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        A Navy SEAL’s life isn’t all deadly missions. Commandos need love too.

      

      

      But when Naval Special Warfare computer guru Will Weber puts the fate of his love life in the combined hands of a dating app and his teammates, he fears he’s about to learn what real terror feels like.

      He was wrong. That happens when his ex’s sister walks into his life, and his heart, then walks right back out again.
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      Breathless and spent, Will Weber rolled off the woman beneath him. Flopped flat out on his back on the rumpled bed, he tried to catch his breath.

      “Damn.” He’d thought he was in good shape.

      Hell, he was. In great shape, as a matter of fact, at least according to his Navy physical readiness test. But the workout his girlfriend had given him tonight had stolen his breath completely.

      It shouldn’t surprise him. Four years ago his brown-haired, hazel-eyed vixen had stolen a good-sized corner of his heart.

      What was a surprise was the intensity of tonight’s workout between the sheets with Sara. Lately things between them in bed had felt, for lack of a better word, off.

      There had been a definite decrease in her interest in their physical activity together the past couple of months. Lack of interest on her part, specifically. Certainly not on his end.

      He understood why Sara might be feeling that way. She had a lot on her mind. Too many responsibilities, all tugging at her at once. She was working hard, both at her job and in her night classes.

      It couldn’t be easy for a woman over thirty to make the decision to stand on her own two feet financially after being dependent on her ex-husband for years.

      Will didn’t blame her for the occasional lack of enthusiasm between the sheets—but they’d both been plenty enthusiastic tonight.

      He’d been so happy to finally get some after what had stretched to be a month long dry spell that he might have gotten a little too enthusiastic, which explained why he was covered in sweat and still trying to catch his breath. He’d run the obstacle course on base and recovered faster than this. That said a lot about the energy he’d just expended.

      Whatever the reason for it, tonight had been pretty damn good. And he hoped it was just a precursor, a prelude to things between them getting back to normal.

      Better than normal, actually.

      As his stomach growled he slapped one hand over his belly to silence the noise. Good sex made a man hungry. He’d definitely burned through some major calories this evening.

      Will stared at the ceiling while deciding if he had the energy to get dressed to take her out to dinner or if they should take advantage of take-out delivery and stay in.

      That last idea definitely had its benefits. Maybe they could go for round two as dessert.

      Turning his head on the pillow, he was just about to make the suggestion when Sara stood.

      Will propped himself up on one elbow and watched as she reached for her clothes on the floor. He wasn’t opposed to her staying naked, but she was probably as hungry as he was.

      He watched as she stepped into her underwear. “I thought we could order in so we don’t have to get dressed and go out.”

      She glanced back at him over her shoulder. “I’m actually gonna go.”

      He frowned. “Really? Do you have something to do?”

      She’d only been there about an hour. They’d made damn good use of that time together but he hadn’t realized when she’d called asking if she could come over that she’d be going again so soon.

      “Um, yeah. Actually, it’s my sister. I promised her I’d get home early tonight.” She pulled on her dress and shoved her feet into her sandals.

      “Is Jessa okay?” He’d always liked Sara’s sister. He’d hate to think anything was wrong with her.

      “Um, yeah, she’s fine.”

      That didn’t answer why Sara was rushing home to her, but it wasn’t his place to pry into Jessa’s private life.

      “Okay. I’ll walk you to the door.” He swung his legs over his side of the bed and stood.

      Not bothering with underwear, he pulled on a pair of shorts. No use getting dressed since his decision for dinner was definitely made now.

      He wasn’t keen on eating out alone so he’d just order something to be delivered. A night with Sara would have been better, but since that was off the table, Netflix and pizza on the sofa in front of his big screen sounded pretty good to him.

      She was already by the door by the time he reached her.

      “Where’s my purse?” She spun, looking around.

      The apartment was pretty small and he didn’t like clutter so it was fairly bare. Not much place for anything to get lost.

      Will glanced toward the kitchen and saw her bag on the counter. “I got it.”

      “Thanks.” She took it from him when he returned and reached for the doorknob.

      He stepped after her. “Text when you get home so I know you’re safe and sound.”

      “Okay.”

      The door was open and she was about to walk through when he grabbed her arm. She was definitely distracted, by what he didn’t know. But they never said goodbye without at least a quick kiss.

      Will leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. “Good night.”

      “Bye.” She glanced at him and then turned for the door.

      He leaned against the door frame and watched as she walked to her parked car and opened the door.

      After one final look back at him and a tiny wave, she slid behind the wheel and started the engine. He waited as she backed up and pulled away before closing and locking the door.

      Something was definitely strange. Kick ass sex and then a quick escape. He wasn’t sure what to think of it. But if he understood women he could probably write a book and make a fortune off all the other men in the world who were just as confused by the fairer sex as he was.

      Before Will knew it, hours had passed as one episode of the show he was watching rolled right into the next.

      The pizza had been good. The beer he’d had in the fridge, even better, and there was still half a season of the show left.

      He glanced at the time.

      Shit. It was late.

      Since his military career was full of rules and regulations, Will wasn’t all that into restraint in his personal life, but he did have an early morning.

      He needed a shower and then get to bed because his zero-five-thirty run wasn’t going to come any later because he’d been in binge mode.

      Hoisting himself off the sofa he grabbed his cell phone off the table, about to turn toward the bathroom when he realized Sara had never texted to say she’d gotten home safe.

      She really had been distracted tonight, for whatever reason. It wasn’t a surprise she’d gotten home and had forgotten her promise.

      He put the cell on his nightstand and headed into the bathroom for a quick shower. And it was quick. He’d toweled off and brushed his teeth and was back to the bed in less than ten minutes. Even so, the red numbers on his bedside clock glowed 11:06.

      He’d better set the alarm on his cell phone to make sure he was up in time. His team would never let him hear the end of it if he was late for the run he’d planned.

      Will hit the button and the display lit up. He smiled when he saw the text bubble on the screen from Sara.

      I just wanted you to know that you’re a really good man.

      As he read her sweet words, he might have actually cooed aloud.

      A combat hardened Navy SEAL, cooing like a lovesick teenage girl. He shook his head at himself, but since there hadn’t been anyone there to witness his shame, he didn’t feel too embarrassed about it.

      Smiling, he punched in a reply.

      Thank you, baby. You’re pretty great yourself. I love you. Have a good night.

      He waited for a bit, but nothing came right back.

      Hoping that was because she’d finally gone to sleep at this late hour, which is where he should be, he set an alarm and crawled into bed.

