
  
    [image: Army Blue]
  


  
    
      ARMY BLUE

      
        THE SEXY SOLDIERS SERIES

        BOOK 8

      

    

    
      
        TAWDRA KANDLE

      

    

    
      TAWDRA KANDLE ROMANCE

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Tawdra Kandle

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About Army Blue

      

      
        Thank you, dear reader!

      

      
        Note from the author

      

      
        Glossary of Military Terms Used

      

    

    
      
        Seven Days Until Wedding Day

      

      
        Five Days Until Wedding Day

      

      
        Four Days Until Wedding Day

      

      
        Three Days Until Wedding Day

      

      
        Two Days Until Wedding Day

      

      
        One Day Until Wedding Day

      

      
        Wedding Day, Part One

      

      
        Wedding Day, Part Two

      

      
        Wedding Night

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Also by Tawdra Kandle

      

      
        About Tawdra Kandle

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT ARMY BLUE

          

        

      

    

    
      Wedding bells are ringing for Owen Hughes and Jacey Braggs, the last two in their close circle of friends to tie the knot. They’re crazy in love, and they can’t wait to spend the rest of their lives together. Everything should be sunshine and rainbows.

      But even true love doesn’t guarantee a smooth path to happily-ever-after when you’re a career soldier.

      First there’s the gigantic task of bringing all of their friends and family to West Point for the big day. Then there’s the stress of making their wedding exactly what they both want it to be. Add in the threat of a last-minute deployment, a little family tension and a freak snowstorm . . . and it’s going to take all of their friends’ help and support to give Jacey and Owen the day they deserve.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        In memory of my daddy and mommy,

        who were part of the 2% Club and left me multiple pictures of Flirtation Walk . . .

        And to my husband, with whom I fell in love over thirty years ago at West Point.

        And finally, to the Army football team,

        who has held my heart for over fifty years and always will.

        GO ARMY BEAT NAVY

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THANK YOU, DEAR READER!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for choosing this book and deciding to read it. You totally rock.

      I’d like to get to know you better! Each week, I send out a chatty newsletter, with book news, sales and giveaways. You can sign up for it right here.

      Enjoy your book! <3

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      While the men and women in this series of books are part of the 94th Infantry Division, which is a very real and very distinguished division in the United States Army, the 94th ID in these stories is fictional.

      When I wrote these books, the post was still Fort Lee. As of April 27, 2023, it is now called Fort Gregg-Adams. The new name honors two Black former officers who helped make the military more racially inclusive, and I applaud the change.

      While Fort Lee of course does exist in the same place in Virginia, next to the town of Petersburg, adjacent to the famous Civil War battlefield, nothing in these stories is meant to portray aspects of the real-life post or town.

      I chose this location because it was familiar to me—or it was thirty-six plus years ago, when my husband and I were briefly stationed there. Still, any errors in description of the location or the procedures in the Army or any other details are inadvertent and should be considered a fictionalization, not a deliberate choice. Thank you for your understanding.

      PS: Check out the history of the real 94th ID. They were called Patton’s Golden Nugget in World War II; the division landed on Utah Beach on D Day+94 in 1944 and were also responsible for countless victories in Europe in 1944 and 1945. These brave men helped the Allies win the war.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GLOSSARY OF MILITARY TERMS USED

          

        

      

    

    
      BDU: Battle Dress Uniform, more commonly known as fatigues. This is the uniform worn by most soldiers on duty. These are made of a heavy camouflage cotton, either in dark green (jungle fatigues) or lighter sand colors (desert fatigues).

      BOQ: Bachelor Officer Quarters, where unmarried officers can live. Officers also have the option to live off-post, in their own rented or owned home. While on temporary duty, officers are assigned quarters in the BOQ at their temporary post.

      PT: Physical Training, which is a set of morning exercises required of all soldiers.

      TDY: Temporary Duty, wherein a soldier is temporarily assigned to a post other than his/her permanent assignment. Temporary duty might be assigned for a short course, for training, or for a limited-time duty of another sort.

