
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Fragmentation

by

A.R. Moler


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places and incidents are a product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations or persons, living or dead is
entirely coincidental.






Copyright 2017 by AR Moler






Cover illustration by P.E.
Ash


Chronology of stories in the Division P
universe

Braided Lives

Hell Dogs Squadron

Seeking The Balance

Falling From a Height

Zero to 165

Don't Fret the Timing

Braided Lives 2

Begin and End With You

The
LD50 of
Memories

Fragmentation

Braided Lives 3 (Coming in
2018)


Chapter 1

It wasn’t the first time Shea Bradshaw
had woken up in a strange bed, but the most disturbing part was he
couldn’t figure out how he’d gotten there. There was someone behind
him and someone in front of him. That made three of them in one bed
and his head was so foggy and in so much pain that counting to
three qualified as a monumental feat.

Fact number two, he had on his boxers
and nothing else. Had there been sex? Shea shifted slightly and the
arm draped around him hugged him a little tighter, petting his
belly.

“Sssh, s’kay. You’re safe,” mumbled a
male voice.

He was in bed with a … guy. Er… okay.
Maybe last night had involved some serious walking on the wild
side. The person in front of him heaved a deep humming sigh and
pushed her blond hair out of her face. One guy, one girl, and Shea
was in the middle. Wow.

Shea snaked a hand up to rub his eyes,
which felt like they might fall out. All the warm skin pressed
against him seemed to tingle slightly, a subtle vibration like a
running motor. Weirdly, the sensation felt like the only thing
holding him this side of completely coming unglued.

“Just try to relax. I can tell you feel
like absolute shit,” said the woman. She touched Shea’s
cheek.

“I really need to hit the head,” Shea
replied.

The woman slid out of bed and pointed
to an open doorway. She wore panties and a T-shirt.

Shea got up, legs shaking, head
spinning and stumbled toward the bathroom. He managed to stay
standing long enough to take a leak before cold sweat trickled down
his body and he grabbed at the wall to ease his slither to the
floor.

A warm hand touched his shoulder. “Just
sit still, and breathe slow. You look like you’re going to pass
out.” There was a feeling of care in the touch and Shea weakly
tried to ignore it. He didn’t need to be dealing with someone
else’s emotions on top of his own.

Glancing at the man who knelt beside
him, Shea asked. “No offense, cause I’m in no position to object,
but who the hell are you?” The man had dusky bronze skin, dark hair
and dark eyes. He was dressed about the same as Shea, just
underwear.

“My name’s Skip Monacheke. I’m guessing
you don’t remember much about last night.”

“Nada. I’m assuming I got hammered
drunk somewhere.”

“Sort of, but not exactly,” said
Skip.

The woman came to the bathroom door
with a bottle of Gatorade in her hand. “This might help.” She
handed it to Skip, who opened it and held it out to
Shea.

Shea took it and had a gulp. His
stomach threatened to reject it. This had to be the worst hangover
he’d ever had.

“If you think you can stand up, why
don’t we get you up off the bathroom floor,” Skip said.

“Not a good idea. Think I might puke,”
Shea said, hoping maybe he wouldn’t.

“Okay, stay still then.” Skip took the
bottle from Shea’s hand and set it on the floor. “I think last
night’s a total blank for him.” Skip looked up at the
woman.

“I don’t know her name either,” Shea
said.

“I’m Lynn Bayliss. Nothing? What’s the
last thing you do remember?”

Shea dredged through his memory. “Doing
paperwork at the Amphib base. I think I was going to … a
party?”

“That’s where we met you,” Skip said.
“Lynn got a last minute invitation from a friend of a friend and we
decided we’d drop by for a little while. It was more of a rave than
a party but we hung around for a little while. The three of us
started talking and dancing. You went for a drink and less than
five minutes later you were slurring and stumbling and acting
totally disoriented. We’re pretty sure someone gave you a drink
spiked with roofies or something similar.”

“Fuck…” Shea muttered.