      Morning was going to be there much too soon and tomorrow Will had a full day.
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      Jessa watched Sara grab a handful of clothes from the drawer and toss the whole jumbled mess into the suitcase open on the bed. “I don’t understand why you’re taking so much stuff.”

      “I don’t know how long I’ll be gone. It’ll just be easier to take everything. It’s not that much.”

      Looking at the already overflowing bag, Jessa couldn’t agree. “Do you want me to fold it for you?”

      “No, it’s fine.” Sara shook her head and turned back to the dresser to open the next drawer.

      Jessa pressed her lips together and literally sat on her hands to stop herself from getting up and folding the clothes anyway.

      She decided instead to move on to the other issue she had with Sara’s plan. “Are you sure you don’t want to leave in the morning when it’s daylight?”

      “No. There will be traffic then.”

      Jessa frowned. There couldn’t be that much traffic between Norfolk, Virginia and Bryant, Alabama.

      Even if it were a valid excuse, driving almost ten hours straight through the night, alone, didn’t sound like a good idea.

      Jessa glanced at the clock on the nightstand. The glowing red digits told her it was time to be thinking about settling in for the night. Maybe watching television and getting ready for bed.

      It was not the time to start a multi-state road trip.

      They’d both been awake early this morning. Jessa was exhausted at the end of the long day. She could only imagine Sara was too, not that it showed in her frantic packing.

      “If you’re really worried about traffic, why not stay here tonight, sleep late tomorrow and then leave tomorrow evening when you’re rested.”

      “I’ll be fine. I’ll pick up some energy drinks at the gas station when I fill up the car.”

      Jessa pressed her lips together again in disapproval. Those things weren’t good for a person. But falling asleep at the wheel would be far worse. Why didn’t Sara just wait?

      She came up with another tactic. “What did Will say when you told him you were driving that far tonight?”

      Sara shrugged. “Nothing.”

      Jessa frowned at that answer. She couldn’t imagine Sara’s Navy SEAL boyfriend would approve of a woman driving so many hours alone at night.

      But her sister was a grown woman and no one could tell her what to do. Not Will. And obviously not Jessa.

      She couldn’t even get a straight answer from Sara about why she felt the need to go visit the man who would hopefully soon be her ex-husband—if he’d ever sign the papers—and the home where she hadn’t lived in more than four years. Almost five.

      If there were things still there she wanted surely she had a friend in town who could ship them to her if Jerry wouldn’t.

      If the trip had to do with the divorce papers, that was something her lawyer should be handling. Unless—maybe this was for a hearing with the judge to finally end this mess.

      Maybe Sara didn’t want to say anything until the divorce was finalized because it had dragged on so ridiculously long already.

      Maybe the appointment was tomorrow afternoon and that’s why Sara was in such a hurry to leave tonight.

      Satisfied with her new best case scenario theory, Jessa stopped trying to dissuade Sara and instead decided to help her. “Can I make you some coffee to take with you? Or a sandwich for the road? I’ve got some turkey breast.”

      Sara drew in a breath that sounded as if she was carrying the weight of the world on her shoulders. “Thanks but I’m not really hungry. I’ll just grab a bottle of water before I leave.”

      “Okay.” Jessa nodded but still didn’t understand her sister’s malaise when—if Jessa’s theory was correct—this trip was a good thing. The start of a new life completely freed from the ties to her old one.

      Still, she supposed it was going to be stressful facing her husband again, possibly in court before a judge. Jerry wasn’t going to be happy and in light of that, Jessa didn’t blame Sara’s reluctance for the events to come.

      But her sister still needed to eat, whether she was hungry or not.

      Jessa stood. “I’ll just throw a couple of water bottles and a snack in a bag and put them in the passenger seat of your car.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” Sara zipped up the oversized bag, which barely closed, and slid it off the bed and to the floor with a thud.

      “Let me take that out to the car.” Jessa reached for the suitcase, which thankfully was on wheels, given its weight.

      “I can⁠—”

      “Nope.” Jessa cut off Sara’s protest. “You finish your packing. I got it.”

      “Thank you. I really appreciate everything you’ve done for me, Jess.” There was no reason for the tears that made Sara’s eyes glisten except that apparently her sister’s emotions were running high.

      “Anything. You know that.”

      “I know.” Sara nodded.

      Finding herself choked up at this sudden show of emotion, Jessa drew in a breath. “I’ll put it in the trunk of the car for you.”

      “Thanks.”

      After grabbing Sara’s keys off the counter, Jessa tugged the suitcase behind her, all the way out the front door and into the parking lot, fighting the emotion the whole way.

      She’d miss her sister while she was gone. Hopefully everything would be resolved fast and she’d be back shortly.

      Jessa was so wrapped up in her own thoughts, she didn’t see the man standing off the side of the parking lot by the bushes until she was right on top of him.

      She almost ran into him with the giant suitcase but diverted her path just in time. “Oh, jeez. Sorry. Almost ran you over there.”

      She forced a laugh but the man dressed in all black didn’t look as if he was amused. He grunted in response and then turned and strode away.

      Frowning, Jessa decided some people were just rude. But she didn’t give it much more thought than that as she struggled to heave what had to be close to sixty pounds of luggage into the back of Sara’s car.

      She slammed the trunk and, happy to be helping in some way, rushed back to the apartment. She was making Sara a sandwich for the drive whether she wanted one or not.
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      Jessa had a hell of a time getting to sleep after saying goodbye to Sara. Sending her baby sister off into the night alone still didn’t feel right, no matter the reason.

      When she finally did fall asleep it had to have been really late, which explained why her ass was dragging after she woke up the next morning. Not to mention how horrid she looked with the dark shadows under her eyes.

      Tired or not, she had to get to work so Jessa pulled herself away from the dismal reflection staring back at her in the bathroom mirror and stumbled to the kitchen.

      That’s where the two things she needed most were—her cell phone and the coffee maker.

      She grabbed the cell from the counter where it was charging and glanced at the display. She’d been hoping for a text from Sara but there wasn’t one.

      Jessa counted the hours on her finger. It was early but possibly late enough that Sara could have arrived where she was going and not still be on the road.

      It would be nice if where she was going was a hotel and not the house where Jerry still lived.

      Even if they were still married, Jessa hated the idea of Sara being there with him. It might give him ideas that Sara was having doubts about the divorce. She’d moved out on him years ago and yet the man still wouldn’t take the hint the marriage was over and sign the damn divorce papers.

      Marital drama aside, Jessa needed to know her sister was doing all right before she’d be able to get on with her day or concentrate on anything at work.

