
        
            
                
            
        

     
 
SEAL ENDEAVOR
 
 
By 
Sharon Hamilton
 
Copyright © 2012 by Sharon Hamilton
 
All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the copyright owner of this book.
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.
License Notes
This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.
 
 


Chapter 1
 
 
Special Operator Calvin “Coop” Cooper and Special Operator Alphonso “Fredo” Manuel Esquidido Chavez had stopped for gas near Moss Landing, California. The smell of recently harvested broccoli drifted in the air. Fredo ran inside to pay the attendant for the fill up.
Cooper started pumping gas in the green king cab beater Fredo had bought from the San Diego Parks Department. The gas mileage was horrible, but the extra cab space was worth its weight in gold. Many times Team guys transported gear they weren’t supposed to have in public between their various vehicles and homes. Depending on the need.
Being part of SEAL Team 3 meant he had to be ready at all times, even though they had a couple months before their next workup. Word was, they were going to train somewhere they would freeze their asses off. So, this little sojourn to Monterey, on their way to Silicon Valley, was just what the doctor ordered.
“You wanna tell me what that shit smell is, Coop? Smells like your compost bucket in the Babemobile.”
The Babemobile Fredo referred to was the motor home Coop kept parked at the beach, just down the strand from base. He pocketed his housing allowance and lived on the cheap. It was also a very inexpensive way to pick up girls. He powered his way through San Diego on a red scooter the rest of the Team guys gave him one hell of a time about, especially because Coop was so ridiculously tall, six foot five. But Coop felt that at 80 miles per gallon, they could laugh and make fun of him all they wanted to.
“Brussels sprouts.”
“Holy Mother of God. Are we smelling farts or an explosion at the Brussels sprouts factory?“
Cooper had to laugh. He doubted Fredo had eaten anything green except chilies and cilantro, maybe an occasional veggie he neglected to remove from a burrito.
“Do they even have a Brussels sprouts factory here?” Fredo asked.
“No.” Cooper loved the differences between them. Here he grew up on a farm in Nebraska, knew how to grow anything that would, and Fredo looked at vegetables and healthy food as poison.
“Damn right. No wonder Mexico gave California up.”
“Scared off Clark Gable, too.” Cooper nodded at the five-foot-five Mexican SEAL.
“Excuse me?” Fredo scrunched his nose up, which made his brow look even more Neanderthal. Coop knew his heart was as big as the ocean but he was unlucky with the ladies. Although he joked about it all the time, Fredo would make a great father and Coop suspected he secretly wanted to settle down.
“Clark Gable. He married Alma Spreckles—I think that was her name—whose dad owned the sugar refinery nearby. Story goes he drove up here from Hollywood and said ‘No thanks.”
“I always liked Clark Gable,” Fredo said. “He seemed like a man who made a lot of sense, for a Gringo.”
The pump shut off and Cooper replaced the screw on gas cap. Fredo started up the truck, clouding the gas station with a generous helping of gray smoke.
“Think we’ll be in San Jose in about two hours,” Cooper said over the roar of the truck engine.
“You ever met this guy?”
“Nope. My friend from DOD said he was trustworthy.  They even bought equipment from him.”
“Really? Our government is now buying things outta people’s garages?”
“He’s supposed to be this super genius inventor. They ask him to come up with something, off the books of course, and he does.”
“That why you’re buying this thing for a grand?”
“Fredo, don’t mention the price—to anybody. I’m not going to pay a grand for it.”
Cooper punched his buddy in the arm. “I feel like I have to give you a lecture like my dad always gives my mom when they go to buy a new car, otherwise she’d tell them exactly what their budget is. She thinks she has to tell the truth, even to a used car salesman.
The green rows of cabbage, lettuce and strawberries fanned out in neat spines as they drove down the two-lane road.  Coop’s dad said there was some beautiful farmland here, and Cooper had to agree. Not like the wheat and vegetable farm his parents owned back in Nebraska, but it did make him pine for home, just a bit. Being stationed in San Diego had its perks, but even though he slept in his motor home with the ocean as his backyard, there still wasn’t enough space around him. Green space, that is.
“How long we gotta smell this crap?” Fredo said as he adjusted his rear view mirror.
“It could be worse. If we went the other way, we’d be smelling garlic.”
“And I’d say that would be a huge improvement.  God never intended man to eat green things.”
 
