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Dedication


Dedicated to my grandmother who had a love for romance novels. I hope you have been wrapped in eternal love and sunshine since you left this world. Jaxson and Julia are for you.
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CHAPTER 1


A Glimpse Of Our Beginning

Julia

I knew something was wrong the moment he said to meet him at our special place. My heart hasn’t stopped twisting since I received his text a half hour ago. It’s not uncommon for us to meet like this but his message was abrupt, said we needed to talk.

Please, God, whatever he’s going to tell me, please don’t let it be bad.

Reaching the beach, I slip off my sandals and start across the cool sand to where I can see a fire being started in the distance. I lift my long, white maxi dress as I walk along the shore, wetting my feet. Each step brings me closer to the man I’m secretly in love with, my best friend Jaxson.

We met when I moved here to Sunset Bay, South Carolina, just a little over two years ago. My mother had just passed away from cancer and I came to live with my grams. It still amazes me how fast I fell in love with this town, and how quickly I made some of the best friends I’ll ever have.

A smile touches my lips as I recall the first time I laid eyes on Jaxson. My best friend, Kayla and I, had been sitting outside the ice cream shop, on a sweltering hot summer afternoon, when he came riding in on his motorcycle…

“Well, it looks like today is your lucky day, you’re finally going to get to see the famous Jaxson Reid.” Kayla’s voice fades away as I watch him park across the lot, becoming captivated by the mysterious bad boy I’ve heard so much about.

He’s dressed in loose, dark, faded jeans that have a few holes in them, and a snug black T-shirt that molds to his lean, muscular frame in all the right places. My eyes draw to the erotic display of tribal tattoos that are woven up his arms, getting cut off by the sleeves of his T-shirt. He takes his helmet off, and all the air sucks out of my lungs, my entire world tilting on its axis. Thick, dark lashes frame magnificent ice-blue eyes, his olive-colored complexion complemented by shaggy, dark brown hair. It’s the kind of hair that makes my fingers itch to run through it, just to see if it feels as soft as it looks. His strong jaw is graced with a sexy five o’clock shadow.

I’d heard a lot about Jaxson since moving here, all the girls spoke about him as if he was some sort of god, and now I know why.

He unleashes a sexy smirk on me, and I soon realize that I’ve been busted openly ogling him. Heat invades my cheeks as I look away, only to receive the same knowing smile from Kayla.

“I know, right? If sex could walk, he would be it. Don’t feel bad; you’re not the only one who drools around him. Most do, well, except for me. As sexy as he is, I have the major hots for his friend Cooper. I have big plans for that boy, just you wait.”

She goes on to tell me that Jaxson is two years older than my sixteen and that he just graduated before the summer. I’m disappointed to learn that I won’t see him around school.

“He did live with Cooper’s family for a while, but now they have an apartment of their own,” she explains.

“What about his parents?”

“His mom left when he was a kid, his dad a few years ago. I don’t know where; he was a real asshole—the town drunk.”

That information explained a lot later on. Little had I realized at the time, but Kayla really did have a plan laid out for her and Cooper. A year later, and they’re still dating.

Unfortunately, I didn’t get to meet Jaxson that day, he was there meeting Melissa Carmichael. My blood heats just thinking her name. She’s always been such a bitch to me, especially after I became close with Jaxson. I hate to even think about what they did together after they left the ice cream shop that day. Although, that’s been the story of my life for the last two years– watching Jaxson with random girls. He’s not the relationship type, or so he says. I have a sneaking suspicion his mom leaving has something to do with that.

The night I finally did get to meet him, well… it was the scariest night of my life.

It was two weeks after seeing him at the ice cream shop. I had snuck out of my bedroom window after Grams went to sleep and walked to the cemetery to visit my mom. I had sat at her grave and talked to her. It was something I always found comforting and still do. I told her how scared I was to be starting a new school, worried people weren’t going to like me, and more than anything, I told her how much I missed her. My mother was my best friend. The pain I felt when she passed hadn’t faded, and I’d wondered if it ever would. I don’t remember how long I’d been crying for before I heard some rustling and laughter…

I turn around to find two guys stumbling up behind me. They’re big, their builds reminding me of linebackers. By looking at them, I guess they’re a couple of years older than me. They smile as they approach; smiles that have terror skittering down my spine. I stand up quickly, my shaky legs barely able to hold me up.

“Well aren’t you pretty. Isn’t she, Jace?”

Suddenly feeling exposed in my yoga tank and shorts, I fold my cardigan over my breasts that they are openly staring at; the action only seems to amuse them.

“Yeah, she’s really pretty, I’m glad we happened upon her.”

Ignoring them, I start forward, but the one referred to as Jace steps out in front of me, blocking my escape. I attempt to calm my wild heartbeat while figuring out how to get out of this mess I’ve found myself in. I know I won’t be able to outrun them, but my hope is to at least make it to the street and pray someone hears me scream for help.

Unfortunately, it’s exactly what they anticipate. I don’t make it far before one grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks me back against him. His hand clamps over my mouth with brutal force, muffling my screams.

“You stupid bitch. Shut the fuck up!”

With every bit of strength I possess, I fight against him, kicking and shifting, trying to break the hold he has on me, but none of it makes a difference; he’s too strong.

He drags me back to my mom’s grave while his friend Jace watches, his hand stroking over the front of his jeans.

My eyes close in disgust as bile inches up my throat.

“Come on, fucking help me, man! This bitch is squirmy.”

Jace snaps to attention and grabs my kicking legs to help carry me. They drop me on my mother’s grave, the hard impact knocking the breath from my lungs. The one behind me pins my struggling arms above my head while Jace sits on my legs, restraining them. His hand wraps around my throat as he leans in close, a malicious smile curling his lips. “I’m going to fuck you right here on your mother’s grave, you little bitch.”

It’s now, I realize they must have been watching me for some time to know this is my mother’s grave. For the first time since they showed up I feel something other than fear. Anger swells inside of me, bubbling over, and I spit in his face.

It’s my first mistake.