      Once the coffee was starting to brew, Jessa picked up her cell and dialed Sara’s number. When there was no answer, she left a voice mail and disconnected.

      Hopefully the call going to voice mail meant that Sara had decided to stop at a hotel en route, put the phone on silent and was getting some much needed sleep.

      Jessa had just poured herself a cup of coffee when the cell rang and she saw Sara’s name on the display.

      Shit. The call must have woken her.

      “Hey. I’m sorry to call. I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

      “It’s fine,” Sara said, sounding exhausted.

      “Did you stop for the night?”

      “No. I’m still in the car. I was just on the phone talking to Jerry. Telling him what time I should be at the house.”

      “So you’re going to stay there at the house then?”

      “Yes.”

      “Sara, do you think that’s wise? I mean it might make him think you’re reconsidering the divorce.”

      The length of silence on the line before Sara answered had Jessa wondering what was going on.

      Finally, Sara said, “I am.”

      “Am what?” Jessa asked.

      “I am reconsidering the divorce.”

      Jessa’s eyes widened as the questions ricocheted through her head. What had happened to change Sara’s mind after well over four years of being apart?

      Had she broken up with Will? Had Will broken up with her and that had sent her back to Jerry?

      And why hadn’t Sara said anything to her last night?

      Jessa had just opened her mouth to start asking some of those questions when Sara said, “I have to go. I’ll call you later after I get there.”

      In shock, Jessa stood with the cell in one hand long after her sister had disconnected.

      What the hell was going on?
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      Will had stayed up much too late the night before. But standing in the front of the packed meeting room now, presenting the program he’d created for some of the richest and most powerful men in the country, woke him right up.

      “Tracking the traffic to the terrorist social media site shows they have visitors from not only all over the globe, but from all over the United States as well.”

      He flipped to the next slide.

      The meeting room was illuminated only by the light of his presentation being projected onto the whiteboard wall.

      He couldn’t see the expressions of all the people filling the darkened room but he could imagine them. Shock. Horror. Disbelief.

      That last one—the lack of belief that this could be happening—was his job to dispel.

      No problem. Nothing he loved more than a challenge.

      Actually, there was one thing he loved more. Cold hard indisputable facts. And presenting those facts to skeptics, doubters and pompous fools who dared to dispute him.

      Some of those invited to the presentation today were disbelievers. Mostly they were the CEOs. The founders of the social media platforms that had made them very wealthy and powerful men.

      The same platforms were also making ISIS and organizations like them rich and powerful by gleaning them new followers. Fresh blood. And though they didn’t believe it, a not inconsiderable portion were good old, red blooded Americans.

      Some in the room did believe Will. He saw it in their expressions as he introduced the topic of the day—terrorist recruitment on social media.

      They knew. The problem was, not being the CEOs and founders, the low level techies who’d made their bosses so much money had no power to make changes.

      Truth be told, Will didn’t have a whole lot of power either. Even for the Naval Special Warfare department, spying on Americans was a no-no. But there was plenty Will could find out legally with information readily available.

      “In 2014, Facebook refused to take down an ISIS fan page with six thousand members.” He heard the sharp intake of breath and had no doubt it came from the side of the room where executives from that very company sat. He continued, “I give you that statistic only as a point of comparison. Today, in 2017, a similar page has membership numbers and engagement levels any brand would kill for.”

      The slide up on screen now showed in detail the huge number of members, stats on their engagement, and the demographics of the visitors, including their location.

      Again there was a collective gasp, this time spread across the room. The numbers were impressive and horrifying.

      Will flipped to the next slide—a map similar to those used by the cell phone companies to show their coverage areas across the country. There was not one US state or territory that the terrorist hadn’t penetrated.

      “They’re sophisticated in their use. They hijack popular hash tags. They use memes. They exploit popular products. They run targeted ads. Some are more subtle, perception management operations, propaganda operations. Others are more overt and want to remain visible. They want to frighten good people. And they want to inspire those who seek to do harm.”

      As he spoke, Will flipped through screen shots, examples of each. It was nothing the personnel of these sites didn’t already know. But seeing their interfaces, displaying their logos, being used to promote terror had to have an impact on them and that’s exactly what Will wanted.

      He understood their dilemma. It was a slippery slope between protecting individuals’ rights and curbing the spread of terrorism. It was the same issue the FBI wrestled with while working under the constraint of the Constitution.

      But if his program could accurately identify those who knowingly assisted foreign terrorist organizations, it would drop some of the First Amendment barriers on counterintelligence operations . . . which, since beginning this project, Will now knew more about than he’d ever imagined or cared to.

      “Twitter and YouTube and Facebook have shut down accounts.” Will wanted to make sure they got credit for their efforts, but he was trying to impart to them that it wasn’t going to be enough. “That’s a start. But the reality is every user who has a smartphone also has the means to broadcast publicly to thousands, if not millions of people.”

      “So how do we combat that? We already have people watching for inappropriate content. Reporting buttons so other users can police the site. But it’s impossible to catch a hundred percent and there will always be a time delay.” The comments came from the back of the room.

      “Excellent question.” Will spun to face the room.

      “And do you have an excellent answer?” The speaker’s attitude only made Will smile.

      He’d had worse feedback from better men. One CTO who never left his desk chair wasn’t going to intimidate Will, who’d faced everyone from the commander of the Navy to Osama bin Laden.

      “I do.” Will said. “AI.”

      “We already have computers that crawl the site.”

      “Not like this, you don’t. Social networks use algorithms and track patterns to help them crack down on violations of their policies, as well as on faulty reports. But they are in a perpetual beta state because the strategies used to evade detection constantly evolve. My solution can evolve as well. This is an autonomous system based on machine learning and artificial intelligence. It detects any content in violation of site policy with ninety-seven percent accuracy and takes action in response. And in the case of identifying posts made by bots, ninety-nine percent accuracy.”

      “It can recognize and remove offensive posts and video accurately and immediately?” The man shook his head. “That kind of artificial intelligence doesn’t exist.”

      Will grinned wide. “It does now.”

      It could also accurately identify the poster’s location—down to street level. So a drone could take them out if they happened to be ISIS.

      Will kept that detail to himself and continued, “And it’s got a nice little feature that can replace the offensive posts, at the same URL, with whatever we want. So for instance a terror propaganda video can be replaced with, let’s say, a video of a Muslim youth questioning the tactics of the terror group. Or one showing the horrors of what life is really like for members inside the caliphate.”