They followed the instructions Cooper had written down, snaking through modest neighborhoods in San Jose. At last they found the one story light blue and crème house with a bicycle upended on the front lawn, and stopped.
The two SEALs arrived at the front door and heard a TV blaring inside, and a woman shouting commands to a couple of kids who were running on what sounded like bare hardwood floors. When Coop rang the doorbell, the footsteps came straight their way and stopped at the front door, which opened. A little girl of about four greeted them. Her sweet round face with bright pink cheeks stared up at them.
“Hello, Gentlemen.” she said, with difficulty at the size of the word rolling around in her mouth. “May I help you?” The authority in her voice impressed even Cooper. He kneeled down and spoke to her eyeball to eyeball. 
“I’m here to see your daddy, I think. That is, if his name is Irving.”
She giggled. “He doesn’t like to be called that. My mommy does that when she’s mad.” She scratched the back of her head with her right hand, her other hand scrunched up her Halloween costume princess gown. She was about to reveal another family secret but her father interrupted her.
“Okay okay,” a booming voice came from behind her, down the hallway. The man had loose curly dark hair that fell over his forehead. His eyes were protected by thick dark framed glasses, and, just like in a movie, the nose bridge was repaired with a piece of silver duct tape. “Missy, you and Peter go see your mommy in the kitchen. I’ve got some business to discuss with these gentlemen.”
The little one did as she was instructed. Irving stepped outside and closed the door behind him.  He let out a sigh. He pulled his fingers through his unruly hair, which returned right back to the same place it had been. Irv’s eyes were dark brown, appearing below bushy black eyebrows.
Coop noticed the sounds of a nearby freeway, which was better than the jarring racquet coming from the TV inside.
“Irv Palmer.” He extended his hand to Cooper.  “You must be the guys from San Diego?” Irv squinted as he leaned back to take in all of Cooper’s six foot seven frame like he was looking at a skyscraper.
“Yessir. I’m Cooper and this is Fredo.” They shook hands. Cooper noticed his palms were sweaty, and smooth, like a woman’s. His white skin was pasty, further indication this man spent almost no time outside.
“Well,” Irv said as he rubbed his hands together. “Let’s go look at your drone, shall we?”
 He led them across the driveway and through a garden gate to the side yard. Instead of opening the garage door, he walked them through a single door he unlocked with a key he’d retrieved from the pen protector in his shirt pocket.
Inside, the walls bore shelves, packed to the ceiling with boxes and parts. There was a replica of one of the space shuttles hanging from the ceiling, its NASA logo still proudly displayed. Fredo whistled. Cooper was speechless.
“Gentlemen,” Irv said as he pushed his glasses back onto his nose, “welcome to my man cave.” Irv cracked back his fingers. Fredo winced. He looked genuinely proud of the place, which had the pungent smell of electrical tape and lubricating oil.
A long workbench went the length of the garage’s south wall, with natural light poking through from a small skylight installed overhead. On the wall overhanging the workbench were a variety of tools filling the space, all placed in neat precision. Cooper noted they were wiped down and oiled. Spotless.
The workbench itself was covered with a project that looked like another drone, but slightly larger. Various white plastic parts were held together with metal clamps and wooden spacers. A spiral notebook lay next to the device, containing sketches and scribbled notes.
Irv pulled a long black case from one of the grey metal shelves that was burdened to overflowing with equipment. He gingerly set it down on a white plastic folding table, just like the one in Fredo’s apartment that served as his dining table. The horn-rimmed inventor undid two snapping locks on the front and opened the lid. Embedded in charcoal grey packing foam was a drone, in two pieces. In the lower corner was a controller unit, about ten inches across.
Cooper’s heart rate started to accelerate as he touched the smooth plastic surface as if it was a tusk of ivory. The white belly of the thing almost glowed under his fingers. It was the most exciting toy he’d ever coveted. He’d wanted one since he let one soar over the sandy desert in Afghanistan, a year before they became common use. Initial price tags were way over his budget, costing more than a car. Now, he might actually be able to have one for his very own.
“Okay, now I’m going to tell you the bad news. This was a prototype that didn’t sell, mostly because it is line of sight and everyone wants expensive night vision and IR stuff.”
Fredo stepped closer and asked, “So you can’t use this at night?”
“Well, you could, if you mount an IR camera on it.” Irv answered. “That was going to make it more expensive, and, at the time, they were a little heavy, and costly. Things are changing so fast, it could be done.” He pointed over at the workbench. “Requires some design enhancements.” He turned back to Coop and Fredo. “But I’ll let you do it.”
“I could do it, for sure. You ever run across them?” Cooper asked.
“All the time, but I’m using them. I get one in I don’t need, or want, I’ll give you a call, okay?”
Cooper nodded his head. Then he remembered he wasn’t supposed to show his interest in the equipment, and here he’d been practically drooling all over it. He stiffened, stood straight up and cracked his back by arching behind him.
“Now, let me show you one more thing.” Irv pushed a forest green button on the lower left side of the controller and the screen lit up with a grid pattern.
“Way cool,” Cooper said.
“That’s like a Google map,” Fredo said.
“That’s exactly what it is, or where it came from initially. I uploaded most of California into it. I knew you’d want to try it out in San Diego, so did the whole state, part of Nevada as well.”
“Coop, I know what you’re going to be doing for the next week. Playing with your new airplane,” Fredo added.
Irv giggled and then slapped his hands together. “That’s the coolest part. Half the people will think it’s just that, a toy airplane. Let me show you.” Irv picked up the two pieces. The body of the drone had a slot in the middle of it. He slid the wing section into the slot, positioned it halfway and they heard clicks as the material mated in place. Irv handed the machine to Cooper who almost kissed the man’s toes.
It did look just like a toy airplane.
“So, you gotta admit, that’s worth every penny of a grand, right?”
“But we don’t even know it works,” Coop barely whispered. He licked his lips.
“Oh, it works okay. It works freakin’ awesome!” Irv danced around the room, clicking his fingers together, his canvas slip-ons doing a duck walk Coop hadn’t seen since the last rerun of Soul Train.
Cooper had never in his life paid full retail. For anything. It pained him, but he had to try. “I’ll give you six hundred dollars for it, if it works.”
Fredo gasped. Irv started to grab the drone from Cooper’s fingers. “I’m sorry, but I think you just wasted a lot of time. I thought you was serious.”
Cooper stepped back and wouldn’t allow Irv to take the piece from him. “Let’s fire her up and perhaps I’ll pay you a little more.”
“Nope. Not doing a thing until I know we have a deal.” Irv held his hand out for Cooper to pass the drone back to him. 
Coop wasn’t budging. Then he finally nodded his agreement to the terms. 
“Okay then, gentlemen, next we go down to Lake Coulton Resevoir. About a half hour from here. We’ll try her out and you can see what you’ve bought. That sound good?”  Irv had that annoying way he scrunched up his upper lip and right eye, like he was figuring something in his head while trying to talk. And he didn’t do it very well.
Yeah. Dumb like a fox.
Fredo and Coop agreed. 
“You drive.” Irv said. Coop liked how this guy was wiggling to get his price, and not spend a dime more on gas or anything else to cut into his profits. He could almost say he admired him, if it wasn’t for the fact that Irv’s demands were going to cost Cooper more money.
They jumped into the beater, Coop sitting in the back seat, still holding his new toy. Irv barked directions to Fredo, who more than once screeched the brakes to barely make it around a last minute corner. Cooper was thankful his Team buddy kept his mouth shut, but knew he’d get a load when they were back on the road.
The resevoir parking lot had only three cars in it. They walked down a man-made soft earthen dam towards the water’s edge. A dry spanse of greenish mucky area lined the edge of the reservoir a few yards across.
“I’m going to show you how it works, but I gotta warn you, if you put it in the water, you go and get it, okay?”
Cooper nodded.
“But there’s one other thing. You get caught swimming in there and it’s a $250 fine and that’s also on you. And if you don’t get the drone, you owe me the grand anyway. Are we square on this?”
Cooper could see Irv was way more of a salesman than he originally thought. And Irv was just getting started.
Cooper tried to sound casual, but his irritation picqued. “You just better show me how it’s done right, then. I have no intention of swimming in that water.”
Irv waved a hand in front of his face. “Whatever. It’s easy peasy. You play video games?”
“Occasionally.”
“You’ll do fine.”
Irv grabbed the drone right out of Coop’s hands. He flipped a lever and two spindly legs clicked down, with small rubber wheels at the ends.
“These are optional. I usually don’t use them. The drone will land anywhere, but you’ll scrape the hell out of it if you don’t land on grass, or something soft. Today, we use the legs.” Irv showed him the controller unit and flipped another switch. “You got your off and your on.” 
Two screens lit up. One on top was small and in black and white, giving them a view of Irv’s canvas slip-on shoes. The other screen had a green background, displaying a map, indicating the resevoir, where they were located. It also showed streets and some other designations.
“One other thing. If you crash it, that’s on you too. So try to land it safe. Whatever scrapes you make, they’re yours. I can get replacement hulls if you crack ‘em. I do it all the time.”
Of course. And if lightning should strike, well that would be on me too. Coop could understand how Irv could sell the U.S. Government things out of his garage. What he couldn’t envision was seeing him at a briefing or a meeting of top military procurement officers.
Irv held the drone in his right hand, the controller unit in his left. He flipped a recessed toggle switch on the body of the craft and Coop heard the whir of a tiny motor. 
“Brushless,” Irv said.
With a long reach back his arm threw the drone, propelling it ahead of him. They watched as it glided up into the sky. Irv used the square box below the larger screen, moving his fingers to make the drone turn, to make it rise and lower in elevation. He did a couple arching “U”s to the left and the drone turned around. He lowered his finger on the pad and the drone swooped down and nearly clipped the top of Cooper’s hair as it swung overhead and buzzed them.
“Jesuz. Would you be careful with that thing?” Fredo began to swear in Spanish.
Irv maneuvered the drone to a perfect landing a few feet behind them. He passed the controller over to Cooper, who ran to his new toy. He gingerly picked it up and launched it into the air like he had done many times in Afghanistan. The drone dipped dangerously low to the water, then corrected itself. He maneuvered it back and forth, up and down and then eventually sent it headed right in their direction. Irv and Fredo dashed to the sides on their bellies as it got dangerously close. Cooper reached up and caught it mid flight.
It was love at first sight. And the feel of her quivering, humming plastic flesh in his hands almost gave him a boner.
Irv broke into a big smile. “Yeah you’ll pay me that grand, and not a penny less. I’ll throw in the triple A batteries at no charge.”
 