“We decided we’d try to take you home
to sleep it off, but halfway out to the car you got really upset
and we couldn’t get an address from you. It was a toss-up between
taking you to a hospital or just staying with you until it wore
off. You … there was a lot of crying and I think you had some kind
of a flashback.” Lynn gave him a concerned look. “You got really
sick all over yourself. We brought you here to my place and took
all the vomit covered clothes off. There was … you kept telling us
you needed to die. It had something to do with an explosion and a
teammate and the rest was really garbled.”

“Maybe we should have taken you to the
hospital, but I confess that having to explain why I was at a rave
would not have been a good career move since I’m a state trooper.”
Skip had a kind of embarrassed half smile.

Shea’s stomach quieted enough that he
picked up the Gatorade and took a small sip. The crushing guilt of
Kurt’s death was always simmering just below the surface. Most days
it took every ounce of self-control he had to keep the thoughts of
suicide just that, thoughts. It wasn’t that big of a surprise that
drugged out of his mind, he’d ranted about what he wanted to
do.

Lynn brushed her fingers through Shea’s
short cut hair. “Since the evening started out with all of us
flirting, when you were so upset that we thought you would try to
hurt yourself, we put you in bed between us.”

Her touch, Skip’s touch on his
shoulder, brought a sense of calm to Shea. “It’s okay. I get it.
Fuck, my head still hurts so bad,” Shea murmured

“If you think you can keep some Advil
down, I’ll give you a couple and you can go back to bed for a
couple of hours,” Lynn said.

“You’ve already gone above and beyond
to take care of me. I hate to hang around cluttering up your day.”
Shea looked up at Lynn.

“Your clothes are in the washing
machine. It’ll be an hour ‘til they’re dry. And honestly Shea, you
still look like absolute shit. I think you could use a few more
hours trying to get whatever they drugged you with out of your
system.” Lynn rubbed a couple fingers along the base of his skull
and it felt good.

“Thank you.” Shea let Skip help him up
off the floor. His balance was still seriously off and he was
embarrassingly glad Skip was holding onto him.

Back in the bedroom, Shea took the
offered Advil and laid down again. He fell asleep vaguely aware
that Lynn was still close to him.

~

Lynn looked up from her e-reader as
Skip brought her a cup of coffee. She was seated on the bed,
leaning back against the headboard. Shea slept a couple feet away
from her.

“You know, if it had been most anybody
but us with him last night…” Skip began.

“If he’d gotten behind the wheel, if
the person who drugged him had gotten whatever the hell they
wanted… there’s a thousand ifs and almost all of them would have
ended horrifically bad.”

“Do you think he’ll be okay? Some of
the stuff he said last night made me think he’s a single step away
from a suicide attempt.” Skip sat on the edge of the bed near
Lynn.

“Been there,” said Lynn
tersely.

“One of these days, I’d really like to
know more than just the broad strokes.”

“Eventually.”

Skip rubbed a hand along her ankle, and
Lynn smiled a bit. She knew how to wall him out of her head or let
him in. Maybe one day she’d let Skip see more than a hint of the
darkness she’d lived through. “Thanks for the coffee.”

“You’re welcome. I think I heard the
dryer buzz a few minutes ago. I’ll go see if his clothes are dry.”
Skip leaned forward and kissed Lynn.

She was tempted to hook a foot behind
him and pull him down on top of her, but if Shea woke up to the two
of them making out barely an arm’s reach away, she wasn’t sure if
that was too much. Lynn just watched as Skip stood up and walked
out of the bedroom.

~

Waking up the second time was less
miserable. The pain in Shea’s head had died down to a dull throb.
He opened his eyes to see Lynn sitting on the opposite side of the
bed. She was actually dressed now, in shorts and a tank top. She
was cutting something in her hands with a pair of scissors.
Construction paper?

Shea sat up slowly.

“Feeling any better?” Lynn
asked.

“Yeah, some.”

“Do you remember waking up
before?”

“Most of it. Where’s Skip?” Shea
asked.

“Talking to a cop buddy on the phone.
He’s trying to find out if you were the only one drugged last
night.”

“Oh.” Shea still didn’t feel like his
brain was hitting on all cylinders. “What time is it?”

“Not quite noon.”

“Damn… I guess it’s a good thing I
didn’t have duty today, or I’d be in deep trouble.”