      PCS: Permanent Change of Station, where a soldier and his/her family move from one permanent assignment to another. This usually takes places every 3-4 years, depending on the branch of service or other circumstances.

      Dress Blues: the uniform worn by Army officers and enlisted men on more formal occasions.

      Air Assault School: In Fort Campbell, Kentucky, the United States Army Air Assault School qualifies soldiers to conduct air mobile and air assault helicopter operations, to include aircraft orientation, sling-load operations, proper rappelling techniques and fast-rope techniques.

      MP: Military police

      E-5: A Non-Commissioned Officer rank (Sergeant)

      USMA: United States Military Academy at West Point, an academy established in 1802 for the purpose of training an officer corps. Located on the Hudson River in New York.

      ROTC: Reserve Officers Training Corps, or the college program by which students commit to training for reserve or active duty following graduation in exchange for some tuition/expenses coverage.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SEVEN DAYS UNTIL WEDDING DAY

          

          JACEY

        

      

    

    
      “Babe, wake up.”

      The words penetrated the fog of sleep that enveloped me, but it was my fiancé’s hand on my arm that made my eyes flutter open. We’d been together for two years now; any rational person might expect that I’d be used to feeling Owen’s fingers on my skin, but his touch never failed to make my heart pound a little faster.

      “Hmmmm.” I shifted in the uncomfortable vinyl passenger seat and blinked against the light streaming through the windshield. “What’s up? Where are we?”

      “Just about there.” Owen grinned at me, and I couldn’t help smiling back. “We’ll be in Highland Falls in a few minutes. I went around the long way so we can go in through Thayer Gate. It’s the way I first saw her, and I wanted you to get your first view the same way.”

      “Her.” Groping for the lever on the side of my seat, I moved the back into a sitting position. “I can’t believe you call the place you went to college her. Should I be jealous?”

      “Nah.” Owen winked. “You’ve got it all over the gray lady. First of all, you’re a hell of a lot warmer than she is. And softer. And much, much sexier.” He lifted my hand and pressed his lips to my palm. “Speaking of sexier . . .”

      “Nope.” I curled my fingers, scraping them lightly over his scruff-covered jaw. “Sorry, dude. I’m not giving in on this one. We promised Father Ed.”

      He sighed heavily. “Yeah, but . . . Father Ed’s in Hawaii. What he doesn’t know isn’t going to hurt him.”

      “Owen.” Drawing my hand back, I crossed my arms over my chest. “We made a promise, and it wasn’t just to our priest. We promised God.”

      “Do you really think God cares if we go without sex for a week before our wedding, when we’ve been sleeping together for over two years? It’s like pretending to be something we’re not.” He gripped the steering wheel a little tighter and cast me a pleading sideways glance. “Besides that, it doesn’t make any sense to abstain this week of all times. We’re going to be stressed, right? With all the wedding stuff and the families and people flying in from all over. So shouldn’t we be doing everything we can to relieve that stress, rather than letting it build up?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Nice try, buddy. But Father Ed didn’t ask very much of us during our pre-Cana course, and considering he made the deal with the priest here that he’d do the premarital counseling, even though he’s not the one marrying us . . . I think the least we can do is honor the promise we made. Plus, do you really think we’re going to be in the mood for sexy times when our parents are staying in the same hotel? Possibly in the room next door?”

      Owen sighed heavily. “You underestimate me, Jace. I’m very creative and inventive, and I’m positive I could find a place where our parents aren’t around. Remember, I spent four years at this place. I know all the best make-out spots.”

      “I’m sure you do, and that’s a wonderful thing to bring up a week before our wedding—all the girls you hooked up with when you were at the academy. Thanks for that.”

      “Baby, I don’t remember a single one. The minute I met you, all my memories of other women faded to nothing.” He smiled so sweetly that I could’ve sworn my insides began to melt. “You know you’re everything to me. You’re the only woman I’ve ever loved, and you’re the only one I’m ever going to love.”