Fury washes over his expression, his fingers tightening on my throat. “You’re a brave little whore.” He rears back and slaps me, the impact is so hard that blood pools in my mouth and black spots dance before my eyes. “After I’m done fucking you, my buddy is going to get a turn, then we’re going to beat some manners into you.”

He tears at my tank top, ripping the strap from my shoulder.

“No! Please don’t do this,” I beg, but quiet quickly when I realize my pleas only excite him further.

As his hand moves to his belt, I close my eyes and begin to pray. It’s the first time I’ve prayed since my mom died. I am praying so hard that I don’t realize my legs are suddenly free. Soon though, I clue in to the sound of shouting and painful grunts.

My eyes spring open and I see Jace on the ground with another guy on top of him, beating the ever-livin’ crap out of him.

The guy holding my arms eventually releases me to help his friend.

“Watch out!” I scream, warning the mystery guy.

He turns around just in time to land a solid right hook, causing my attacker to hit the ground unconscious.

This guy packs a serious punch.

As he rises to his full height and turns toward me, I realize the dark avenging angel is none other than the town’s bad boy, Jaxson Reid.

Rage twists his expression as he starts toward me.

I cower against my mother’s headstone, fear gripping me for a second time. He’s so fierce, it frightens me.

When he senses my alarm, he slows his steps and approaches me with more caution, lifting his hands in the air. “I’m not going to hurt you. Everything is going to be okay. I’m calling the police now.”

After calling it in, he sits a short distance away and waits with me. Awkward silence fills the air around us. I want to thank him, but I can’t form words, my teeth are chattering like crazy, my body shaking.

He catches me off guard when he leans over and gently brushes his fingers across my bruised cheek. “Sorry I didn’t make it before this happened,” he says quietly.

His tenderness surprises me. I’ve been told Jaxson was dangerous, and someone you don’t want to screw with. After witnessing what he did to my two attackers, I can see why.

“Don’t be sorry. Thank you for coming when you did, because if you hadn’t, well… you know what was about to happen.”

The horrific event comes rushing back with a vengeance. I wrap my arms around my legs, hugging my knees to my chest and begin sobbing.

He moves a little closer to me and awkwardly pats my shoulder. “Everything is fine now.”

I can tell he’s uncomfortable trying to console me and doesn’t know what to say.

“Listen, I know now is not the time to be a dick, but what the hell were you thinking coming to a graveyard this late at night by yourself?”

His disapproving tone has my back going up. “I was visiting my mother. I didn’t think coming here would almost get me raped,” I snap, then feel bad, especially after everything he’s done for me. “I’m sorry, you’re right, it was stupid. I won’t be doing it again, at least not in the middle of the night.”

“I don’t recognize those assholes. I’m assuming they were driving through, maybe back to Charleston.” He shrugs. “Either way, probably a good idea if you come during daylight.”

“I will,” I say quietly.

He extends his battered hand to me. “I’m Jaxson Reid.”

I put my shaking one in his. “Julia. Julia Sinclair.”

Pulling myself back to the present, I try to shake the memory. What had started out to be one of the most awful nights of my life turned into one of the best. Because the sexy, dark, and mysterious bad boy I was warned to steer clear of became my best friend. Since that night, Jaxson has taken care of me– protected me. He brought me back from the brink of pain and heartbreak after losing my mother. He reminded me what it was like to be happy again.

People have a misperception about him, mainly due to the reputation of his father. Grams once told me his father was a terrible man and Jaxson was better off without him. That’s all she had said but I didn’t need her to elaborate, because I can tell just how deeply his father had hurt him. At times when his guard slips for a brief moment, I can see flashes of it, and he doesn’t realize anyone is looking. I know any physical scars he bears are nothing compared to the ones left on his heart.

Don’t get me wrong, Jaxson has earned some of his reputation. He can be arrogant, aggressive, and angry. He’s guarded and damaged yet he’s also beautiful, strong, and honorable. Our friendship surprises a lot of people because, other than Cooper, he has never befriended anyone else, and he definitely doesn’t have any friends that are girls. But Jaxson and I formed a bond, one so strong, it is unbreakable. I unconditionally and irrevocably love every damaged part of him. And for the boy who doesn’t believe in love, he will always and forever have mine.

My steps slow as I come up to him sitting by the fire; he stares into the bright flames, lost in thought. I watch him for a moment, his troubled expression glowing from the firelight.

When he hears my approach, his eyes lift to mine and his expression softens; he looks almost relieved to see me. Sometimes when he looks at me the way he is now, I think maybe he does love me the way I love him. But whenever I let the silly thought in, I shove it away and remember whom I’m talking about.

Flashing me a sexy smirk, he stands and walks over, pulling me into his arms. “Hey, Jules.” He greets me with a familiar kiss to my forehead.

For whatever reason, he has kissed my forehead from the moment we became friends. It’s something that he’s reserved just for me, and I savor the intimate contact with him.

“Hey, Jax.” I hug him back tightly, breathing in his comforting scent.

He breaks the connection much too soon, his hand grasping mine as he leads me to sit next to the fire. We rest back against the log behind us; both of my arms wrapping around one of his as I lean into him, seeking his warmth.

The tense silence filling the air has lead settling in my stomach and my earlier fear comes rushing back swiftly. “You’re going to tell me something bad, aren’t you?”

His somber expression says it all. “It’ll be all right. It’s not that bad.” He pauses, expelling a heavy breath. “I’m leaving town. I’ve decided to enlist in the Navy. I want to be a SEAL.”

My heart plummets, a million questions plaguing me at once. “Okay, and what does that mean exactly? Where would you go? Don’t you have to qualify first, before you can even be accepted?”

“I already have been,” he admits quietly. “I had to do some written exams and evaluations, but I passed. I’m going to their training facility in Coronado, California.”

“What? Just how long have you thought about this?”

He clears his throat. “I started the process about six months ago.”

“Six months?” I shriek, rearing back. “How could you keep this from me?” Betrayal thickens my throat, a sharp pain infiltrating my chest.

He blows out a breath, his eyes turning to me, pleading with me to understand. “I’m sorry, Jules. I didn’t want to upset you if I wasn’t going to make it,” he apologizes, his words heavy with regret. “Please understand. I need to do this. I need to get out of this fucking town; I don’t belong here. The only thing that kept me here as long as it has is you.”