 


Chapter 2
 
 
Vesuvio’s Restaurant was not Libby’s favorite, but it was good comfort food, and her advisor, Dr. Gerhardt was paying for it, so he always got to choose. She’d brought the flash drive that contained the papers she’d graded for him, and a printout of the class roster, indicating the grade she’d assigned.
“I hope I wasn’t too harsh,” she said over the candlelit table. “This Freshman class is very bright, but a number of them seemed rushed, not up to their usual standards.”
Dr. Gerhardt smiled, tapping his fingers against his lips, his elbows forming a tripod on the tabletop. The edges of his grey-green eyes were crinkled with laugh lines Libby had always liked. The wispy white and silver hairs at his temples contrasted against his tanned complexion. She’d always thought of him as an attractive man, but tonight there was a different air about him. Their meeting seemed less business and more personal.
“More wine?” he said without addressing her comment.
“One. Only one. Last time—“
“You had two, and I could have had my way with you.”
She stopped taking a sip of her ice water mid air. He laughed and then she realized he’d been joking.
 “You are dedicated, and do Santa Clara proud, but sometimes you have to lighten up a little. I was just trying to add some levity.”
“I know,” she apologized.
An extremely tall gentleman brushed passed her on his way to the men’s room. She watched as the giant’s broad shoulders tapering down to a tiny waist and impossible narrow hips ambled his way through the cluster of little tables, sending titters throughout the restaurant by most of the female population, including the wait staff.
Dr. Gerhardt turned in his seat and watched where her eyes had followed. He nodded and gave her a smirk. “So, you’re getting up early tomorrow morning.”
She realized then she’d been staring at the closed men’s door. “Yes. Megan and I are hitting the road before eight to get down to the Aquarium when it opens at ten.”
“You’ve been there before, of course.”
“No. Megan has. I went to the one in San Diego many times growing up.”
“Well, shall we go, before you throw yourself at that monster?”
“Trying to rescue me? Maybe I don’t need rescuing.” 
Dr. Gerhardt’s eyes grew darker and she noticed a quick uptick in his breathing. “Libby, I only want what’s best for you. I have a vested interest in your cause.” 
His eyes telegraphed something else, but she wasn’t quite sure what it was she saw there. Concern? After weighing it, she came to the conclusion that Dr. Gerhardt was indeed considering her for the internship in his clinic, which was right around the corner from the University. Wonderful.
“Come.” He stood and took her hand. She blushed at the touch of their fingers. This also had never happened before.
“Of course.” She stood, but took the first opportunity to drop his grasp. Libby slipped her jacket over her shoulders and felt Dr. Gerhardt place his hand up at the back of her neck. Libby shivered and raised her shoulders in a slight involuntary reaction. Dr. Gerhardt  removed his fingers. He opened the door for her and smiled, as she slipped by him. There wasn’t much room, and she could have imagined it, but thought he took a quick inhale as she brushed past his shirt. His musky aftershave and the slim space made her feel uncomfortable. Libby couldn’t return his gaze, and peered down at her feet. 
The two of them turned to the left and walked past the fogged up small paned windows of the restaurant. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see a large shadow sit down at the table on the other side of the glass, but she couldn’t bring herself to look upon the giant stranger who lurked behind the moist windowpanes. 
 