      Enjoying the exchange, Will waited for the response.

      “Who developed this?” His opponent seemed more upset that his company couldn’t claim the honor, rather than being excited for the potential of this tool.

      Will enjoyed telling him, “I did.”

      The tech guys sat up a little straighter, some of them with hands raised.

      Feeling all-powerful at the front of the room, Will pointed to one. “Question?”

      “Which platforms did you test on?”

      Will walked to the wall and flipped on the lights. Partly because he was done using the screen. Mostly so he could enjoy the expressions on the faces of his audience.

      “Most extensively on Facebook, YouTube and Twitter since those are the bad guys’ favorites. But I also tried it out on Instagram, Periscope and Snapchat.”

      “And it worked on all platforms?”

      “It did.” Will nodded.

      The man’s eyes widened. “With the same accuracy?”

      “Yeah. Give or take a percentage point.”

      “How?” That question from the CEO was less than friendly.

      “How what, sir?”

      “How the hell did you test it?”

      “If you mean how did I get in to your networks to run the tests?” He shot his commander a glance. Mike Groenning nodded, so Will answered, “The back door.”

      There was a collective look of fear amid the tech guys who knew they’d be working overtime to close that backdoor Will had found and exploited.

      They should all be glad he was the one to discover the vulnerability in their networks’ defenses. It could have easily been someone else with more nefarious intentions. The shadowy figures who operated on the Dark Net.

      Will spent a considerable portion of time in the seedy basement of the web looking for the worst of the worst as part of his work for the Navy.

      Another hand went up and the brave tech guy said, “Can we test this ourselves?”

      “That’s the plan.” As eyes widened around the room, Will continued, “Check your emails. There’s the link to the beta version, along with a user name and password.”

      That answer spurred a flurry around him as every techie in the room whipped out their cell phone.

      Will’s commander stepped closer. Groenning kept his voice low as he said, “I think you got their attention.”

      Will let out a snort. “About damn time.”

      “I agree. So what’s next?”

      “We convince them to turn over user data so we can track down the recruits?” Will asked, only half joking.

      His commander laughed. “I wish. Short of that, what do you have in mind?”

      “We turn the code over to them so they can roll it out platform wide.”

      “The terrorists will just find another way, you know.”

      “I know. But it’s gonna piss them off until they do.” Will shot his commander a sideways glance and saw him smirk.

      “Hell, yeah, it will.” He laughed. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, Weber?”

      Will’s gaze swept the room, which was getting louder by the second as the chaos increased. “Oh yeah. This is the most action I’ve seen in a while. Been a little slow around here.”

      He craved the challenge of a good op, but their assignments had fallen to nothing recently.

      Not that he didn’t mind the extra time home with Sara. And the team cooling its heels stateside was one reason he’d had all that extra time on his hands to finish the beta on this project. Still, he didn’t work his ass off to get accepted into the Naval Special Warfare DEVGRU program just to ride a desk for the rest of his career.

      He was a highly trained SEAL operative. He wanted to use his skills for something other than more training.

      “Be careful what you wish for,” Groenning warned.

      Will turned. “Yeah? You got something coming?”

      “Maybe. And maybe you’ll be too busy holding tech guys’ hands as they try to test your program and you won’t be able to join us.”

      Will’s mouth fell open. “No way. You wouldn’t make me stay behind, would you?”

      Groenning grinned. “No. But I was just shitting you anyway. I got nothing. Seriously.”

      Will frowned, which only had his commander laughing as he slapped him on the back. “I think some of your new minions want to talk to you, oh computer god of Black Squadron.”

      “Hmm.” Will stroked his chin. “I like that. I think I’ll get it made into a T-shirt. Or maybe a coffee mug.”

      “You track down the location of that sleeper cell we’ve been looking for and I’ll buy them both for you myself.”

      Will tipped his head in a nod. “You got it.”

      It wasn’t until much later, after he’d answered countless questions from the techies and dodged nearly as many unhappy glances from the CEOs, that Will had time to break away.

      There were no texts waiting for him from Sara so he scrolled through his contacts to call her.

      When the automated voice came on telling him the number he’d dialed had been disconnected he frowned, hit to end the call and then redialed.

      The annoying computer generated tones followed by the standard message that the number he was trying to call was no longer in service came on again.

      What the hell?

      Were the cell towers down or something? Or, and this was more likely, had she forgotten to pay the bill? She insisted on having a month-to-month cellular plan.

      It would make sense to have it on auto-pay, but what he thought made sense and what Sara thought made sense didn’t always agree.

      Huffing out a breath, he scrolled through his contact list and found her sister Jessa’s number. After four years of being with Sara, he had her sister’s contact info in his phone.

      Sara lived with Jessa. He’d just call her and tell her Sara’s cell wasn’t working.

      He could email to tell Sara that her phone was screwed up, but she wasn’t as obsessed with a clean inbox as he was. She’d go days sometimes without checking emails.

      “Hello?” Jessa’s voice came through his cell.

      “Jessa. Hey, it’s Will. Sara’s cell phone isn’t working. She isn’t around, is she?”

      She was silent for a few seconds. Too long given the simple question he’d asked.

      Will glanced at the display. The call hadn’t dropped so he said, “Jess?”

      “She didn’t tell you?” Jessa asked, her voice weak and breathy.

      “Tell me what?”

      “Um, Will, she left.”

      “Oh, okay. Just give her the message then, when she gets back tonight. I don’t know if the cell is just not receiving calls because something’s wrong with that cheap ass carrier she uses or if it’s completely turned off because she didn’t pay⁠—”

      “No, Will, she’s gone. She moved out.”

      He frowned. “What do you mean?”

      “She packed her bags and left late last night. It was after ten o’clock, I guess.”

      His brow furrowed deeper. “Where did she go?”

      “You don’t know? She didn’t talk to you about this at all?”

      “No. She came over last night. Stayed about an hour then said she had to go home to be with you. Last I heard from her was a text she sent me late last night . . .” Which he got not that long after Jessa said she’d left.

      He thought back over the content of that text. Now, in light of his girlfriend’s cell being disconnected and the fact she’d left town in the middle of the night, he had to reconsider those words.

      It wasn’t her saying she loved him. It was Sara saying goodbye.

      “Jessa, where did she go?” He fought the sick feeling as he repeated the question he’d never gotten an answer to.

      “She went back home.”

      Home.

      “Alabama?” he asked, though he really didn’t have to.

      “Yes.”

      Where her ex-husband lived . . .

      “Maybe she just went to get the rest of her stuff. When is she coming back?” he asked.