“How can you say that? This is your home, Jaxson. You grew up here.”

“That’s exactly my point. Everyone knows my shit. They know what I come from. Don’t tell me you don’t see how many people look down on me, especially when we’re together. Everyone wonders why sweet little Margaret Sinclair’s granddaughter is friends with a fuck-up like me.”

I shake my head. “No you’re wrong and even if you aren’t, who cares what they think? Don’t leave because you think you need to prove yourself.”

“This has nothing to do with them. I don’t give a shit what they think of me; I’m doing this for myself. I think I’ve found something that I’m going to be really good at. I did so well on the evaluation that the superior officers are excited to meet me.”

“You’re good at a lot of things. Can’t you choose something else? Something that isn’t so dangerous? How about being a mechanic? Or owning your own motorcycle shop? You would be really good at that, and that would be fun,” I say, trying to sound upbeat.

Unfortunately, he doesn’t take the bait. His eyes are lit with amusement as he stares down at me.

“It was worth a try,” I grumble.

Chuckling, he slings his arm around my shoulders but sobers quickly, his blue irises holding mine. “I have a chance to do something good with my life. Tell me you understand.”

“I’m trying, it’s just hard. I don’t want to lose you.” My voice cracks as I struggle to hold onto my composure.

He rests his forehead against mine, his jaw flexing as he holds in his own emotions. “You won’t lose me, Jules, we’ll still see each other. Obviously not as much as we do now, but we’ll figure something out.”

“When do you leave?” I ask.

He straightens nervously, sending another dose of panic through me.

“Jaxson?”

“Saturday morning. I take the ferry to Bradsford then fly out from there.”

“This Saturday? As in three days from now?” I screech.

“I’m sorry. I just found out yesterday. They don’t give you much time.”

I shake my head, having a hard time grasping that any of this is happening right now. How am I supposed to go every day without seeing him?

His hand caresses my cheek, the touch pulling me from my torment. “Are we okay?” he asks.

We are okay, I am not. But I don’t tell him that. Instead, I cover his hand with mine, and nod because my throat is too tight to speak.

“Listen, I have a lot to get done before I leave, but how about we go out on Friday? We’ll grab supper then come hang out here for the night.”

“Sure, that sounds good,” I agree, wanting any time I can get. “Anyway, I better head home. I’m later than what I told Grams I would be, and I don’t want her to worry.”

And I really don’t want to completely lose it in front of you.

“All right, come on, I’ll walk you to your car.”

I falter, knowing he’s not going to like what he’s about to hear. “Um, I didn’t drive here, I walked.”

His eyes narrow in disapproval. “Damn it, Julia. You know better.”

“Relax. It’s a beautiful night and I want the fresh air.”

“You know the rules. No walking at night by yourself.” Letting out a frustrated breath, he drives a hand through his hair. “Come on, I’ll take you home.”

“I don’t have my helmet and I’m wearing a dress,” I argue, but know it’s pointless.

“I don’t care. Either I drive you back or I follow you home, it’s up to you.”

My eyes roll at his bossy attitude but I relent and follow him to his bike.

He puts his black helmet on over my head, making sure the strap is tight then straddles the seat. When I don’t follow suit, he tosses me an impatient look.

Geez, he can be grumpy.

I hike my dress up just enough to climb on behind him, my arms wrapping around his waist. My irritation quickly vanishes, peace invading my soul. One of my favorite things to do is ride with Jaxson. I love getting to be so close to him.

The bike roars to life, a second before it kicks forward, starting our short journey home.

I turn my face to the side, resting my cheek against his hard back and try really hard not to think about the fact that he’s leaving me in just three days.

Three days.

Does Kayla know? I’m sure Coop does, but I would like to think that if Kayla knew she would have told me.

I don’t get much time to think about it before we arrive at my house. Once Jaxson comes to a stop, I climb off the back, missing his warmth. I hand him back his helmet without making eye contact and flick him a quick wave, needing to get out of here. My fragile composure is close to shattering.

However, I don’t get the opportunity, because as soon as I take that first step he grabs my wrist and yanks me against him, enveloping me in his arms. “It’s going to be okay, Jules,” he whispers into my hair. “I promise.”

The tears I’ve managed to hold at bay finally unleash. “I’m going to miss you so much,” I cry, burying my face into his neck.

“I’m going to miss you too, Jules.” He holds me close, his large hand rubbing comforting circles on my back. Once my tears subside, he curls a finger under my chin, lifting my face to his. “I’ll pick you up at six on Friday, okay?”

I offer him a small smile and nod. When he releases me, I walk into the house and decide that I can’t let him leave without telling him how much I love him. Even if the consequences could potentially be damaging.


CHAPTER 2


Jaxson

Once Julia’s safely inside, I start my bike back up and take off. I knew that would be hard, but that fucking sucked. I hate that she’s hurting because of me but I know I’m doing the right thing, not only for myself but her, too.

She thinks I don’t know about the shit she gets from people for being friends with me, but I do. If it’s not the rich assholes who think they’re too good for someone like me, then it’s the jealous bitches who hate the fact I’m close with Julia and not them. They don’t understand that she’s different; she always has been.

I’ll never forget the first time I laid eyes on her. I had heard about the new girl, all the guys spoke about how hot she was, and even placed bets on who was going to fuck her first. When I found out she was at the ice cream shop with Kayla one night, I changed my plans and had Melissa meet me there instead. I had to get a look at the girl everyone was talking about. When I rode in, I immediately spotted her and Kayla sitting outside at one of the tables. I parked across the lot then took my helmet off to get a good look at her. It was like a jolt of electricity shot through my body and straight to my dick.

Julia was not hot, she was fucking beautiful.

Her gaze held me captive; her eyes, an exotic blue-green color that hid behind long, dark lashes, shone of beauty and innocence. Right then I knew she was not for me, but I couldn’t stop myself from taking in the rest of her. She had long, brown hair that fell past her bare shoulders and laid against the best looking tits I’d ever seen. Her short yellow sundress enhanced her smooth, olive skin, and although there was nothing revealing about it, I still got a glimpse of her small, lithe body, one that I desperately wanted to feel wrapped around me.