Cooper agreed with Irv’s recommendation of this restaurant, but he hardly ate a thing. Fredo had finished both entrees. He’d had way too much ice water, which was a surefire sign he was nervous. He’d be pissing his way to Monterey, if they didn’t stay over. 
He hadn’t paid so much for anything, he thought as he sat back down and watched Fredo shove the last piece of French bread into his mouth. The little SEAL could eat him under the table, since Cooper didn’t drink anymore. 
He’d never wanted anything this bad before, like he’d wanted that drone. He simply had to have it. It was a matter of wounded pride that he’d actually paid the full thousand dollars.
The air was still infused with a jasmine scent, probably from that beauty with the auburn hair that was leaving the restaurant with the old guy. It made him sick how older men could scoop up all the nice women. But then, anyone who would be interested in older men probably wouldn’t be the kind of woman he liked to spend time with.
Besides which, he was not nearly ready to consider such things. Still, her full red lips barely protruding out from flowing red-brown hair that hid her face from him were definitely kissable. He liked women with full lips. 
Pillows of flesh. He’d read that term somewhere in a men’s magazine. One of those articles about erotic romance and how men were buying it now.
My own mind can do that. Don’t need a book to help me, either.
He and Fredo would go to the Monterey Aquarium tomorrow, then head home, probably driving the rest of the trip without stopping for anything but gas. He couldn’t wait to go for a swim, and then hit the sack at his motor home by the beach. If he were lucky, Daisy would drop by with her cuffs and fetish for uniforms and stuff. He didn’t mind playing along. She knew she was entertainment. He sure as heck didn’t mind being hers, either.
So, he and Fredo would have to finish up, and he’d just have to dream about little miss red pouty lips while he lay awake in the motel room and listened to Fredo snore. Yup. They’d done it many times before. Maybe he’d make up a story in his mind. Thinking about those lips he could sink into, suck on. Those red lips on his private parts, about her white teeth and tongue that could explore places. Thinking of the places that would rise to the touch of his fingers and his mouth, and turn deep pink.
She’d be pink, all right. And she’d probably wear white, which made him smile. It also made him hard.
“You having another one of those erotic dreams?” Fredo said across the table, bringing Cooper out of his reverie.
He didn’t understand at first. “Sorry?”
“You have all the girls back in San Diego all over you all the time. Why fantasize about someone who belongs to someone else?”
“You think I was fantasizing about her?” He pointed his thumb out the window and saw the couple hug. Then he watched her get in her own car and drive off.
Looks are deceiving. So, she hadn’t belonged to him after all. He felt a little sad he had only seen her profile.
He heard fingers snapping in front of him and realized he had been staring out the window, watching taillights on the car disappear into the night air.
“Yo. What is it with you and Kyle? You two get your bead on a woman and that’s it.”
“Kyle’s a married man, now.”
“I rest my case. He was lookin’ real hard for Mrs. Kyle.”
Cooper laughed. 
“Come on, you know how he used to be. He even swore off girls just before he met little miss Christy big eyes. He was bad, but I think you’re worse. You not getting’ laid enough, Coop?”
“Why, you offering?”
Fredo pulled his white oversized napkin from his throat and threw it at Cooper across the table.
“That’s it, man. Dis me when I drove all the way up here with your bony ass so you could buy a toy airplane.” He got up and stormed away. Cooper paid for the meal and joined him in the truck. He knew Fredo’s nasty mood would last about five minutes.
They traveled the freeway all the way to Monterey and found a cheap motel outside town. Cooper had stashed the drone under Fredo’s customized front seat. The front metal kick plate had been removed, leaving a compartment big enough to slide the case under the seat. They snapped it back in place so the metal piece covered the hole.
Cooper lay back on one of the two double beds, inserted earplugs connected to his iPhone, slipped off his shoes and closed his eyes.
“Good night to you too,” Fredo said as he stripped down to his superman shorts and tee shirt and tucked himself under the thin bedspread.
“Sorry, man.” Coop said and then fell back on the bed. The music annoyed him a little and he wondered why. Then he thought about his new toy, resting in the cold front cab of the beater. 
Not right.
Coop got up, and without putting his shoes back on, grabbed Fredo’s keys from the little bedside table between their beds, and dashed out the door to the parking lot. He swung open the passenger door, and pulled aside the metal protective covering. Grabbing his new toy’s black coffin, he yanked it by the handle and then replaced the metal plate. He locked the truck up and danced in his bare feet to the door. 
It was locked.
He banged on it several times, calling out Fredo’s name. He felt like a shit that he’d forgotten his room key.
Fredo opened the door wide and examined him carefully as he rushed passed his friend. Coop set the case on his, opened the flaps and took out the drone.
He was almost stiff with excitement. Fredo was shaking his head retreating to his bed, where he promptly rolled over onto his side. 
In the filtered light coming through the bedroom window, Coop stroked the smooth white plastic surface of the drone. He felt her power. Her lovely lines like creamy thighs of a good bedmate. But no bedmate had ever made him feel like this before. He held the drone, depressed the recessed button on her belly and felt the whir of the motor, vibrating his hand. 
You dumb frog. Get a grip, Cooper. It’s not a woman.
No, he realized. It was even better.
Cooper was dancing around the room with it high above his head. Fredo finally sat straight up and, with earplugs still ensconced in his ears, bellowed, “Cooper, would you stop your fucking playing around and put that thing away?”
Someone banged on the wall next to them. They could hear the occupant next door  complaining through the double sheetrock. 
Cooper instantly became self conscious.  He carefully wiped down the machine with a hand towel and laid it to rest inside the plastic foam packing material, like it was Snow White. 
Fredo was right, of course. Putting the case back on the cheap dresser next to the TV with rabbit ears, he patted the top and said good night to it.
He dove into his bed, which sent the headboard into the wall and earned him another bang on the wall next door and some choice comments. It made him smile, as he lay back with his hands underneath his head. He was happy. Really happy.
Then he did what he always did. Made up a story, a little erotic romance of what that tasty brunette looked like in the flesh. It was how he used to fall asleep over in Afghanistan, now that he no longer drank himself to sleep. Fantasy ladies made way better dreams. 
He closed his eyes and could see every square inch of her. He felt the reddish brown curls over his lap as she gave him a blow job. Those red pouty lips on his unit, lolling him to sleep. It was his idea of being tucked in.
She wasn’t wearing a thing. All her perfect pinkness spread out for him to examine. To kiss. To taste. He’d make her scream for release and yes, he knew how to do that very well. After all, he was part of the Navy’s finest, trained to perfection. Waiting for him to open her up and turn on her motor just like the drone. 
For just a second, he almost forgot how much he’d wanted the drone.
He might have wanted her more.
What the hell’s up with that?
 


