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Petty Officer Keith Knight sat down across from her.  

 
During his pre-chow brush-down he’d missed a few spots—two silver-dollar pancakes of 

sand were plastered to the side of his neck. “How you holding up?”  
 

Good question. And one she was in no way going to answer. If she started cataloguing her 
complaints, she’d pay closer attention to them. “Ready to rock,” she lied. “You?” 
 

“Livin’ the dream.”  
 

She almost smirked at his own lie. Or maybe it was the truth. Despite all the physical abuse 
he’d endured with the rest of them, there was still something spring-coiled about him, like his body 
hovered on the edge of exploding into violent action. 
 

“I used to do some really extreme stuff growing up in Jackson, Wyoming,” he told her. 
“BUD/S is like that, only on speed. Look, Hayes, you got any issues, I want you to come to me right 
away. Okay?”  
 

Issues? Why was he mentioning that? Had he overheard Hairy Arms being a pervy jerk to 
her? She shot her focus over to the creep. 
 

Knight caught the look. He glanced over his shoulder, observed Hairy Arms for a moment, 
then turned back around. His pupils seemed to narrow in on her. “You need to report something?” 
 

“Nope.”  
 

Knight watched her. “Don’t try to be Superwoman and wait till you’re on the brink of 
breaking before coming to me.” 
 

“Got it. Right. No sweat.” She downed a few glugs of milk. “Thing is, Knight, I don’t recall 
hearing myself ring out this morning.”  
 

He exhaled. “You’re taking this the wrong way.” 