She had stared back at me with appreciation, something that I was used to. Yet, she caused a strange sensation in my chest– one I’d never felt before, and I fucking hated it. I learned at a young age that feelings and emotions were dangerous; they only made you weak. So I gave myself a mental slap and acknowledged her appreciation with a cocky smirk. When Melissa climbed on the back of my bike I took off and fucked her all night, trying to get the new girl out of my head… It didn’t work.

Two weeks later, I walked out of Big Mike’s gym and heard a terrified scream echo from the graveyard across the street. A white-hot rage constricts my chest, just like it always does when I think about those fucking perverts on top of her, holding her down.

Little did I know, that night would change my life forever. The girl I had tried so hard to forget, the one I tried to stay away from, became my best friend. I knew she would be better off without me, but I couldn’t stop myself from getting to know her. She was different from anyone I’d ever met. I never thought someone so good and genuine existed until her. The more I saw of her, the more addicted I became. Every time I was around her, she would destroy some of the darkness that lurked inside of me. She made the bad shit in my life seem not so terrible. Then before I knew it, I had fallen for a girl from another world.

As badly as I wanted her, I tamped down my feelings and kept my dick in my pants, because I knew I’d never be good enough for her. Unfortunately, my father’s blood runs in me, and I refuse to taint her. She deserves everything good, everything I’m not.

Even though I didn’t ever plan to take her, I made sure no one else had her either. I know it was an asshole move, but the thought of her with someone else rips my fucking guts out. So without her knowledge, I laid claim. I warned every guy to stay away from her, and they all did because no one was brave enough to fuck with me.

As much as I’m going to miss her, it’s a good thing I’m leaving. My precious control is slipping and every day I’m finding it harder to be around her and not touch her the way I want to. The way I’ve dreamed about.

Relief surges through me when I pull up to the apartment I share with Cooper and don’t see Kayla’s car. Tonight, out of all nights, I don’t feel like hearing the bed pound against the wall from the two of them fucking each other senseless.

Letting myself into the apartment, I find Cooper sitting on the couch, drinking a beer and watching TV. He looks up at me with a stupid grin. “Hey, SEAL boy.”

My arms cross over my chest as I lean against the counter. “Not yet, but when I do pass, I’ll put your rookie ass to shame,” I fire back with a smirk.

He’s gotten so cocky since he finished the police academy over a year ago. Graduated top of the class, as he always reminds everyone. He wants to be sheriff one day and knows the opportunity will arise when the current one retires in the next few years. He’s the perfect guy for the job. He’s more than my best friend, he’s the best guy I know. If it weren’t for him and his parents, I’m not sure where I’d be.

“No Kayla?” I ask.

“Not tonight. I told her I would meet up with her tomorrow. Figured you might need a beer, or four. Something you better appreciate, because not only will I not be getting laid tonight, I will probably lose my balls when she finds out I knew about you leaving and never told her.”

I grunt. “Yeah, well, no need to keep it a secret anymore.” Grabbing a beer from the fridge, I drop in the chair on the other side of the room.

“So how did Jules take it?”

“Pretty much as I expected. She was hurt, and pissed when she found out how long I have been planning it. She’s still talking to me though.” I feel uncomfortable confessing this to him, but I continue. “I didn’t want to lose her over this.”

“Did you really think you would? This is Julia we’re talking about. That girl is as forgiving as they come.”

He’s right, she is, but I also know what it’s like to have the people who you’d least expect abandon you. But she isn’t one of them, and I should have known that.

“I need you to keep your promise to watch out for her and take care of her. I mean it, Coop, if something happens to her because I wasn’t here, I’ll never forgive myself.”

He leans forward, his expression hard. “Have I ever broken a promise to you? I told you I’ll watch out for her, and I will. Although, I can’t promise I’ll be able to control her dating life,” he adds with a smirk.

I tense, my eyes narrowing. “Who in the hell said anything about dating? She’ll be too busy with school to worry about that. Besides, why would I care? As long as he’s good to her, I don’t give a shit who she sees.” The lie flows easily from my lips.

He grunts, knowing I’m full of shit. “Yeah, right. You know Wyatt Jennings is going to move in on her as soon as your ass hits that ferry.”

My stomach sinks like a heavy anchor, dread snaking around my chest at the thought. Wyatt has wanted Julia since she first moved here. I warned him long ago not to go anywhere near her. It’s no secret the shit he’s done to half the chicks in this town, I’ve seen the bruises. The thought of him laying one finger on her makes me fucking violent.

“He’s already been warned to stay away from her. If he doesn’t, you better remind him.”

“I’m a local cop now, Jaxson. I hate the thought too, but I can’t just beat the shit out of the guy. I’ll do what I can to stop her though, and if he hurts her in any way, well, everything I just said to you goes out the window. I’ll take him out. You know I will. I’ll just need to do it more inconspicuously is all,” he says matter of factly.

I nod. “Thanks for doing this. It makes it a little easier for me to leave, knowing you got her back.”

“Jaxson, again this is Julia we’re talking about. You don’t need to thank me. She’s my girl’s best friend; I care about her, too. Don’t worry about this. I’ll take care of her. You’re doing the right thing, man. Go for it, and show those fuckers at BUD/S what you’re made of.”


CHAPTER 3


Julia

“I can’t believe I am going through with this,” I say to Kayla as I add the finishing touches to my hair while trying to calm the butterflies in my tummy.

“You can do this, Julia, don’t chicken out now.”

I’ve decided I’m going to tell Jaxson how I feel tonight and right now I am so thankful for Kayla’s support. She’s always known my feelings for him, and thinks I should have said something long ago, but I couldn’t. Even now, I am so scared this is going to ruin our friendship.

No, I won’t let that happen.

I know he probably doesn’t feel the same way, and it will hurt to hear, but I can’t let him go without telling him that I love him. I’ve thought long and hard about this. If something were to ever happen to him, I would always regret not telling him how I truly feel.