Chapter 3
 
      
Libby and Megan got to the Monterey Bay Aquarium a half hour before it opened. A small café nearby served them coffee, yogurt and homemade granola. They passed the time by people watching before a small line began to form at the Aquarium entrance. That was their cue to go. Libby pulled her hair through the back of her Giant’s baseball cap into a ponytail and donned her sunglasses. They walked downhill in the bright morning sunshine, to the entrance.
“Can’t believe you’ve never been here before, Libby. You’ve been at Santa Clara what, five years now?”
“Yup. You know me. I’ve been practically a nun, too.”
“That’s for sure.” Megan glanced at her from the side. “You and Dr. Gerhardt are getting kinda chummy, though.”
Libby wrinkled her brow. “Nothing to that.”
“You know everyone talks…”
“About me?” Worry dampened what had been a nice morning doing something just for fun. “He’s not interested in me that way, and I sure as heck aren’t—“
“Shush.” Megan slapped her forearm. “I can keep a secret, Libby. You don’t have to worry about me.”
“That’s not it, Meg.” This was beginning to irritate her. “We aren’t sleeping together, and I wouldn’t believe it if anyone else says they did. He’s just a very kind man, a great mentor, and someone I trust 100%.” She did feel a shadow creep around her shoulders with what she’d felt last night during dinner. Had he pushed the envelope a bit into the arena of adult recreation? 
Maybe it was because she hadn’t dated much, been pretty focused on her double degree. She was hoping Dr. Gerhardt would get her an intern position at his clinic after she completed her Masters in Psychology and got her MFCC license. He had hinted a bit about it, but never came out and offered her the position. It was still early.
If Megan saw the doubt on her face, she did a good job hiding it. “Don’t let them get to you. Just rumors. The guy is so gorgeous, I think people just like to make up stories. No worries, Libby. I think he’s smart enough not to do anything unwise.”
“Not only unwise, it’s against the rules.”
“Well, there’s that, too. Certainly.”
Libby searched her feelings and couldn’t find any jealousy at the mention of possibly other girls. Nothing there but a business relationship, mutual respect between two people who had to work closely together.
“Meg, tell you what, I’ll tell you first if he becomes available, okay? He isn’t my type.”
“Oh stop it.” Libby noticed how easy she and Megan reassumed their places as friends, although their friendship wasn’t particularly deep. It was all that she needed.
They were one of the first few members to walk through the door. Libby went for the world famous Kelp Tank, wanting to see it before the crowds started to grow.
The blue three-story glass room was even more striking than she’d expected. Huge silvery fish in a variety of shapes and colors sliced through the water, surrounded by schools of smaller fish that darted around the artificial reef. Sea ferns the size of a man, twenty-foot kelp plants and other greenery swayed back and forth in rhythm to the tidal current. 
Megan sat down next to her on a metal observation bench and leaned into Libby. 
“I just love looking at this. Could do it all day,” Libby said to her friend.
“Can you imagine swimming in there? They have times listed when they send divers in to feed them,” Megan said.
Something had been stirring inside her. The blue liquid pulled her into a fantasy and for the minutes she sat and watched all the life teeming before her, she began to feel a new adventure was just beginning.
 
