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Chapter 1
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“Cassidy, can you make sure that no one gets out of here without making their copays?”  Dr. Foles yelled from the back office. “I am counting on you.”

“God I am so sick of this dick,” she responded, under her breath.

“Sure. Yes Sir,” she called back.

Cassidy thought to herself many times: If he just would have been direct and said “Cassidy, I am blaming you for not getting every last dime from these poor people. The reason I am blaming you is because I am too much of a wimp to take charge of my situation.”

She knew she wasn't getting paid enough for everything she was expected to do. She was only twenty but she didn't just work in Dr. Foles' Neighborhood Clinic, she WAS the clinic.  The worst was beating down poor sick people for money. Money she knew they didn't have. But when it didn't all get collected, it came back on her.

She was stuck. Finding a new job took time. Time she didn't have. She was going to school full-time at nights and on weekends, and working full-time caring for her dad. She wanted badly to go to nursing school. So staying at the clinic made sense. She didn't want to bolt a job in the profession too.

So she hung around and took the constant abuse.

“Doctor, can we have a minute?”  

He had his glasses perched on the end of his nose, hunched over his desk. His five chins of fat were scrunched together like he didn't have a neck. Like usual, he never looked up.

The only time Cassidy could remember him looking at her was when he was trying to act like a nice guy around patients or people he knew. Otherwise his attitude was clear. She was the help. He paid her. And that was enough.

“Go ahead,” he responded impatiently.

“Well, I've been here for two years.”

“Slightly less than 23 months actually,” he said, cutting her off. “Look, Cassidy I don't have the extra money for a raise. I am sorry. Do a better job with collections and we'll talk.”

“Sir, that's not fair.”

“Well you can find another job then,” he shot back, finally looking up at her. He sat  up in his over sized swivel chair. “Serving the poor is not a great way to make money. Working for someone serving the poor isn't going to make you rich either clearly. Every weekend I get the humbled by my friends with their big private practices. But I know I am the better doctor. Just like the experiences you are getting here. It's worth it but you can't be in it for the money”

Cassidy got so mad listening to what she considered to be self-serving BS, she fought back tears.

There was some truth to what he was saying, but he lived a great lifestyle. She was barely making it. The guy was a cheapskate.

“Why don't you do this?” he got up from the desk and walked to Cassidy while leaned defeated against the thresh hold to the door. “Bring me some business. Use your, um, talent.”

If it couldn't get any worse, the guy wanted her to throw him even more business using her looks.

She stamped out of his office, than out the front office altogether.

If a person saw her and had never been to the office before, the reasonable conclusion was she was quitting. But her stomping out of there happened once a week.

Dr. Foles closed the door and went back to his charts. 

He knew she'd be back and with any luck she'd put that pretty face  and curvy form to work to drum up new clients.

He had the advantage because deep down he didn't give a damn if she quit.

So he turned the screws even tighter. As he headed out the door for lunch and cards at his country club, he left her a note telling her to “either get the collections up 75% by the end of the week or find another job.”

Things weren't getting any better on the job for Cassidy Moone. She was truly trapped in her life.


Chapter 2

Cassidy Moone may have been blessed with a super model face, but she lacked the size and shape. So she always felt inferior

The larger problem was she was far from blessed in her life's circumstances.

She lived at home, but her spare money went to helping support her only living parent. Her dad  was her best friend in the world. All her teenage years, he was the picture of strength and good health. He was an iron and construction worker. All day, he'd walk around skyscrapers being built like Spider Man. Then come home and play basketball with her in the driveway until dark.

One day, a coworker spilled some juice during lunch on a piece of iron, but didn't clean it up. Minutes later her dad fell three stories.

Since the fall he was in a wheelchair, unable to talk in normal sentences. The family was so strapped for cash, Cassidy couldn't afford a prom dress her senior year. She was too embarrassed to let anyone know.