“If he tells you he doesn’t feel the same way, he’s lying,” Kayla says, coming up behind me in the mirror. Leave it to her to say exactly what she thinks. It’s something I’ve always admired about her.

“I’m not so sure about that, you know how Jaxson is, he doesn’t believe in love.”

“That’s his daddy issues talking, Jules. Believe me, I have seen the way he looks at you. If he denies it, he’s lying.”

Letting out a nervous breath, I shrug. “I guess I’m not expecting him to say it back. I’m doing this so I have no regrets.”

“Well, if he says he doesn’t feel the same way, you could always say ‘just kidding.’”

The suggestion has us both bursting into a fit of laughter.

Kayla sobers quickly, her laugh softening into a smile. “He’s lucky to have you, Jules, and believe me, when he sees you tonight he’s going to flip his shit. You look amazing.”

“Thanks, Kayla,” I reply softly, my throat feeling tight at her compliment. I decided on a short, faded denim skirt that shows off a little more leg than I’m used to. Soft pink lace edges the hemline which matches the tank top I borrowed from Kayla. I went against straightening my hair, letting my long, chestnut brown locks fall in loose waves past my shoulders. Kayla helped me with my makeup, making my aquamarine eyes really stand out with a smoky eye shadow. It made me think of my Mama. She always loved my eyes; said they reminded her of the Caribbean Sea.

Grams tells me all the time that I look like Mama, and although we do have some similarities, I don’t hold a candle to her. I have yet to see anyone as beautiful as my mother.

Thinking about this, reminds me of the night I fell irrevocably in love with Jaxson. It was almost a year after we had met. We were at our usual spot on the beach, where I would sneak out at night to meet him. We’d hang out and talk, oftentimes until sunrise…

We’re lying side by side, staring up at the stars, when out of the blue he asks if I’m happy living in Sunset Bay.

“Yeah, I am. I think it’s a great town. I just wish the circumstances of what brought me here were different,” I tell him, unable to hide the sadness in my voice.

“You’ve never mentioned your dad before. You can tell me to mind my own damn business, but I’m curious why you aren’t living with him.”

“Because I don’t know who my father is.” Before he is able to get the wrong idea about my mother, I rush to explain. “To make a long story short, my mother fell in love with my father in college and got pregnant. He didn’t feel the same way, and didn’t want a baby.” I shrug, but can’t deny the sting of abandonment I feel when thinking about him. “She said if I ever wanted to know anything about him I could ask, but, to be honest, I never thought too much about him. My mother was everything I needed. My pappi died before I was born and my mother never dated, so I never had any male figures growing up.”

I shift, feeling nervous for what I’m about to share. He lays quietly, allowing me the time I need.

“But there were a few times I wondered if I was missing out. Like when I was young, living in our old house. There was a girl close to my age who lived next door. She had this big tree in her front yard, and her dad hung a wooden swing from it for her. He would push her on it every night after supper; they would laugh, and she would beg him to go higher. Oftentimes I’d watch them out my window, and wonder what that felt like. But I wouldn’t let myself dwell on it because no one had a mom out there like I did.”

With a soft smile, I pull my gaze away from the stars to look at him and am surprised to find him staring at me, his intense blue eyes penetrating my soul.

Before I can ask what he’s thinking, he looks away, breaking the connection. “Well trust me when I say, sometimes it’s better not knowing who your father is.” There’s so much pain in those few words, and it’s now I realize that he harbors something much greater than anyone knows.

As badly as I want to know more, I don’t push. Family is territory that Cooper warned me to never step in and I’m happy that he has even divulged this much to me. Instead, I tentatively reach out to touch his hand, hoping to offer some comfort.

His fingers curl around mine, interlocking our hands. My heart dances in excitement, and butterflies flock in my tummy. It feels like the greatest victory I have ever achieved.

A few precious seconds pass before he changes the subject back to me. “What was your mom like?”

It’s the first time he has ever asked about her. Even though we have become close, I haven’t spoken much about her because it hurts too much. He knows she passed away from cancer, but that’s about it. I decide it’s time to share her with him.

“She was beautiful, Jax, and not just on the outside, but the inside, too,” I start, feeling the sting of tears in my eyes. “She was graceful and sweet, she never judged anyone. She was the kindest and most forgiving woman you would ever meet. Sometimes I think God took her because he needed her as one of his angels.” I realize how silly that probably sounds to him and shake my head. “I’m not making sense. I’m trying to describe how amazing she was, but no matter what I say, you will never fully understand how beautiful she was.”

When a tear slips free, he leans over and wipes it away with his thumb. “Actually, I know exactly what you’re saying, and I can picture it… because she sounds just like you.”

Once again my eyes find his, the startling blue irises captivating me. In that moment, something shifted in me, something monumental, and I soon realize it’s me giving Jaxson my entire heart.

I’m thrusted back to the present by Kayla ranting about Cooper. “I still can’t believe that fucker kept this from me. He said he knew I would have told you. Can you believe that?”

“Well, would you have?”

“Of course!” she says, without missing a beat.

Her loyalty brings a smile to my face. “Then why are you mad at him?”

“Because he is supposed to tell me everything anyway, that’s why,” she replies, as if the answer is obvious. “I told him he isn’t getting a piece of ass for at least a week. Although I may have to take that back, it’s only been two days and I might die if I don’t get him naked soon,” she admits, making me chuckle.

Kayla and Cooper are the all-American couple. Kayla with her long, blonde hair, big blue eyes and witty personality. Before Cooper joined the sheriff’s department he was the town’s football hero, and let’s just say that next to Jaxson, he is definitely the hottest guy I’ve ever laid eyes on. With his warm green eyes, brown hair and killer smile that girls fall all over themselves for, much to Kayla’s dismay. I smile when I think of all the seductive tricks she used to snatch him.

“Don’t be too hard on him, he was just being loyal to Jaxson. You would have done the same for me,” I say, taking pity on Cooper.

“Yeah, you’re right; I’m going to make him sweat it for a bit longer though,” she snickers.

Smiling, I shake my head at her.

“Are you ready for this?” she asks.