Coop and Fredo stood in front of the large window behind a family with children. The little ones had their hands on the glass and were asked by an attendant to remove them. 
“Dang. And I thought the one in Florida was nice. This is incredible,” Fredo said.
“I think the biggest one is in Bahrain. Not that I’ll ever get there to see it.”
“Not that you’d want to.”
“Not while being on active duty. No, probably not.”
He watched a large silvery torpedo shaped fish break up a school of hand-sized yellow and black striped angelfish. Through the clear blue-green water Cooper could see the larger window on the other side. People had begun to gather, their faces pressed close to the glass. Just before a crowd of teenagers advanced into the window opening he thought he caught the sight of a beauty with auburn hair. Her pale skin made a perfect canvas to the ripples of green and blue coloring reflected from the waters of the tank.
Her hair reminded him of the lady he’d seen last night in San Jose.
Get a grip, you horny squid. Only been a day and a half since Daisy’s enormous boobs and expert tongue had worked all the kinks out of him. Even though his wrist was sore today from the new handcuffs she’d brought. He pressed his forefinger onto the red mark, which hurt. He searched for the auburn hair and couldn’t find her.
“Coop, I’m real glad you’re having a peaceful Zen moment, but there are other exhibits,” Fredo said, nodding toward the dark passageway.
“Uh hum.” He continued to search the crowd of people that had gathered in the room across the tank. There she was. All he could see was that she had wisps of hair tucked under a dark baseball cap. She’d picked his team too, the Giants.
Something stirred inside him. Only part of it was his small brain.
“Come on. Let’s go look at something else,” he said to Fredo as they backed up. Immediately, a group of onlookers, grateful for the departure of the giant and his little friend, consumed the hole they had left behind in the crowd.
Around the corner, Cooper traced the doorway he had seen her walk through. But he couldn’t figure out which way she went. They walked past smaller porthole-sized tanks with sea life ecosystems made from old hubcaps, tennis shoes and old glass bottles.
Fredo was delighted when they came upon the Penguin exhibit. It wasn’t hard for Cooper to see why the little birds delighted him so. They were like miniature cousins of the diminutive Mexican SEAL the rest of the team occasionally called Frodo. 
Not that Fredo liked it one bit. But as long as one was willing to run fast, the Team guys could use that moniker. If they ever made the mistake of getting caught, Fredo would wrestle and successfully pin down any of them, even six-foot-five Calvin Cooper.
The penguins were playful, dipping in and out of the water and sliding on their bellies over imitation icebergs. Their antics picked up speed as an attendant arrived with a bucket of fish. They attempted to outdo one another for the chance at a tasty sardine. Fredo was busting a gut, guffawing and slapping his knee. 
“Remember, you’re in mixed company,” Cooper leaned over and counseled him. Fredo had a habit of launching into some choice language when he got excited, which was often.
Fredo didn’t acknowledge Cooper’s comment and continued laughing.
“I’m heading back downstairs to look at the shark tank.”
“I’ll find you,” Fredo answered.
Coop walked down the wide metal stairs, scanning the lobby, the hallways leading off in three directions. Lighting on the ground floor was low and it took him a bit for his eyes to get used to the darkness.
The shark tank was not quite as big as the Kelp Tank. The massive predators and some smaller fish that were compatible swam in figure eights. Coop watched their powerful movements. The best swimmer on the Team, Cooper had been told if he had started at a younger age, he could have had Olympic prospects. A natural athlete, he hadn’t learned to swim until he decided to go for the Teams. He knew what it felt like to slice through water like that. Just like Cooper, these giant killing machines looked docile, but were ever vigilant.
A reddish brown glint caught his eye to the right. 
It’s her.
She was walking with another dark-haired girl. The two of them were chattering, appearing not to notice the number of men whose attention they were getting. Cooper started to get a little jealous. 
Turn around, little one. He spoke to the auburn lady with the long legs and the sweet little ass so tastefully revealed in tight-fitting jeans. 
They turned to the right. The baseball cap shadowed the girl’s face, but he could see those bright red lips, the pouty ones he had seen yesterday. He remembered lips like a savant. Hunger to taste her made his mouth water. Coop could feel how hot and soft they’d be as she brushed against his mouth. The touch of her flesh against his would—
“Bro, there you are.” Fredo slapped him on the back.
The brunette swung around with a start and looked from side to side to find Fredo’s voice. Her head remained down and then she returned her attention forward. Her full face was obscured, but what he saw of her profile was pale and smooth like a porcelain statue. Her shiny ponytail kissed the tops of her broad shoulders. Her arms were well-defined, muscular but not overly developed. He wanted them wrapped around his neck, as she pressed her breasts into him. He’d hold her trembling body like the delicate creature she was.
Fredo was whistling as he stood next to Coop watching the girl. “Nice, bro. You about done?” 
“Not quite. Something over here I want to follow.”
“I got your drift,” Fredo said as he followed the two lovelies in front of them. He began to speed up and Cooper touched his arm to make him slow down.
The girls sacheted into an auditorium show arena just as the doors closed behind them. Coop tried to pour on the charm, begging the attendant to squeeze in two more lonely sailors, but she wasn’t having anything to do with it. Her dry face demonstrated how immune she was to anything Cooper could skillfully dish out. The two men were told the show would let out in forty-five minutes.
“Coop. Can’t we get on the road now?”
Cooper examined the closed metal doors of the auditorium and knew he wasn’t ever going to see the lovely lady again. 
Timing. Everything’s timing.
His cell phone went off. The caller I.D. showed it was his mother, calling from Nebraska. 
“Hi, mom.” The connection was poor. Confusing metallic gibberish shouted in his ear. “Hold on, I’m going to go outside.” He headed for the exit, Fredo in tow.
“That’s better, Mom. What’s up?”
“Just calling to say hi, and to see if you are going to be able to come home for Thanksgiving.”
“I’d love to, but we’re going to start working up for our next deployment. I’ll get out there before we leave, but they’re sending us someplace far away to train this time. Not sure we’ll be around.”
“Oh, that’s too bad.” She paused and then added, “Bay has been howling at the sunsets lately. I think that dog misses you something fierce.”
A little pang of regret uncoiled in his stomach. His childhood best friend, the mutt who greeted him every day he came home from school as a teen, and who watched the boy become a man, was who he missed seeing the most.
“Tell him I’ll be home before we take off. May not be for Thanksgiving, though.”
“You tell him yourself,” his mother said.
“Hey there, Bay. You being a good boy?” Cooper knew she’d put the phone down into the dog’s ear. He heard a whine and a bark, as Bay understood whose voice he was hearing on the other end.
“He sits out on the kitchen stoop, watching the bus stop like you’ll be coming home one of these days. Kinda breaks my heart,” she said. Her words trailed off and Coop knew from the waiver in her voice she had teared up.
“It’s okay, Mom. I miss you guys too. Maybe after the next deployment, if I get a house or apartment, maybe I can take Bay out to San Diego.” He knew Bay’s advanced age was a factor.
“He’s no problem, Coop. But his whole day is focused on your return.”
Coop could hear the subtle inference that Bay wasn’t the only one concerned about Coop’s return. “Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll be around for a long time. You’ll see. Bay will be living the life of Reilly out here very soon. He’ll love the beach, and the water. Just be patient.”
She brought him briefly up to date on what his sister and brother-in-law were up to, and their little daughter, Camilla, who’d just had her three-year-old birthday party. She agreed to send him pictures by email.
Fredo was making crazy cross-eyes and Coop frowned, pushing him away. “Mom, I’ve gotta go. I’m looking forward to those pictures, though. Don’t forget to send them, okay?”
“I will, son.” She hesitated and he heard a sigh.  “I’ve been meaning to ask you. Coop, met anyone special?”
“Only in my dreams, Mom. Just in my dreams.”
He had never lied to his mother.
                  