      “Um . . .” Jessa’s pause said more than her words had.

      The pieces started to fall into place. Christ. How had he been so blind?

      “She’s not coming back is she?” He let out a laugh, because if he didn’t there was a good chance he’d start to cry.

      “I don’t think so.”

      Funny, Will could read people easily, except for the one woman he’d been with for years. Apparently when it came to Sara he had a big fucking blind spot. He’d had no idea that when he kissed her goodbye at the door last night, it would be the last time.

      “All right. Thanks, Jess.”

      “Will?”

      “Yeah?”

      He needed to get off the damn phone before he actually did break down right there in the middle of the hallway on base in front of all the SEALs he had to work with on a daily basis.

      “Are you gonna be okay?” Her kindness—or more accurately her pity—wasn’t helping the tenuous state of his emotions.

      “Yeah. Just fine. Thanks again.” He lowered the cell and disconnected the call before she could say anything else.

      In shock, he stood, unable to move. Too bad he was still able to feel. And think.

      His mind swirled, analyzing the facts. The clues he’d missed. The last moments they’d spent together. The last words they spoke. The last time they’d made love, barely hours before she’d left town . . . and him.

      What the ever loving fuck?

      “Hey, Wonka!”

      He ran a shaky hand over his face as the tears really did threaten to fill his eyes, before he turned and saw his teammate Tompkins.

      “Yeah?”

      “They need you in the meeting room.”

      “On my way.”

      Jesus Christ, now he needed to go present his program, as well as his plan, to the head of the special task force in charge of terrorist internet recruiting. And since he’d been working on the project on the military’s dime for months, he’d better do a good fucking job at proving he hadn’t wasted everyone’s time and money.

      Great. Nothing like a little pressure . . .

      Fucking Sara. She could break his heart, but he’d be damned if she ruined his military career. The anger had his jaw tensing.

      The hurt and the pain were still there, but the rage made it bearable. He grabbed on to it with both hands. Embraced it. Loved it.

      Will had a feeling this anger was going to be his best friend, his constant companion, for a good long time to come. But now, he had work to do.

      Bring it on.
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      Back teeth clenched, Jessa clutched the cell phone in her hand and fumed. There was one way to get this anger out and she knew exactly what that was.

      Scrolling through her contact list she found her sister’s name and punched the screen with one finger. Exactly as Will had said had happened when he’d tried, the automated out of service message greeted Jessa, rather than her sister’s voice.

      Lips pressed tightly together, she scrolled to the only other number she had to try, the house in Alabama. The one Sara had sworn she’d never go back to as she made a new life for herself in Virginia for the past four and a half years.

      The house she’d driven to last night.

      Usually people who changed their minds about a decision didn’t take almost five years to do it, but Sara always had been over the top.

      She was only a year younger than Jessa but sometimes she acted like a child. This was definitely one of those times.

      Jessa shook her head. Her sister had really done it this time.

      She’d thought she couldn’t be more shocked than when Sara had told her she was going back to Jerry but this had done it. Sara had gone and hadn’t even told her boyfriend she was going.

      Poor Will. Blindsided after they’d been dating for four years. How could Sara have done that to him? Left without even a goodbye?

      She and her sister might look alike in coloring and stature, but they certainly were nothing alike in temperament. Jessa would never do what Sara had done. Not to anyone. Certainly not if she were lucky enough to have a man in her life like Will Weber.

      Jessa glanced at the time displayed on the computer screen as she listened to the phone ringing. It was mid-day. With any luck the supposed man of the house would be at work, if he happened to have a job at the moment, and Sara would be in the house alone.

      “Hello?” The male voice had Jessa’s nostrils flaring as she sucked in a breath through her nose.

      Jessa had no love for Jerry. She hadn’t since she’d gotten to really know him shortly after the wedding ten years ago. He was a duplicitous, fake, lying son of a bitch—and for some reason her sister couldn’t bring herself to cut ties with him. For some reason Jessa didn’t understand, Sara had fallen in love with him. And, apparently, still loved him now.

      When Sara had finally left him, Jessa had gladly taken her in, happily hoping she’d never have to hear this man’s voice again. Yet here she was, not only talking to him, but having to ask him for a favor.

      Acid rose in the back of her throat as she said, “It’s Jessa. Is Sara there?”

      “Jessa, hello. Long time no talk.” His tone sounded smug.

      “Yup.” Teeth grinding, she had no patience for him prolonging this conversation. She also noted he did not answer the question about Sara. “I’m going to assume Sara arrived safely since you don’t seem concerned.”

      “Oh yeah. She got here fine.”

      “Can I talk to her?” she asked, trying to keep most of the ire out of her voice since he was—for now—her only link to her sister.

      Sara had better get her cell situation straightened out and soon. Jessa had no intention of going through this every time she needed to contact her sister.

      “Uh, let me see if she’s around.”

      That house wasn’t that big. He knew if Sara was around. This was just a way for Jerry to keep the power, the control. Just like how he’d asked Sara to marry him and convinced her to drop out of her sophomore year of college.

      God, how Jessa hated him.

      Finally, there was a jostling and Sara said, “Hello.”

      “What’s wrong with your cell phone? And what the hell, Sara, you didn’t even tell Will you were going back to Alabama?” Now that Jessa had access to Sara, the words came fast and furious.

      There was a long enough hesitation that Jessa thought she might have lost the call. Finally, Sara said, “Um, I’m going to get a new cell number here. I, uh, didn’t want to have a Virginia area code now I’m back in Alabama.”

      Jessa frowned at that ridiculous reasoning. More likely, it was a way to insure Will wouldn’t have a way to contact her.

      “Listen,” Sara hissed, her voice barely audible she was speaking so softly. “I can’t really talk right now.”

      Jessa wasn’t going to let her sister off the hook that easily. “What went on with you and Will? Did you even break up with him?”

      “I’ll call you later. Okay?” Sara asked.

      No, it wasn’t okay at all. It was pretty obvious Sara couldn’t speak freely with Jerry in the house and that pissed off Jessa. Almost as much as Sara not answering her questions did.

      “I gotta go. Call you soon.” Sara disconnected the call before Jessa could get in another word.

      Shaking her head, she drew in a deep breath.

      Sara’s life in Virginia might not have been perfect, with her sleeping in Jessa’s spare room, but at least she could speak to whomever she wanted, whenever she wanted.

      Yeah, money was tight while Sara worked part time so she could take classes and finally get her degree, but that wouldn’t have lasted forever.

