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Sadie

“I’m going to do the morning round.” I offered to my shipmate, Dexter. He nodded, barely awake or functional at five in the morning. I shook my head, rolled my eyes, and walked away.

Dexter and I had graduated from Naval boot camp together barely a month ago. Our first duty station was the USS Frank Cable in Apra Harbor, Guam. It was a beautiful area, but Dexter hadn’t seen much more than the bars since we arrived. His current hungover status was normal for him.

As I walked toward the stern of the boat, I heard voices. The ship was usually quiet this time of day, except for the other non-rates who were starting their morning checklists. The voices I was hearing were different from the familiar voices I was used to. 

As I got closer, I stopped dead in my tracks. There were about twenty men in dark blue wetsuits and dive gear climbing over the edge of the ship, and some were already shedding their gear.

My eyes were wide as I locked onto the dark green gaze of a man already stripping his suit off. He was wearing nothing but a pair of brown boxers that left nothing to the imagination. His body was chiseled and lean.

“Looks like we got a female onboard.” He chuckled with a gravelly southern accent and continued stripping out of his clothes as if I weren’t there. “My apologies ma’am.”

I immediately turned on my heel and rushed to the Officer on Duty. Were we under attack? The ship is large, and I’ve only been here a month, but I would have recognized at least one of the men, right?

“What’s the problem, Seaman? You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“There are twenty men in wetsuits climbing onto the ship at the stern. I...I didn’t know what to do.” 

The older man cocked his head and looked back at me questioningly. He chuckled to himself before he smiled and gestured for me to go ahead of him.

“Are they friendlies?”

“One had a southern accent, but I didn’t feel safe approaching. Some of them were naked.”

He roared with laughter as he followed me. “There are SEALs doing some training in the area; I think you just got a show from some of our finest.”

“Navy Seals?” I gasped in disbelief. He laughed again and nodded his head. 

“You did the right thing, Seaman. Especially being a female alone, anything could have happened.”

Most of the men were either dressed or still stepping out of wetsuits as we approached. My gaze caught with the man who had originally locked eyes with me. As he looked me up and down, I felt a chill wash over me wherever his eyes roamed.

“Gentleman,” The officer hollered in greeting. “Welcome aboard.”

He went to greet them, and I stayed back, watching in awe for a little longer than I should have. When the man broke his gaze on me, he shook the officer’s hand.

“I think we startled the little lady,” The man chuckled to himself. 

“I’m certain you did. She’s a fresh boot at that, probably thought we were under attack.”

“You sort of are.” He laughed. His eyes flitted to mine again. 

I ducked my head, turned on my heel, and returned to my post. Something about the way that man looked at me made me feel flush. I needed to get away from him.

I stood in line in the mess hall waiting for breakfast when I felt someone standing close behind me. 

"Sorry if we gave you a little scare this morning." The man breathed in my ear.

I turned around to face the man, my heart racing as I tried to steady my nerves. 

He was tall, muscular, and had a rugged look about him. His eyes were piercing green, and I felt myself getting lost in them as he stared back at me.

"It's all right," I managed to say, trying to keep my voice steady. "I just wasn't expecting anyone to be there."

He smiled at me, and I found myself melting under his gaze. "I'm Jensen," he said, extending his hand.

I shook his hand, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment. "I'm Sadie."

"Nice to meet you, Sadie," he said, a hint of flirtation in his voice. "You're new here, right?"

I nodded, suddenly feeling self-conscious. "Yeah, I just arrived last week."

"Well, you're in for a treat," he said, his eyes sparkling excitedly. "This place has some of the best food you'll ever taste."

As we made our way to the food line, Jensen and I continued to chat. He told me about his military time and the places he had been stationed. I found myself entranced by his stories and his rugged charm.

“Are you stationed on this ship?” I asked him. He shook his head.

“Why do you ask?”

“You said it has some of the best food.”

“Nah,” He chuckled. “I was being sarcastic. Although, your cooks are pretty incredible. The chief is originally from New Orleans, I won’t eat jambalaya from anyone but him.”

“Good to know,” I smiled. “Then you just randomly climb over Naval ships daily?”

“No,” He grinned. “Well, yes, maybe. It does happen a lot now that I think about it. We’re just here for training though.”

As we reached the front line, Jensen picked up a tray and gestured for me to do the same. We filled our plates with eggs, bacon, and toast, and then found a table to sit at.

As we ate, the conversation flowed easily between us. Jensen was easy to talk to, and I found myself opening up to him in a way I hadn't with anyone else.

"Where are you originally from?"

"North Carolina."

"That explains it."

"My accent?"

"Yes sir," I laughed. 

"Please don’t call me sir."  I smile. "I don't notice the accent, but everyone tells me I have one.

"I get that. I get told I have an accent, and I never notice it."

"You definitely can tell you're from New York."

"Jersey." I harumphed. He roared with laughter.

Jensen's laughter was contagious. It made me feel good to know that I could make him laugh like that. I smiled, feeling a warmth spreading through me. 

"So, Sadie, what do you do for fun around here?" Jensen asked, wiping his mouth with a napkin.

I shrugged. "I don't know; I haven't really had time to explore yet. I've been busy settling in."

Jensen nodded. "Well, too bad I'm not going to be here longer. There are some great hiking trails around here. We could have gone rock climbing."

I felt my heart skip a beat at the thought of spending more time with him. "That sounds like fun."

We finished our breakfast and made our way out of the mess hall, still chatting and laughing. As we walked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building in my chest. Something about Jensen drew me to him and made me want to spend more time with him.

He was absolutely off limits. I needed to steer clear of him, but I didn't want to.

"Are you on duty tonight?"

"No, I'll have liberty at three."

"Well, we are heading out tomorrow morning, but I know we're going to a bar tonight in town."

"I'm not twenty-one."

"I won't tell anyone." He chuckled. "We'll be at the Green Door tonight."

"Okay," I murmured as he turned to walk away.

As Jensen walked away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement mixed with nerves. Going to a bar was against the rules, and I didn't want to get in trouble on my first week at the military base. But at the same time, the thought of spending more time with Jensen was too tempting to resist.

I spent the rest of the day trying to focus on my tasks at hand, but my mind kept wandering back to Jensen and the bar. I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to let loose and have a little fun.

As the evening approached, I found myself getting dressed in my civilian clothes, feeling a mix of exhilaration and guilt. I knew I was taking a risk by going to the bar, but something about Jensen made me want to take that risk.

When I arrived at the Green Door, I could hear music and laughter spilling out onto the street. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door, walking into a dimly lit room filled with people. The air was thick with smoke and the smell of alcohol.  I could hear the clack of pool balls from the back the room.

I scanned the crowd, looking for Jensen. My heart leaped when I spotted him at the bar, a drink in his hand.

As I
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