I take a deep breath, nerves dancing in my belly. “As ready as I’m ever going to be.”


CHAPTER 4


Jaxson

I arrive at Julia’s house just a few minutes before six and try to pull myself together. These past few days I’ve been in a shitty mood; leaving her is bothering me more than I thought it would. Even Coop has had enough of me.

Just as I lift my hand to knock, Julia’s grandma, Margaret Sinclair, opens the door. “Jaxson, I thought that was your bike I heard. Come here and give me a hug.”

I do so, awkwardly. I’m not used to affection, but she’s a really affectionate lady and likes to hug a lot.

“How are you doing, Miss Margaret?” I’ve never cared much about my manners, but Margaret has been good to me. She’s never treated me like I wasn’t good enough to be friends with Julia.

“How many times do I have to tell you to stop with the ‘Miss Margaret’ and call me Grams?” She scolds lightheartedly.

“Sorry,” I mumble.

“You’re forgiven, handsome. Now come on into the kitchen, Julia will be down in a minute, Kayla’s up there with her. They should be done soon.” I follow her into the kitchen and sit at the table where she places a plate of cookies in front of me. “Julia and I baked them this morning.”

I don’t hesitate taking one, the lady makes the best cookies.

Sitting down next to me, she cuts right to the chase. “So I heard you’re leaving us.”

I nod. “I’m heading off for training and hoping to make it into the Navy.”

She watches me silently, making me feel uncomfortable then silently gets up and walks into the living room. She grabs a big photo album, shifting through the pages, then pulls out a picture and brings it back to me. “Julia’s Pappi, my Ben, was in the Navy. He was a sailor, a darn good one, too.”

Sure enough, the black and white photograph is of a young man in a sailor suit who looks even younger than me. I turn the picture over and read: Benjamin Sinclair, 1952, 18 years old.

“He served ten years before he was honorably discharged. He could have stayed, but after I had Julia’s mother, Annabelle, I wanted him home safe with us. Who knew it would end up being a drunk driver that took him from us.”

I stare down at the picture, unsure of what to say. My eyes snap back up to her in surprise when she puts her hand on mine.

“You remind me a little of my Ben, Jaxson. You’re fierce, loyal, and strong. I think the Navy would be lucky to have you help serve this country.”

It was probably the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. “Thank you.”

“Now tell me, are you going to come back to my Julia?”

Jesus, speaking of Julia… Where the hell is she? What am I supposed to say to that when I don’t know the answer?

“I’m not sure what will happen, but I do expect to see Julia again. I care about her; she’s a good friend. I’ll miss her, but it will be good for her, too. I know it’s been tough at times for her to be friends with me.”

Next thing I know, she comes to stand in front of me. I stare up at her warily, wondering what in the hell she’s going to say now. This conversation is way too much for me.

She takes my face between both of her hands and gives me a kind smile. “You’re a good boy, Jaxson, never think any differently. Julia is lucky to have you; she’s much stronger than you give her credit for. She needs you in her life, though, you make sure you come home to her, you hear?”

I nod, but feel bad doing it because I’m not sure I will be able to keep that promise. Finally, I hear Kayla and Julia bound down the stairs.

“We’re in the kitchen, girls!” Margaret yells, patting my shoulder.

I push to my feet and stand, thankful the conversation is over, and suck in a sharp breath when Julia walks in.

Ho-ly shit!

All the blood from my head rushes south to my cock, and I immediately regret that I’m standing. Every time I see Julia I’m always struck with the reminder of how beautiful she is, but right now it’s more than that. I have never seen her look this way. She’s showing way more skin than I have ever seen, and now I don’t want anyone else to, either. The way her hair and makeup is fixed, she doesn’t look like beautiful, wholesome Julia. No, she looks like a sexy vixen.

“Oh, Julia, dear, you look beautiful.”

“Thanks, Grams.” Julia kisses her on the cheek then looks at me. “Hey, Jax.” She fidgets with the bottom of her skirt, and my eyes are drawn to her long, smooth legs. Legs that I want to feel wrapped around my waist while I drive myself into her.

Fuck me!

“Hi,” I croak out then clear my throat when I hear how gruff I sound. “Hey, Jules, you look nice.”

That’s a fucking understatement.

My attention pulls to Kayla next and I find her watching me with a sassy smirk.

“Hey,” she greets me with a small wave. “Well I’m outta here, folks. Have fun and call me later, Jules.” She gives Julia a hug and whispers something in her ear before looking back at me. “Good luck with the Navy thing, Jaxson. I’m sure you’ll do great.”

“Thanks, Kayla. Make sure to keep Coop in check. Don’t let him get too big of a head while I’m gone.”

Laughing, she bids us all one more wave then heads out the door.

“Are you ready?” I ask Julia.

She nods. “Is it all right if we take my car instead? I’m not really dressed for the bike.”

No shit.

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“Where are you two headed tonight?” Margaret asks.

Julia looks over at me, unsure.

“I thought we’d go get a pizza at Antonio’s. Then head to the beach later?”

“Sounds good to me.” She gives me a smile, one that always hits me like a blow to the chest.

When we start to the front door, Margaret grabs me again and wraps her thin, wrinkly arms around my waist. “You take care of yourself now, Jaxson, I have no doubt you’re going to do great. You remember what I said, okay?”

“Thanks, I will. You take care too…Grams.”

She smiles when I add that last part.

“I’m not sure what time I’ll be home. Don’t wait up for me, just in case I’m late,” Julia says, her cheeks turning pink as she avoids eye contact with me.

What’s up with her?

“Actually, dear, don’t wait up for me. My knitting club and I are partying it up tonight at Joyce Becker’s. She’s making monster margaritas.”

Julia snickers at her excitement. “Be careful, and call if you need a ride.”

“Oh you know me, I’ll be fine, and I have a ride home. You kids have a good night.”

Once we step outside, Julia turns to me with a smile and hands me the keys. “I imagine you want to drive,” she says, rolling her eyes playfully.

I never sit shotgun. I need the control in every aspect of my life.

My jeans tighten further at her sassiness. Before I can think better of it, I reach out and slip my finger in the waist band of her skirt and yank her against me.