      Things weren’t easy here, but at least Sara had been free. Jessa could only guess that Sara had traded her freedom for the comfort of the old life she’d known and the financial security that came with it. She hoped Sara didn’t live to regret it.

      She looked around the apartment, much emptier without Sara’s stuff strewn all over.

      Somehow the cleanliness felt lonely. They might not always see eye-to-eye, but Jessa had gotten used to having her sister around. She was pissed at Sara’s decision, not to mention how Sara had handled leaving, but even so Jessa missed her and the noise and chaos that came with her.

      This new normal of quiet organization was going to take some getting used to.

      No roommate. No boyfriend. Maybe she needed to get a cat or a dog. Did her landlord even allow animals? She’d have to check her lease. But not right now.

      More pressing was the garbage that needed to be toted out to the bins. Sara had never bothered taking the garbage out, so it wasn’t as if Jessa would miss that part of her sister being there.

      Feeling bitchy and petty and ashamed of herself for being so, Jessa grabbed the trash bag from the can beneath the sink and tied it off in a knot.

      Out on the sidewalk, Jessa spotted her neighbor. The woman could talk her ear off for an hour about everything or nothing at all.

      Taking a quick left toward the garbage bins to try to put some distance between them, she heard, “Jessa!”

      She let out a sigh, pasted on a smile, and turned back to the older woman and her equally geriatric dog. “Hello, Mrs. Mancini.”

      “Did you hear?”

      Jessa drew in a breath and braced herself for the gossip. “No. Hear what?”

      “The Zabielskis were robbed.”

      “Wow.” For once, Jessa’s nosy neighbor had delivered news worth hearing.

      Although Jessa would have been much happier if Mrs. Mancini’s revelation had been the usual run of the mill gossip because this news was frightening. “When? What happened? Are they all right?”

      The woman visibly perked up at Jessa’s interest in her information. “They went away for a few days and when they got home this morning, they found the front door standing open—kicked in—and all their valuables were gone. They think it had to have happened sometime last night or surely someone would have noticed the door wide open like that before this morning. I know I would have while I was out walking Skippy.”

      The dog, eager to get going, tugged on the leash the older woman held.

      Jessa barely noticed the small graying fur ball as she blew out a breath, shocked. “Wow. That’s horrible. Thank goodness they weren’t home at least.”

      Her earlier concern about being lonely now that Sara was gone was replaced with a new concern—a very real fear of being alone in the apartment.

      Mrs. Mancini continued babbling about the details of the break-in.

      After Jessa determined there was no new or useful information coming out of her verbose neighbor, her mind spun with concerns, plans and panic.

      How was she going to get any sleep while braced for the sound of the door being kicked in?

      Hopefully the thieves watched for their targets to be out and only robbed empty apartments.

      That still wasn’t comforting. She was out of the house all day at work. Now that Sara had moved out, Jessa would be coming back to a dark empty apartment every night.

      More antsy than Skippy the dog, currently tugging on the leash held by his inattentive owner, Jessa bordered on rude as she interrupted her neighbor, rushing to get a word in between Mrs. Mancini’s. “I’m sorry but I’ve got to dump this in the bin and get back in to . . . uh, do something. Talk to you later.”

      Jessa started backing away even as Mrs. Mancini continued, “Oh, okay. I just wanted you to know about the robbery. We single women need to be careful. Make sure you lock your doors.”

      “I will. Thank you.” With that as her final comment, whether her neighbor thought the conversation was complete or not, Jessa turned and almost jogged to the trash bins. She dumped her bag inside, secured the lid and then turned for the path to her place.

      On the way back inside, Jessa eyed her door critically. It was solid, but obviously not solid enough to withstand being kicked in. That was apparent since all these apartments were constructed the same and the Zabielskis door hadn’t protected them from being robbed.

      She flipped the tiny lock built into the doorknob and scowled, again realizing how lax she’d been when it came to her security. The weight of that blame was all on her. Jessa should have done something about this situation long ago.

      Even if Sara was still living here with her, what good would it have done? They were two women without a weapon, or a dog or even pepper spray.

      And even when Sara had been here, she spent probably one night a week sleeping over at Will’s place leaving Jessa alone.

      At the thought of Will, Jessa again shook her head at how her sister could leave a hot Navy SEAL for Jerry.

      Will traveled the globe, saving the world from terrorism and who knew what other threats normal citizens didn’t even realize existed.

      Jerry had never left the state of Alabama. Had never flown on an airplane. He jumped from job to job with no concern for loyalty or long-term security.

      Will gave Sara the freedom she needed and wanted. Jerry tried to surreptitiously and overtly control every aspect of Sara’s life—and she let him.

      What the hell was wrong with Sara? Ugh! Some women didn’t know a good thing when they had it.

      A noise outside had Jessa jumping. She realized living alone was going to take getting used to even after she’d ramped up her security.

      A noise outside had Jessa freezing.

      Footsteps and voices moved past her door, close enough she could make out words, before fading to the distant sounds of car doors slamming and an engine starting.

      She let herself breathe again. It was probably just the neighbors going out. Even so, she was so on edge she was ready to jump out of her skin.

      Great. Now she was scared and paranoid.

      As Jessa moved to the door to make sure the lock was secured, she decided now was the time to find and check that lease. A dog might help both of her problems—her lack of security and her woeful lack of companionship.

      She cursed Sara one more time for leaving her here all alone in the two-bedroom apartment she’d only stayed in so there’d be room for Sara when she needed a place to stay.

      While she was at it, she cursed Sara for abandoning a great guy like Will, and for just being an idiot in general.

      Had two sisters ever been more different? Jessa didn’t think so.
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      “Hey, Wonka!”

      Ignoring the nickname he hated but that he’d gotten used to over the years, Will paused on his way to his truck. He turned to see Brody Cassidy heading toward him from across the parking lot. “What’s up?”

      “A bunch of us are fixin’ to head to the bar. You coming?”

      The only place Will was fixin’ to head to was his sofa, with a quick stop at his fridge for a beer. That had become his standard MO the past few weeks. Barring the team getting called out, he didn’t see that changing anytime soon.

      He shook his head. “Nah. I think I’ll just go home.”

      Eyes narrowing, Brody studied Will. “You haven’t come out in weeks. What’s going on? Everything okay with you?”

      “Yup. Fine.” Will nodded, lying smoothly as he’d been well trained to do.

      Brody broke into a grin. “Ah, I get it. You’ve got your girl waiting on you at home. A little Netflix and chill. That it?”