 


Chapter 4
 
 
Libby exited the auditorium before the program had ended, and squinted at the bright natural light in the three story glass and chrome lobby entrance. Libby quickly put on her sunglasses. Megan dug through her purse and found hers as well.
“I’m pretty much done. How about you, Meg?” Libby asked.
“There are maybe better shows this afternoon.” Megan was scanning a printed guide. 
“What, the mating life of jellyfish? I think I’d rather watch couples in the library,”
“You know, I think I’d like just to have a light lunch, and go tool around some of the shops downtown. What do you say? Maybe find a beach for an hour or so?” 
“Sounds like a plan,” Megan agreed.
Once outside, they walked up several steps to the parking lot. A line of cars, waiting for a stoplight, stretched in front of them. The girls walked around the rear of an old green pickup truck. The light changed and the line of vehicles began to pour out onto the main drag.
A muscled arm, attached to an enormous hand, was tapping on the passenger side door of the old truck, country music blaring from the open passenger window. Black marks on the underside below his elbow, looked like muddy bicycle tire prints. They ran down between his elbow and wrist.  Squinting in the sunlight, Libby realized the marks were an odd-shaped tattoo, like animal tracks. 
The truck turned uphill and to the right. From the side view, Libby noted the gentleman’s massive and very well developed chest. His torso turned, but his face above his nose was hidden in shadow. His full lips barely moved. She watched as his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down beneath his clean shaven and square jaw. He was singing. 
Megan had seen him too. “I’m in lust,” she said as the truck disappeared from view.
No kidding.
 
Libby and Megan ate lunch and then pulled up to the Sea Cove beach parking lot, which was luckily nestled under the shade of striated and twisted cypress trees nearly two stories tall. Deformed branches, bare patches and outcroppings of greenery made the trees look like giant molting birds. The two friends meandered down to the beach through the twisted forest.
Waves crashing and the smells of salty surf settled her nerves. Something about her dinner last night with Dr. Gerhardt didn’t sit right.  She replayed the scene, and the way his actions seemed to signal a shift in their relationship. Or, maybe it was just her imagination?       
She smiled. There was that tall hunk at the restaurant. If she’d been with Meg, perhaps her evening would have been different.
“You okay, Libby?”
“Just day dreaming.”
“Oh, I’d like some of that, whatever you’re having, gladly, “ Meg said.
Libby blushed. She struggled with her breathing. Her nipples were tingling. Pinpricks of pleasure roamed all over her body. Her internal muscles down low began to clench.
“Been that long, huh?” Megan asked as she plopped down at the top of the small rise overlooking the crashing waves.
“Unfortunately, yes.” Libby sat next to her. “Now do you believe me about Dr. Gerhardt?”
“I think sex with an older guy would be hot,” Megan said as she leaned back, her elbows digging into the warm sand behind them. A smug smile tugged on the corners of her friend’s lips. “Think of the places we could go. Beats cheap dates of pizza and a movie anytime.”
“Not for me. I want a guy more my age. I don’t want to take a number. I want to be first, not second.”
“See, I told you. You knew he was dirty.” Megan’s eyes sparkled. She looked out towards the ocean and sighed. “How could you stand to be so close to him all the time and not think about having an affair? He’s a damned good looking man.” She drifted off into a fantasy Libby didn’t care to imagine.
“Hmm.” Libby was feeling the muscle man’s mouth again on her inner thigh this time. She rubbed her knee, crossed her legs and looked around to distract herself.
Megan added, “When I was a freshman—you must remember him, don’t you, Dr. Curie?”
“Who could forget? Those eyes,” Libby said. “Chocolate brown.”
“Made me wet just to look at him. I tried every day I could to get him to notice me, but you remember how big those intro classes were.”
“Yeah, about 200 students.”
“Yup, and mostly girls, too.”
Libby nodded. 
“I tried to go see him with questions, you know. I’d go late in the day, tempt him to ask me out just once even for a coffee.” 
“Megan, he was your professor. Old enough to be your father.”
“Yeah, only if he was ten when he had me. He’s not that old.”
It didn’t matter to Libby. Dating a teacher would be crossing the line.
They watched couples promenade down the beach, hand in hand. Some stopped to hug or kiss. An older couple were laughing and splashing water at each other in the little waves that lapped up on shore. Two teenage boys held a girl in the surf as she screamed and all three of them got soaked with a brisk white foamy wave. Birds flew overhead in the cloudless sky. Libby could smell burning leaves.
“Really nice fall day here,” Megan said. We should rent a beach house some weekend.”
“In your dreams.”
“I have a cousin who has a house in Santa Cruz. Been in the family for a long time.”
“There you go,” Libby said. “That would make a fun girls weekend.”
“That it would. Hire some male dancers…”
“Hey, that almost sounds like a bachelorette party. You hiding something from me, Megan?”
“Some day.” She sighed. 
A hollow feeling in Libby’s stomach bubbled up to the surface.
Damn. It has been a long time. She missed feeling like she belonged somewhere. Am I lonely?
Libby adjusted the baseball cap, pulling down on the ponytail in the back and faced into a light wind that had suddenly picked up. Then she spied two figures in the water beyond the surf, swimming parallel to the beach. “Look at those guys go.” 
The two swimmers were gliding through the bay effortlessly. Libby had never seen anyone so fast, and she could tell it was a race, but the swimmer in front had a longer stroke.  Sleek and fluid, long powerful arms came up and ploughed through the water in a sensual rhythm. She could see just part of the swimmer’s side and muscled shoulder. The smooth glide of his body was like a torpedo flying through the bay. She lost them as they rounded a jutted outcropping of boulders.
“Wish I could swim like that,” Megan mused.
“No kidding. Most people come here to play in the surf or sunbathe. That looks like training for an ironman or something.” She decided maybe she should spend more time at the pool back at school. She liked men tall, with muscled chests and small hips carrying impossibly long legs.
She thought about the muscled arm waving to her from the pickup truck and the giant at the restaurant. What would be the odds it could be the same man?
“You ready?” Megan asked her.
“Yup.”
They made their way slowly to the parking lot. She looked over her shoulder just in case the swimmers came back. No luck.
You honestly thinking of stopping to talk to him? Although the idea thrilled her, she knew full well her lack of sexual encounters had affected her better judgment. She wasn’t that desperate, after all.
Megan was prattling on about how much homework she had back at their apartment. And then she added, “This was just what I needed, Libby. A little girl time, and a break from the studies. I wake up and go to sleep with a textbook on my lap. I know it’s the same for you.”
“The library has become my lover.”
“Exactly. Who knew we’d spend more time watching dorky librarians than watching football, or hunky guys swim on the beach?”
They giggled just like they had that first day they’d met as freshmen. Today had been a good day, but now it was time for Libby to get back to completing her Masters. Love was going to have to go on hold for now.
 
