
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Hot For Soldier

(M/F: Erotica Romance, Stud, Cheeky Brunette,
Trickery)

 


Sophie Sin

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2015 Lunatic Ink Publishing

 


Disclaimer:

Involves one woman and her quest to see her
man one last time before he leaves for the Iraq conflict. All acts
occur among consenting adults over the legal age of consent for the
reader's area of abode. All participants depicted as over 25 years
of age without exception.

 


Description:

Kate can't let Jake go off to war without
'finishing off where they left off'. With this being his last day
in the States, she has it in her mind to give him what he's been
begging for since they first started going out. Tonight, Kate is
going to give him anything and everything he wants – no
restrictions, nothing held back.

 


You can find more by Sophie Sin
at:

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/SophiaSin


Kate Dane lies flat on her face, her black
sheets pushing into her face and the smell of the one that she is
pining over – Jake Brightman, her lover and boyfriend – filling her
nose. Around her the sounds of her family going about their lives
is a reminder of the one that is missing. If the Iraq War hadn't
happened then Jake would be lying here with her, his huge arms
wrapped around the younger woman's body, perhaps laying a kiss on
her forehead and telling her about his training at the base.

Reaching out, Kate grips the photo that fell
from her medical textbooks and turns her head to look straight at
it. It was a good day: Jake had an unexpected day off and came over
to visit. The photo of them smiling with an ice cream pressed to
each other's lips in the park down the road was taken by Harry, a
long-term family friend. It's off center because they were stoned
at the time. All the warmth and love that she felt that day fills
her. 2 years absence starting tomorrow, can she really handle
that?

A knock at the door makes her look upwards.
Sarah, her older sister, is standing there with a music magazine
under her left arm. As usual she follows the younger generation's
family tradition of wearing rock wear around the house (and often
elsewhere). She thinks her sister looks great, if a little red
around the eyes.

“You ok, babe?”

Kate sits up. Sarah's eyes stray across the
photo sitting next to her leg. It's clear what she's been thinking
about. She doesn't answer. Kate doesn't need to hear it because
Sarah understands completely. She's not the only one with a marine
for a boyfriend.

Her sister comes in and sits down on the
edge of Kate's double bed and puts her magazine on her lap, the
woman's hands crinkling into it.

“Me and Barry broke
up.”

Kate sits up straight. Sarah's back curves
and she rubs an eye. She watches her. What happened? They were so
good together. She asks these questions and Sarah explains.

“He's going to be away for
2 years, maybe much more. The army life is what he wants. If we
were to get more serious than we already are, what do you think our
married life would be like?”

“But you love him,” Kate
states.

“Love isn't always enough.
I don't think I can stay faithful to him for 2 years and I doubt
that he can. We are that type of people.”

The younger sister's mind is on Jake. She
runs a hand through her medium length brown and shakes her head. It
would never happen. They are tight. Her sister and Barry are
different.

“Are you sure about this,
sis?” she asks. “You can still change your mind.”

Sarah shrugs. Her reply is silence. Kate
slips up and wraps the woman up in her arms. They stay like this
for some time as tears fall one-by-one down to the magazine on
Sarah's lap.

“What if this was your
last chance with Jake, that after this it would be all over,” Sarah
whispers, a sob punctuating it, “What would you do if you knew
there was no more time?”

“I'd go see him and tell
him that it's not our last chance and that we will be together
forever.”

Turning around, her sister smiles at
her.

“You know, it might really
be your last chance. Iraq is a war. They are going into
combat.”

“I know
that...”

“Then, why are you not
trying to see him? If I had the chance to do it over one more time
then I would have spent more time with Barry before we reached the
point where we needed to have a talk.”

Jake is on a ship out in the Los Angeles
Harbor. He is surrounded by soldiers and guards. Tensions about the
war have been high. her man can't leave the ship nor can Kate get
on it. With tomorrow being the leaving day, there's really not much
that she can do.