      That guess took Will by surprise, breaking his poker face. He feared the emotions he’d been ignoring, or at least hiding, showed through the crack in his carefully erected façade.

      If Brody was watching closely enough, he’d no doubt notice. The man was more observant than most. Hopefully, he’d be more concerned about getting to the bar than evaluating Will’s expression.

      No use lying about it though. His sudden lack of a girlfriend after all these years was going to come out eventually. Might as well get it over with.

      “Um, yeah, no. That’s not it. We uh, broke up actually.”

      Brody’s eyes widened. “Holy shit. Man, I’m sorry. You were with her forever.”

      “Just four years.” Just. He stifled the bitter laugh at that.

      “You need somebody to get drunk with and bitch to?” Brody asked.

      Any other time and any other breakup—one where he hadn’t been proven a fool—he would take Brody up on the offer. Not this time. “Nah, I’m good. Thanks, though.”

      “Anytime. You change your mind, you got my number.”

      “Yup. Thanks.” Will nodded.

      “A’ight.” Accepting that answer, Brody finally walked away.

      Alone and out from under his squadron mate’s scrutiny, Will drew in a breath and evaluated the damage talking about Sara to Brody had done.

      His gut twisted. His chest felt tight. But no more than what had become his new normal for the past month.

      All in all, he’d come through that confession fairly unscathed. He figured telling the first person was going to be the hardest. It would only get easier from here.

      Although presenting the news to his family was going to suck. His sisters never let anything go without analyzing it to death. And he really didn’t need the end of his relationship to be the topic of the day. That was one reason he’d been avoiding their phone calls.

      That couldn’t go on forever. He felt guilty every time he dodged one of his mother’s calls. And he was overdue for a visit home.

      He’d get on that—soon, but not now. Not yet.

      It had only been a month since Sara’s sudden disappearance. A month where he’d waited every day for a text or call saying she was back. Waited for some excuse for why she’d left—besides the obvious.

      Pitiful as he was, he’d even tried her cell number a couple of times to see if it was turned back on. Nothing.

      It had become increasingly apparent she’d really gone back to her ex-husband.

      Though he wasn’t an ex now, was he? Because in spite of Will giving Sara the eighteen-hundred dollars to retain the divorce lawyer over a year and a half ago, and even though she’d filed for divorce and officially he’d been served with the papers, her husband had never signed them. He’d outright refused to.

      They’d been living apart for more than four years and yet he was still holding on.

      Not just him, her too, obviously. With no children from the marriage, Sara could have let the judge intervene. Finalize the proceedings and determine how they split the property even without her husband’s signature on the papers. Yet she’d conveniently managed to delay or cancel every court date for one reason or another.

      A woman who truly wanted to be divorced didn’t take nearly five years to do it. She obviously hadn’t wanted to be. That was glaringly clear now, as well as the fact he’d been stupid and blind to not see it earlier.

      After years of separation and being only a signature away from a finalized divorce, she’d gone back. After telling Will she loved him. After warming his bed for years. She’d gone back and it fucking stung.

      No, that was too mild of a word. It brought to mind tiny bee stingers that made you say son of a bitch, put an ice cube on it and then go on with life.

      This pain was more like a grenade blast. A month later he still felt the shrapnel. In fact, a shard was jabbing him in the heart at that very moment.

      Hell, there’d been nights Will had done just what Brody had suggested and drowned his sorrows in a bottle. Only he’d done his imbibing alone, in the privacy of his own home where he didn’t have to talk about his stupidity or her betrayal.

      But he hadn’t drunk himself into oblivion in a good week or so. That was progress.

      Yup, he was handling it just fine now. Moving on. Just fine.

      Will climbed into his truck and saw the tiny deer antler ornament dangling from his rear view mirror. She’d hung that there last year. The matching one from the pair they’d brought together hung in her car.

      Fuck.

      He grabbed it and pulled until the string snapped. Staring down at the object, he pondered what to do with it. It shouldn’t be that hard of a decision. He should have no problem tossing it in the trash.

      So why couldn’t he?

      A man who’d really moved on wouldn’t still be keeping all of his ex-girlfriend’s things. In his truck. At his apartment.

      Ghosts of their relationship raised painful memories every time he stumbled upon one, making him feel like crap all over again.

      Time to get rid of it all.

      Tossing the ornament in the passenger seat, he started the engine, shifted into drive and peeled out of his space.

      Determined, he drove home probably faster than he should and strode into the apartment with a purpose. To get rid of her stuff and erase the memories.

      He opened the closet to grab a cardboard box and frowned, remembering on a recent semi-intoxicated, heartache-spurred cleaning binge he’d recycled them all.

      That figured. Usually he had so many boxes from ordering shit online, they’d fall out of the closet on top of him whenever he went to grab a jacket. Today, when he needed one most, he had none.

      That was fine. He’d just use a trash bag. That seemed more fitting anyway.

      Pissed at himself for getting rid of the boxes, which would have proven useful, but keeping her stuff, which definitely was not, he stomped to the kitchen and flung open the cabinet beneath the sink.

      He yanked a folded trash bag out of the box there and shook it hard to open it.

      Time to purge the pain.

      Carrying the bag to the bedroom, he started there, pulling open drawers. Her red Alabama football shirt was first to go. Even now, trying not to, he could envision her wearing it. Though just as painful as seeing her shirt was when his hand touched on his own favorite US Navy T-shirt as he pawed through the drawer. She used to like to sleep in that when she stayed over.

      Dammit. This clean out wasn’t going to be as clean as he’d hoped.

      Drawing in a breath, he decided to start with her stuff only for now. He’d decide later if he needed to get rid of his own stuff that reminded him of her.

      Slowly he moved through the apartment and filled the bag, room by room. Her pink toothbrush. Her purple razor. Her orange jacket. Her yellow-wrapped tampons. Her green bottle of shampoo. Her fuzzy blue socks. The multicolored panties he’d bought for her and had removed from her body more times than he could count.

      Her stuff spanned the spectrum of colors and, like a rainbow of daggers, encountering each one left a fresh slice on his heart. It all went into the bag. He certainly didn’t need or want the memories that came along with it.

      The open bottle of wine that only she drank got tossed in the kitchen garbage along with her blueberry Greek yogurt, now well passed its best by date.

      Then there was her coffee mug, the one he’d bought for her that said, There’s Wine in Here. He didn’t need any reminders that Sara’s two favorite drinks were coffee and wine. That went in the bag of things he was casting from his life.