      “That’s beautiful, sweetie. I love you, too.” And if he kept it up, I was afraid he’d wear me down, and I’d end up letting him do me up against some gray granite wall on post. Distraction in the form of a change of topic was in order. “Oh, look! Welcome to Highland Falls. This is it, huh? The little town where you had big fun when you were a little baby cadet?”

      Owen snorted. “I was never a little baby cadet. I was Army strong from the day I arrived, when the man in the red sash told me to drop my bag. But yeah, this is where my friends and I would come to eat when we were allowed off post. I’m not sure about big fun . . . but it felt like a wonderful place compared to all the restrictions at West Point. It was freedom and a taste of the real world.”

      I couldn’t even imagine. I’d grown up in southern California and attended college there for only a few years before I’d dropped out, but my experience had been nothing like Owen’s four years at West Point. This I knew for sure.

      “I can’t wait for you to show me everything. I want to see all your old hang-outs, all the things you’ve told me about over the past couple of years.” Craning my neck, I peered through the window. “That’s the gate right up in front of us?”

      “Yeah, this is it.” Owen reached into his back pocket, pulling out his wallet. “Can you get out my ID so they’ll let us on post?”

      “Sure.” I was used to the routine of security when it came to driving on and off Army posts. Our townhouse was off-post; military housing was insanely scarce on the island of Oahu, despite the number of Army, Navy, Marine and Air Force installments there. Since Owen worked on Schofield Barracks, and I did our grocery shopping there, I was accustomed to pausing to show my ID. I slid the laminated card from his wallet and passed it over as we slowed to a stop at the guard booth.

      The MP standing there glanced at the ID and then snapped a salute. “Sir!” He bent to peer into the window. “Where are you headed today, sir?”

      I smothered a smile as Owen fairly jumped at the chance to tell his news to someone. “Well, right now, we’re going to check in at the Thayer. I’m back at West Point this week to get married at the Cadet Chapel.” Leaning back a little, he pointed at me. “This is my fiancée. She’s never been here before, so I’m looking forward to showing her all around.”

      “Congratulations, sir.” The MP nodded at me. “And ma’am. I hope everything goes well for your wedding. You sure did pick a pretty time of year.”

      Owen chuckled. “Gets pretty damn gray in the January and February timeframe, doesn’t it?”

      The soldier grinned. “Sure can, sir. We had an intense winter this year, but spring’s here now, so you should be safe.” Standing, he saluted again. “Go right ahead, sir.”

      Owen eased the rental car forward slowly, veering to the right and up the steep driveway in front of the Thayer.

      “Wow,” I breathed. “It looks like a fortress. Or a castle.”

      “Yeah, it’s impressive.” Pride and warmth filled Owen’s voice. “I remember the first time we came here. It was right before I’d received my appointment, and I was afraid coming up before I knew for sure might jinx my chances, but my dad convinced me that we should at least take a look at West Point, so I was sure about what I was getting into.” He snorted. “Of course, I had no fucking clue even so, but I remember seeing the hotel and thinking that there was no other place in the world I wanted to go.”

      “Do you regret that decision? Or did you?” Unlike some other USMA grads I’d met since we’d lived in Hawaii, Owen didn’t talk up his time at the academy or flash his ring. He’d told me some stories about his years at West Point, but I always had a sense that there was more he wasn’t saying.

      “I don’t regret finishing.” He pulled up alongside the entrance of the hotel. “And if I hadn’t gone to West Point, I wouldn’t have been in the Army . . . which means I wouldn’t have met you.” He shifted the car into park and turned in his seat to smile at me. “And you, my love, are worth every moment I spent here, even the ones I hated.”

      A lump rose in my throat. God, I loved this man. Every time I thought he’d shown me every sweet nuance of his soul, he said or did something that blew my mind again.

      “You’re kind of awesome, you know that?” I unbuckled my
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