She stayed home that night and watched movies with her dad and cried. She turned the lights down in the living room so her dad couldn't see.  

All those experiences made her determined to help people get better in their lives. Her friends all knew her to have the most caring heart. So going to nursing school was a natural fit. But it all cost money. Every month when she got done putting her funds into the bills at the house, there were barely two nickels  left to rub together.

If she went to nursing school, it was going to mean mountains of debt.  

“And all I wanted was a damn couple extra dollars an hour,” she said to herself as she battled traffic on 35 trying to get across Austin to pick up her brother. “What a dick.”

As if life wasn't busy enough, just being able to go home and do nothing for even an hour was usually impossible. She was the family's primary breadwinner, substitute mom, caretaker to a permanently crippled man, and she ran the office for a skin flint boss.

Her brother Kenneth was always a screw up. Not a trouble maker. Just a slacker. But when her dad got hurt, he suddenly became responsible. He joined the ROTC in high school.  Doing that  would eventually help him pay for college.

Cassidy was proud of him. She was even thinking the military might be a good option for her. But she couldn't leave Austin. Her dad would have been sent to a nursing home without her there. Being home was all he had.

In three years he hadn't gotten any better even though he worked on his therapy every waking hour.

Like many days, Cassidy would think about how tired she was but then think of how hard her dad was trying. Doing that ended her self pity. 

With Austin traffic she was late reaching the school. She wedged her Ford Focus into a partial spot next to a military green Hummer. It had the government plates on it.

When she reached the entrance to the lobby, she noticed her friend Tracy lingering outside the main door.

“Has it started yet?”

Tracy turned when she heard her voice.

“Ms. Moone,”

“Ms. Roberts.”

They laughed over the long-standing inside joke from junior high and then stole a quick hug.

“No, but I am glad you're here,” Tracy said. “The guy who is about to talk.”

She gestured with her head, like she was afraid to speak. 

He was more than thirty feet away, but cast a light that made him seem like he was the scorching hot sun inches from them.

In a bolt upright posture next to the Assistant Principal on the podium stood  Patrick Brisco, Navy SEAL and perfect, hot, powerful, tattooed, military hunk.

His body showed no signs of nervousness.

Cassidy felt her heart disappear as she immediately plotted how to hide her animal attraction for him from Tracy.

It was almost impossible, because he was sending her heart fluttering out of control inside her chest.


Chapter 3
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Tracy was a hoot. She was always the boy crazy one. 

She never had a guy for more than a few weeks in her entire life. But it didn't seem to bother her. There was the excitement of the first meeting, the fun of a few dates, some wild nights, then maybe meet his family (or maybe not). That was it.

She was a fun loving brunette who baked her skin into a near purple and always dressed in the latest fashions. She knew early on it was her fun, and that getting the attention of men was secondary.

Cassidy was more reserved and choosy.  But she was into Sergeant Brisco. When she felt that way about a man, it was rare. 

She was shy and never made the first move with boys. Maybe it came from being petite? A part of her feared the size and aggressiveness of men just as much as she loved being picked up and forced around by them.

She was no prude. There were boyfriends. Not many, but enough for her to know what sex was. But it was never with a mature man. They were boys and she was just a girl. They enjoyed it, but it always left her feeling like it was less than it should have been.

So when she got a look at those muscled, tattooed arms popping out of the green t-shirt of that intense SEAL, she felt like she was feeling real love for the first time. 

But it moved too fast and doubt creeped in as Tracy led her to seats in the front row. When they sat, she got a closer look as Brisco began to speak. 

His every word was perfectly measured and pronounced. Cassidy crossed her legs and soaked in the view. His face was rugged and had quality of having lived rough and hard. She day dreamed briefly about a dangerous mission where he climbed ropes and broke down doors with a kick, then beat up two guys at once with his bare hands.

To a girl barely over five foot two such as Cassidy, he looked like something that was created by computer animation. A solid, fearless warrior right out of central casting for
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