“Think about it,” Sarah
says, standing up and making her way to the door. “It might be your
last chance.”


Kate surges through the family living room
towards the front door. Her mum, who is cooking lunch in the
kitchen, looks up as she passes.

“Are you going to have
some food, darling?”

The young woman throws up a hand and grabs
at her jacket, pulls it on and rushes towards the door. Her
mother's brow crinkles, but she says nothing. Perhaps she
understands her daughter's situation well enough to know that a
little bit of strange behavior is to be expected.

Just as she reaches the door, her friend
Harry Trent steps through the door, holding a fashion magazine. He
jerks to a halt as Kate nearly runs into him.

“Hey kid, where you going
in such a hurry,” the short, intellectual sounding man
asks.

Kate blinks a few times, coming out of the
trance that she was in and starts explaining.

“You are going to see
Jake? Are you crazy? Those army guys have been arresting people who
come to protest the war. Think about what they would do to someone
who tried to get on one of their ships.”

“I have to try. I can't
let this opportunity pass.”

Harry sighs and gives his friend a small
smile.

“I was going to try and
put the moves on your sister, but I guess friends come
first.”

“Are you sure? She's
single now, you know.”

Her friend shrugs.

“Sarah will be impressed
if I can get you on the ship. I heard that Barry is out of the
picture, but I don't think she needs another guy right now. This is
all part of my genius plan to get into her life.”

The guy has been trying to do that since
high school with little effect. Probably the truth is that they
have never been single at the same time. Right now would be the
first time. Sarah definitely likes him. Kate is tempted to let him
have his chance, but needs the help more.

“Ok, let's go. I'll fill
you in on the details as we go.”


This is never going to work. That was what
she said to Harry the moment that he pulled up to the Army Surplus
Depot in a small area near where Kate lives in his old beat up pick
up truck; however, here she is and it's working.

“Damn you, marines!” a
woman screams at them, spittle flowing from her mouth and coating
the side of Harry's brand new camo shirt with his name stitched on
the front right breast pocket.

“Back away,” one of the
soldiers protecting the main walkway where dozens of marines are
trying to make their way up to the safety of the ship from the
large trucks that have been unloading them for the last 30 minutes
that Harry and Kate have been working their way through the crowds.
No one backs away. The demonstrators are getting agitated. No one
has turned up to negotiate with them – to appease their anguish
that America is starting another scrap in a country that seemly
doesn't deserve it. Stumbling over the hard broken concrete of the
wharf area to the ship through these people has been an experience
that has been very challenging so far. Every time they think they
are making progress, someone will push them backwards towards the
large gray warehouse buildings that line pier 22 where Tropic 3,
the huge warship that will carry the troops over to Iraq, is
stationed.

Almost making it to the front this time,
they are pushed back this time by a fat man and an equally fat,
enraged woman that screams that they will never get on to kill the
children of Iraq. Harry tries to push forward, but this seems to
anger the protesters even more. Four large men turn on them. It is
clear by the heat in their eyes that this is going to turn nasty
any second now.

“Step away from those
marines.”

A black man with a M16 pointed straight at
the leader walks straight through the crowd to stop behind the four
men.

“If you dare do violence
on them, I will order my team to deploy the dog unit on you.” He
points back to the German shepherds that are licking each other and
sniffing one anothers' butts. They don't look menacing, but
everyone has seen those police dog attack videos on the web. The
threat is what they could do, not what they are doing. “Stand down
now!”

The three men put up their hands and step
away. None of them want anything to do with the tall man, his guard
team or the dogs. They quickly move back through the crowd and are
consumed by it like some hungry monster eating its own.

“Are you two insane? These
people are on the verge of a riot!” the man shouts over the
crowd.

Dragging them to the front, he orders them
up the walkway.

“We made it,” Kate
whispers. “I thought that was going to get bad.”

Harry glances over his shoulder and shakes
his
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