Cooper and Fredo dove through the waves on their way back to the beach. They lay flat on the damp sand, their chests heaving, catching their breath. Claps of an appreciative gaggle of mostly high school young girls who surrounded them.
Fredo grinned and rolled over, bumping into Coop as he began to get up. “Have to do more of this, Coop,” he whispered. Then his smile faded as he studied the group more closely. There were several pre-pubescent thirteen or fourteen year old girls and their mothers. The older women eyed Cooper hungrily, but gave Fredo some scorching looks as well. Cooper figured Fredo saw what he saw. The older women were all wearing suits they might have worn in their 20’s, which revealed more of their bodies than they should have.
Coop got to his feet. “Thank you ladies,” he said, bending over in a bow. Titters flowed from the crowd as Cooper turned his back on them and started to walk up the beach toward the parking lot. He could feel the eyes roaming all over his backside. Fredo engaged in a bit of conversation, but finally ran up and caught Cooper. 
By the pickup, they toweled off. Cooper carefully stood behind the truck door and slipped off his swim trunks, from beneath his damp towel. He stepped into and pulled up his kakis, Commando style, shook the sand off his feet and lower legs, and started to step into the truck cab.
“I’m not exposing my bony ass for everyone to see,” Fredo said as he scowled, clutched his clothes and headed off to the bathroom. 
Cooper barked back to him, “I’ve seen your ass too many times, and it sure as hell isn’t bony. But I agree with your decision.” Fredo gave him the finger as Cooper waited by the truck, watching cars leave the parking lot, listening to sounds of the waves crashing on the shore behind him.
A blaze of auburn hair passed him as a pair of girls in a compact car headed up the drive out. 
There she is again.
He swore at the sight of the empty key hole, and realized Fredo had taken the truck keys with him. 
With no way to follow her in the truck, he swung open the door and started jumping up and down, waving his arms above his head. He whistled, which turned several heads in the parking lot, but didn’t catch the brown haired girl’s attention. 
The profile of the young lady in the passenger side didn’t change directions as the car continued up the steep incline to the highway.
Cooper ran up the bank of iceplant, trying to catch the car. He was hampered by the fact that he hadn’t put his shoes on. He stood at the top of the parking lot, brushing gravel from his insoles, and watched as the little car made its way into the distance. No brake lights. No stops. No one turned around.
His brush with fate had dealt him a losing hand. Something about the woman with the smooth white skin, the fiery hair and red pouty lips scratched a need deep down in his soul. Like he’d had a date with destiny, but he’d had a flat tire.
Fredo came running and planted himself next to Cooper.
“What the hell, Coop? Something wrong?”
“I don’t know. I just thought I saw—“
Fredo squinted down the road, and then shrugged. “Sorry, man. Was she nice?”
Cooper thought about that for a bit. Yes, she was nice. Just like the girl in my dreams.
They both turned, Cooper checking one last time over his shoulder, before heading back to the truck.
It was all for the best, really. No need to get hooked up with someone long distance. And in his line of work, as the medic on SEAL Team 3, he had a lot to brush up on before their next deployment. Lives were at stake. He chided himself for almost losing his unwavering focus.
Of course, it didn’t help that he had a huge piece of granite in his pants.
 
 
The End
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