      He paused at the sight of the leather-trimmed laptop bag she’d given him last Christmas. Dammit, he liked that bag and his old one was a wreck. He was keeping it. He deserved something out of the shambles of the relationship he’d dedicated nearly half a decade to.

      But the memory-laden pen and pad of paper inside his laptop bag, the ones she’d brought home from their room at the Navy Inn where they’d stayed when they’d taken a trip to NAS Pensacola together, those went in the trash bag.

      And there were the photos. So many photos. The digital ones saved on his computer and in his cloud storage. The physical ones, though few, secured under magnets on the fridge and in frames scattered around the apartment. Tossing those into the bag hurt more than the rest.

      The digital ones he actually took the time to transfer onto a thumb drive, which he tossed into the bag as well.

      He nearly succumbed to the urge to keep copies for himself, locked away on a drive somewhere in case there ever came a time he could look back on them and smile.

      Finally he dragged the whole folder of pictures into the trash on the computer, then emptied the trash.

      Yeah, in the back of his mind he knew he could recover those files. Computers were his life and his work. But at least he’d taken the first step to get rid of them.

      This was good. He was making headway and his heart felt lighter as the bag grew heavier until eventually there wasn’t anything immediately visible left to get rid of.

      He was sure that when he least expected it something else would pop up, but for now he was fairly confident almost all of the landmines had been discovered and removed.

      Now, what the hell to do with it all?

      He’d be damned before he took the time to box it all up, find the address and mail it to her. Although it would be amusing to imagine what her husband thought of the box of memories she’d created with another man arriving at his door.

      Will stood for a second, trash bag dangling heavy from one hand. He was close to tossing it all in the dumpster when his gaze landed on his cell phone.

      He strode to the table where he’d left it when the great purge had begun.

      Jessa’s cell number was still in his recent calls. He hit it and pressed the phone to his ear. When she answered, he said, “Are you home?”
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      Jessa didn’t know why she whipped through the apartment like a fiend, cleaning, straightening, and then fixing herself up.

      Will said he was only stopping by to drop off some of Sara’s things. It wasn’t like this was a date or anything. That would be crazy. He was her sister’s ex.

      Even so, she was just swiping on some lipstick—and telling her reflection in the bathroom mirror that she was crazy for doing so—when the doorbell rang.

      Damn he was fast. Or maybe it was just that she had been trying to get too much accomplished in too short of a time.

      She reminded herself—again—that he was just dropping off some stuff, nothing more, and moved to the door.

      As she tugged on the knob and the door swung wide, Jessa got her first look at Will since the breakup.

      She wrote off the thundering of her heart to her recent frenzied bout of activity. It certainly wasn’t because Will looked so damn good standing in her doorway in his tight gray T-shirt and jeans.

      “Uh, hey.” She ran her hand through her hair and tried to ignore her voice sounded breathless. Maybe he hadn’t noticed.

      “Hey.” The expression of determination on his face and the big black trash bag hanging heavily from his hand told her he had other things on his mind besides the state of Jessa’s hair.

      “Um, come in.” She backed up.

      “Thanks.” Will took a step forward and glanced around the apartment. “I, uh, thought maybe you could give this stuff to your sister when you see her again.”

      It was doubtful she’d be seeing Sara anytime soon. Sara didn’t even visit their parents during the years she’d been with Jerry. Jessa didn’t think he’d be enthusiastic for Sara to visit her anytime soon. Just trying to get Sara on the phone was a challenge.

      She kept that information to herself and reached for the bag that would likely sit in her closet for the next year or so. “Sure.”

      He nodded. “Thank you.”

      “No problem at all.” Jessa eyed him more closely. “How are you doing?”

      “Fine. Good. Thanks.”

      She didn’t believe that but she didn’t know him well enough to call him a liar or push him for the truth.

      Instead she asked, “You want a beer?”

      His eyes widened. “You have beer?”

      “Yeah.” She laughed. “Why do you look so shocked?”

      “Your sister only drank wine.”

      “Yeah, I know.” Jessa walked to the fridge and pulled out two long neck bottles. “There’s still a half a bottle she left here.”

      He snorted out a laugh. “I had one of those at my place too. It’s in the garbage now.”

      “That’s where this one is going to end up. I’ll never drink it. It’s probably too old now anyway.”

      He hadn’t given her an answer about wanting a beer or not, but she popped the top off one bottle and held it out toward him anyway. He took it and read the label with a smirk. “Girly beer.”

      “Hey, at least it’s beer. I can offer you questionable wine instead if you’d prefer.” She cocked up one brow.

      “Nah. This is good. Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome . . . in spite of your judgment and criticism of my favorite beer.” She screwed up her mouth, which only made Will laugh.

      It was a good sound. Popping open the top of her own apparently less than masculine beer of choice, she smiled. She wouldn’t mind hearing Will’s laugh a whole lot more.

      He took a big gulp and lowered the bottle to the counter. “Hmm. Not bad.”

      “See. I’ve expanded your palate.”

      “Yeah, I guess it could use some expanding.” He ran his fingers through his wavy blond hair before raising sky blue eyes to meet her gaze. “So, you hear from her a lot?”

      Surprised he’d asked, Jessa answered, “Not much. A couple of times. Quick conversations. I know she made it there safely and she was still there as of about two weeks ago, which is the last time I called her. That’s the last I heard.”

      Will nodded but didn’t comment and an uncomfortable silence settled between them.

      She raised the bottle to her lips and took a swallow for lack of anything else to do while Will glanced at the new deadbolt, still in the box on the counter next to the fridge.

      He tipped his chin toward it. “What’s with that?”

      “Oh, that’s me procrastinating because I don’t know what the hell I’m doing and I don’t own any tools. I bought it right after Sara—” Hating that all conversations seemed to lead to her sister, she cut off the thought. “Anyway, I thought I’d feel more comfortable living alone if I had a better lock on the door.”

      “I’ll install it for you.” He picked up the box to take a closer look. “I’ve got the tools in the truck.”

      “You don’t have to.”

      “Don’t be silly. It’s no trouble and you’re right, you do need better locks. A woman living alone—you probably should look into getting a security system too. That wouldn’t hurt. But for now, let me get this put in for you.” He pushed off the counter he’d been leaning against.

      “No, Will, really, I don’t want you to go to any trouble.” She took a step closer and laid her hand on his forearm. The feel of the muscles, strong and hard beneath his skin, had her swallowing.

      When Will dropped his gaze to where her hand touched him, Jessa pulled her hand back.

      “Jessa, I’m doing it so you might as well stop arguing and just let me.” He took a step toward the door but
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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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