat.

Oh man, I can only imagine how sexy he would look with a full smile. I will make it my mission to see it before he leaves.

Raising the chocolate bar to my lips, I take my first bite. My eyes fall closed, a moan purging from my throat at the orgasmic explosion in my mouth. A low growl penetrates the air and pulls me out of my chocolate-loving bliss, my eyes snapping open. My pulse kick-starts at the dark expression on Cade’s face.

Embarrassed, I swallow my bite then offer him some.

He stares at my outstretched hand. “That’s all right, Red. You can have it.”

“I don’t mind. I brought it for both of
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.




