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The First
Weekend

 


It was their first weekend
in Charleston, and they were acting straight fools.  Tim
Capshaw relished the opportunity, especially considering only a
week had passed since their return to the States from a mission in
the Congo.  One of his teammates had barely made it out alive,
irrespective of the fact only a fractured collarbone was evidence
of his harrowing ordeal.  When he and his best friend Ulrich
Brown had discovered they’d been the top two scorers on the Team to
be part of this new Navy program, neither man had been too thrilled
about missing missions despite the fact they knew they’d go with
the Team if an assignment required all hands on deck.  Tim was
a SEAL, trained to go where no one else could, not sit in a
classroom all day doing advanced-level math.  Yet since that
foray into the Congo, both he and Ulrich now welcomed the
break.

Tim laughed, shades firmly
in place.  He and his other classmates, all members of the
other Virginia-based SEAL Teams who’d scored the two highest
scores, hadn’t had a drop of alcohol yet, but they were all drunk
on life.  Charleston was a beautiful city, if humid as hell,
which was why he and the rest of them were currently shirtless in
his and Ulrich’s living room.  After taking a walking tour of
the city, then eating a kickass dinner at the Kickin’ Chicken on
King Street, they’d decided to come back to the apartment and play
a pickup game of flag football on the grassy area behind their
building.  The sweat pouring off them made it seem as if
they’d cannonballed into a pond fully clothed, but Tim was glad to
know it was still possible to get a rush tackling a guy for the
ball (even though it was
flag football) as he could jumping out of a plane
in the dead of night.

It had been Ulrich’s idea
to don the glasses and pretend being Stevie Wonder singing “You Are
the Sunshine of My Life” at the top of their lungs, except only
Ulrich and Trey knew all the words beyond the title, so the rest
either hummed off-key or imitated Simon Cowell by telling them
their singing sucked monkey balls.  Well, Trey’s did; Ulrich
actually had a pretty decent voice.

An hour later, the eight of
them were walking into a roadhouse-type bar, The Barrel, eyeing the scene with
excited anticipation.  Tim ran a hand over his blond hair as
his eyes swept the area, stopping at a booth where a group of
women, all but one, threw back a shot of something.  It was
the one who hadn’t who caught his attention, especially given the
way she wagged her finger as if in warning.  When she smiled,
though, showing straight white teeth and a sparkle in her eyes,
Tim’s breath whooshed out.

“Damn, jackpot, huh?”
Ulrich whispered from beside him, his and the others’ attention
finding that table with the beautiful women.

Tim continued to stare at
the inky-hued woman with curves for days and no-nonsense radiating
from her, especially when the other women danced off onto the floor
and she watched them like a mother hen worried for her
chicks.  Yet instead of heading to the group like the rest
did, Tim made his way to the bar, ordering a bottlenecked beer, and
sat on the stool, well aware he’d just found something he
infinitely preferred to study more than nuclear equations for the
next six months.





 


Always Sweet

It was quiet in the living
room…too quiet.  The silence made Bevin’s heart beat double
time and abandon the sink full of sudsy water and dirty breakfast
dishes she’d wash just to put in the dishwasher for added
assurance.  Stillness on a Sunday morning wasn’t rare,
especially as her roommate was sleeping off her Trolling Night
hangover in her bedroom.  Nevertheless, she went into the
silent space to see the tall, muscular,
far-too-fine-for-her-peace-of-mind white man staring at the
bookcase, a blanket folded against his chest, a slight smile on his
face.

“You’re so cute,” he said,
his grin widening as he turned to look at her.

“What?” Bevin asked,
forcing herself to stay where she was; she’d be less likely to make
a fool of herself if there were distance between them.

He smiled broadly at her
before turning back around and touching the picture frame that held
the image of his interest.  “You and your mother.”

She smiled as well, knowing
which photo he meant, and approached him so she could look at it
also.  “Third grade, bake sale.  Mama finally let me help
her in the kitchen.  That was a kickass gingerbread house if I
do say so myself.”

There was a soft snort.
 “Bet you dipped in the mixture and everything,” Tim teased,
his green eyes sparkling with mirth, his two crooked front teeth
charming her more than Bevin cared to admit even to herself. 
Instead, she looked away with mock indignation.

“I shall neither confirm
nor deny that statement…”

He laughed, the sound deep
and rippling through her.  “You so did!”

She turned back to him,
almost gasping at the way a shaft of sunlight through the high
window caught the blond tresses of his short-cropped hair.  He
seemed glow, radiate, like some golden god, and it had Bevin
throwing him an awkward smile to mitigate her fleeing back into the
kitchen.

“Do you still bake?” he
asked, following her, pausing to place the folded blanket on the
sofa.

“Yep, every morning, bright
and early.”

His eyes dropped to her
chest where the coffeehouse logo was emblazoned on the shirt,
lingering far too long as her nipples tightened under his
gaze.

His lips quirked. 
“For The Grind?”
he asked, moving his eyes back to hers.  They were much darker
than before.

“Yeah.  Me and
Rosita,” she replied, hiding against the sink as she finished her
chore.

“Hmm,” he murmured, and
before she knew it, he’d buried his nose into the crook of her neck
and inhaled.  “No wonder you always smell like
sugar.”

He didn’t linger, backing
away to grab to paper towels and dampen them before going to the
breakfast table and wiping it down.  It took her a full two
minutes to remember he shouldn’t be doing that.

Tim was a guest, after all,
no matter how bizarrely he’d come upon that status; or the fact
part of her wished he’d stay longer…and not on the
couch.


 





Welcome Home

Timothy Capshaw wanted his
wife and he wanted her now. After thirty-two hours of
nonstop flying, he wanted to climb into bed and hold her soft, warm
body against his; inhale her scent into his nostrils; feel her love
seep into his soul. But he couldn’t do that.

Because she wasn’t
here.

There was no reason for her
absence, in his mind. It was pushing eleven on a school night. She
was taking classes at Old Dominion to get her MBA in Business
Administration. Not only that, nobody was home—not even his
two-year-old son Kerry. He’d called the Brown household, relieved
when Rosita answered the phone.

“Yeah, she had some sort of
function, so I’m watching the babies! Welcome
home—mmm…”

Tim had rolled his eyes and
said he’d speak to them later, irrationally angry Ulrich was
getting to do with his wife what Tim wanted to do with his
own.

That had been thirty
minutes ago; and as the clock skipped past eleven, his pacing had
become frantic. How long did these things last, anyway? What the
hell kind of school function lasted well into the night?

His body stopped dead,
frozen, when the front door opened. His eyes locked in on her, his
wife, barreling through the door, the leather jacket opened
because, though late, it was still summer, her purple top fitted to
her torso. His eyes immediately fell to her abdomen, to her bump
that represented where their second child grew.

“Tim!” Bevin Capshaw cried,
rushing towards him only to stop abruptly, her arms stretched out
wide as the strap of her purse dangled helplessly at her elbow.
“What’s wrong?”
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