She gasps at the feel of my hard cock against her stomach.

“You look really good tonight, Jules.”

“Thanks.” The response is breathless, her cheeks flushing with desire.

Leaning down, I press a hard kiss to her forehead then drag her to the car before I do something really dumb, like hike up that skirt of hers and fuck her right here on the front porch.


CHAPTER 5


Julia

By the time we pull up to Antonio’s Pizza Parlor, my senses are still reeling from what happened on my front porch, my skin burning from Jaxson’s possessive touch.

Maybe tonight will go better than I anticipate.

“Did you want to order it to go and eat at the beach?” Jaxson asks as we get out of the car.

“Yeah, that sounds good.” Smiling, I link my arm easily with his as we walk into the restaurant.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t my favorite customers,” Antonio boasts loudly. He’s a very loud, happy Italian man who makes the best pizza in the state.

“Hi, Antonio,” I greet him with a smile, walking up to the counter.

“Come on over here, beautiful, and lay one on me.” He pats the side of his face.

Pushing myself up on the counter, I give him a loud smooch on the cheek.

He turns to Jax next and shakes his hand. “How you doin’, Jaxson? I hear you’re leaving us to become a SEAL. Aren’t you dangerous enough?”

“We all know you’re the dangerous one in this town,” Jax replies with a smirk.

Antonio proudly puffs out his chest. “You know it, kid. What can I get you two?”

Jaxson glances down at me. “A large cheese pizza, thin crust, to go.”

I flash him an appreciative smile for ordering my favorite.

“Grab some drinks and take a seat. It’ll be a few minutes.”

We both grab a Coke then slide into an empty booth.

“Are you packed and ready for tomorrow?” I ask him, taking a sip of my soda.

“Yeah, mostly. Cooper is going to put the rest of my stuff in storage next week.”

A moment of silence ensues, my heart heavy at the thought of him leaving. I’m not ready to lose him. I never will be.

The bell jingles above the door, announcing someone’s arrival. Jaxson’s gaze moves over my shoulder, and all easiness vanishes, his jaw tightening in anger.

“What is it?” I ask, glancing behind me. My body tenses when I see it’s Wyatt Jennings. He looks directly at us, a cocky smirk curling his lips as he starts forward.

Oh shit!

Turning back around, I find Jaxson’s eyes cold, fury pouring from him.

“Jaxson,” I warn cautiously.

“Well hello, Miss Julia,” Wyatt greets me, trying to get under Jaxson’s skin.

“Hi, Wyatt,” I respond for the sake of pleasantries, but my eyes remain on Jaxson. Wyatt has always been polite to me, so I would never be rude back.

“You look really nice tonight. Where are you headed?”

“None of your fucking business,” Jaxson growls.

“I wasn’t talking to you. I was asking her.” Wyatt places his hand on my shoulder, his fingers caressing my bare skin.

Before I’m able to move away from his touch Jaxson is on his feet, knocking Wyatt’s hand off of me. “Don’t fucking touch her.”

Oh god!

I stand up too, but neither of them notice. They’re too busy glaring at each other, looking ready to strike at any given moment.

“I hear you’re leaving soon, Reid. It’ll be nice to finally get to know Julia. This town will be better off without you, and so will she.”

I glare at Wyatt, angry on Jaxson’s behalf. Right when I’m about to say something, Jaxson moves me to the side then grabs Wyatt by the shirt, slamming him into the wall.

Oh shit.

“Jaxson, don’t!”

“I fucking warned you, Jennings, and I mean it. If you go anywhere near her, I promise you will live to regret it. Are you fucking listening to me?”

Everyone in the restaurant is quiet, watching the scene unfold. When I see someone grab their cellphone, I worry they’re about to call the police.

“Jaxson, please. I don’t want our night to end because of this. Let’s grab our pizza and get out of here.” I try to reason with him, not wanting him to spend his last night in jail instead of with me. Wyatt’s father is on the city council and is very influential in this town.

Thankfully, Antonio walks out from the back and breaks them up. “Okay, you two, that’s enough. Jennings, you got a death wish? Go get a table. Jaxson, let him go, son. Your pizza’s ready, take Miss Julia and go wherever y’all are headed for the night.”

Jaxson’s fists remain curled in Wyatt’s shirt, his furious face only a mere inch from his. “I mean it, you stay the fuck away from her.” He releases Wyatt with a hard shove before stepping back.

Antonio hands me the pizza and puts his hand on Jaxson’s shoulder, trying to calm him further.

“Let’s go, Jax,” I whisper, tugging on his arm.

His feet stay planted and he looks at Antonio. “How much do I owe you?”

“Nothing, it’s on me. Good luck out there, kid, make sure you come back.”

“Thanks, Antonio. Sorry about this.”

Antonio accepts the apology with a nod then turns his attention to me. “Take care, Miss Julia, I’ll see you soon.”

Everyone’s eyes are on us as we walk out the door. Once we get into my car, Jaxson loses control, his fists pounding on my steering wheel. “Fuck!”

I flinch, not expecting the outburst.

His hard eyes train on me, pinning me in place. “Jules, you have to promise me that you won’t go anywhere near that asshole. Not ever.”

“What is it with you two? Why do y’all hate each other so much?”

“Just promise me you’ll stay away from him. If he gives you any problems you go to Cooper right away, okay?”

I’m a little surprised at how intense he is about this. “I’ll be fine. I’m pretty sure he only talks to me now just to get under your skin. He’s always been nothing but polite to me.”

“That’s because he wants in your fucking pants! Christ, Julia, will you just trust me on this? I know shit about him that you don’t.”

He looks so panicked that I lean over and hug him. “All right, I promise. Don’t worry. I’ll go to Cooper if I need to, but I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

He reaches over the console of the car and wraps his arms around me, pulling me to him and hugging me tightly. “I don’t know what I’d do if something happened to you,” he murmurs.

My heart warms, and throat tightens. I’m curious what he knows about Wyatt that has him so concerned for my safety. “Nothing is going to happen to me. You’re the one who’s going to be a SEAL, you’re in more danger than I am.” Sadness washes over me as I’m reminded about him leaving. It’s easy to forget when I’m in his arms. “Come on, let’s go, and in the future please don’t beat my car again.”

“Sorry.” He smirks, not looking very apologetic.

I’m really going to miss that sexy smirk– I’m going to miss everything about him.
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The evening is warm, the cool ocean breeze a welcome relief to my heated skin. We eat mostly in comfortable silence, the crash of the waves washing over me and soothing my nerves as I debate when to pour my heart out. Should I wait until the end of the night or do it soon? But what happens if it doesn’t go well? I don’t want our night to end too quickly.

I don’t want it to end at all.

“When do classes start for you?” Jaxson asks, breaking into my tormented thoughts as he cleans up our garbage from supper.

“In three weeks. I just purchased my textbooks yesterday.” I’m attending college in Charleston to get my teaching degree and am really excited about it. “I’m not really looking forward to four more years of school, but I’m hoping the elementary school will have a position for me when I’m done,” I tell him.

“You’re going to be a good teacher, Jules.”

“Thanks,” I say softly, giving him a smile. “So tell me what all this training is going to entail for you?”

He cocks a brow, looking at me doubtfully. “You really want to hear about it?”

“Of course I do.” Scooting closer to him, I get into our usual position of me wrapping both my arms around his one, and lean back on the log behind us.

“Well BUD/S, which stands for Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL, is a six month process with different stages. The first eight weeks are the roughest on recruits, both mentally and physically, or so I’ve heard. The third week being the toughest of all, which is why they call it ‘hell week.’ They put us through a lot of shit to see how much our mind and body can endure. I’ve heard a lot of people drop out before the first eight weeks are finished because they can’t handle it. But—” His words stop abruptly when he looks down and sees my horrified expression. “Okay, that’s enough info for you,” he chuckles.

“Why would you put yourself through that? What if something happens to you?”

“Jules, they’re not going to kill us. They’re just going to make us wish we were dead.” He jokes.

“It’s not funny,” I whisper, my heart heavy with worry.

He drops his arm around my shoulders, pulling me in close. “I’ll be fine; I can handle it, Jules. Nothing is going to happen to me, I promise.”

I turn my face up to his, our mouths so close that I can feel his breath on my lips. As if sensing my thoughts his eyes drop to my mouth. I think about making my move now, but he looks away, breaking the moment.

Things become kind of awkward, so I decide now is a good time to give him his present.

“I have something for you,” I tell him, sitting up to reach for my purse.

“What? Why? I don’t need anything,” he grumbles.

He doesn’t like receiving presents, but I don’t care.

“Stop your grumbling, it’s nothing big, and it’s important to me for you to have this.” Pulling out the small velvet black box, I hand it to him.

He eyes it for a long moment, looking uncomfortable.

“Don’t worry, it’s not an engagement ring,” I tease.

Chuckling, he accepts the gift and opens it, revealing the stainless steel chain with the metal pendant.

“It’s a medallion of Archangel Michael,” I explain. “It’s for protection. I had Father Gabriel bless it for you. Promise me you will always wear it, no matter what you’re doing or where you are, you’ll always have it with you.”

He watches me with an emotion I can’t decipher, and I start feeling unsure, thinking he might not like it.

“How much was this?” he asks oddly.

“Not much. I already had the pendant, I just bought the chain.”

“The pendant was yours?”

I nod, knowing he’s not going to like what I say next. “Yeah, my mom gave it to me.”

He drops the necklace back in my hand so fast I barely have time to register it. “Fuck that, Julia. I’m not taking something your mom gave to you.”

“Stop! It’s my pendant, and I will do what I want with it. I know my mom would be okay that I’m giving this to you.” I shift now so I’m sitting right in front of him. His ice-blue eyes are burning with frustration, and I’m worried he’s not going to accept it. “Please take it, Jax, you need it more than I do. It gives me comfort knowing you’ll have it.”

“Damn it, Julia,” he breathes, resting his forehead on mine.

I place the necklace back in his hand and close his fingers around it. With our faces so close, I know now’s my chance. Before I can chicken out, I tentatively brush my lips across his, giving him a gentle kiss. His eyes flare in shock, but he doesn’t pull away. Taking this as a good sign, I press my lips against his again, more firmly this time.

“Julia,” he growls out the warning. “Ah, fuck it!” Grabbing the back of my head, he crushes his mouth to mine, kissing me with an intensity that steals my breath.

Oh god!

His tongue thrusts past my lips, taking what I so eagerly want to give him. My senses reel, head spinning as I become intoxicated with the taste of him. Gripping my hips, he lifts me to straddle him. My arms wind around his neck, fingers threading through his soft, messy hair as I match him stroke for stroke.

His warm hands glide up my bare thighs, slipping under my skirt to cup my bottom. A low growl rumbles from his chest, vibrating against my lips.

I move against him, feeling like I can’t get close enough. That’s when he reverses our positions, flipping me to my back, his hard body covering mine. I moan against his lips, feeling how hard he is between my legs. His rough jeans rub against my satin panties, causing the best sensations to ripple through my body. I raise my hips, craving more of him.

“You taste fucking incredible,” he mumbles, his lips traveling down the column of my throat, nipping and tasting. I take the opportunity to suck in lungfuls of much needed air as he cherishes the skin he passes.

He slides the straps of my tank top down my shoulders until the lace material is bunched at my waist. His eyes ignite as he stares down at my hot pink, satin bra; his fierce expression robbing me of air.

“Touch me,” I plead impatiently. I feel like I’ve been waiting my whole life for this moment.

“Oh, baby, don’t worry, I fucking plan on it.”

My stomach tightens at the erotic promise. Sliding his hand up my stomach, he grazes over one breast before flicking the front clasp of my bra. The cups fall open, baring me to his stare, the warm ocean breeze triggering yet another incredible sensation to my already aroused body.

“I knew you’d be beautiful.” he murmurs. Leaning down, he closes his hot, wet mouth over my stiff nipple.

I gasp, feeling the delicious pull between my legs. “Jaxson.” My back arches, offering him more. His hand cups
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   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.
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