“Skip and I did discuss trying to go
through the contact list on your phone and let someone know you
were more or less okay, but we weren’t sure who to
call.”

“It’s fine. I’d rather my new CO didn’t
know I spent one of my first nights in the area roofied at some
party I probably shouldn’t have gone to in the first place,” Shea
said. “That said, I probably should think about heading
home.”

“Your clothes are in a stack on the
floor beside the bed.” Lynn pointed. “And there’s a towel and a new
toothbrush on the counter in the bathroom.”

Shea nodded and crawled out of bed. He
still felt kind of miserable but not the “hit by a truck” level of
awful from earlier. He gathered up the neatly stacked clothes and
went in the bathroom.

~

Skip looked up from the pad of paper on
the kitchen table as Lynn walked toward him. “Did I hear Shea get
up again?”

“Yeah, he’s mostly functional at this
point. He’s in the shower.”

“I talked to a guy I know who’s Norfolk
PD and he says he heard through the grapevine that some woman
wrapped her car around a light pole last night. She was high as a
kite, and she’s in serious condition. No guarantees on whether it’s
related to Shea’s experience.” Skip leaned back and crossed his
arms.

Lynn gave Skip a solemn
look.

“You want more coffee?” he
asked.

“No. I’m fine. I guess I ought to
gather up all the construction paper off the bed. Maybe I’ll
actually get all those shapes cut before the daycare center opens
Monday morning.” She went back into the bedroom.

When she came back a few minutes later,
Shea trailed behind her.

“There’s coffee in the pot and cups in
the cupboard directly above,” she said. “Help yourself. Let me know
if you want some breakfast.”

“Thank you,” Shea replied. He got
himself some coffee and turned around to face Skip and Lynn. “I owe
both of you big time. I’ve heard of people getting roofied, then
mugged or raped or worse. Are you sure we just met last night? I
keep feeling like we’ve met before, but maybe it’s just my messed
up brain cells.”

“I don’t think so, but I supposed
there’s a random chance,” Skip said. “I suppose the next order of
business is where’d you leave your car? Unless you think you caught
a ride to the party with someone else?”

“I doubt it. I think someone just gave
me an address and said the party might kick off at ten.”

“Most of the attendees probably parked
on the surrounding streets. The easiest solution is probably to
drive around and look for your car, unless you have one of those
services that GPS tracks for you.”

“No. I always thought that was really
creepy. Expensive too.”

Skip smiled. “Can’t say I disagree on
the personal level.” As he watched Shea sipping coffee, Skip
remembered part of the reason why he’d been willing to flirt with
Shea last night. Long heavy musculature, the oval face and the
angle of Shea’s jaw just hit all of Skip’s buttons. The big
question, was Shea bi-curious enough to explore a relationship with
both him and Lynn, even if it was just a casual one? Shea hadn’t
panicked or seemed overly upset by waking up between Skip and Lynn,
but Skip had picked up that it wasn’t a common occurrence
either.

Last night, Shea had been acutely
vulnerable and had no active psychic defenses in place. He’d also
been stuck in some out of control grief state. Skip had sensed
pieces of the memory Shea was dealing with, but it had been tangled
up with the reaction to the drug. Skip had a suspicion Shea was
going to have to deal with the issue troubling him head on sooner
or later.

~

By a stroke of luck, it took less than
half an hour to find Shea’s car. Shea climbed out of the passenger
seat of Lynn’s car. Lynn and Skip got out too. Skip had been riding
in the back.

“Before this all went to
hell in a hand basket last night, I think there was discussion
about all of us getting together. I propose dinner, some place well
lit and safe, without a rave going on,” Lynn said.

Shea hesitated. Was he supposed to say
yes, or was this a rhetorical offer to make waking up in bed
between the two of them seem less odd? “Um, listen, I’m really
grateful for you two baling me out of a bad situation but I don’t
want to cause any problems like Skip thinking I’m hitting on
you.”

Lynn looked amused. “I guess with
everything that happened, we didn’t make it clear. We were kind of
hoping you’d think about doing a threesome with us.”

Mouth open, then shut, Shea had no idea
what to say to that.

“Last night, we’d just started to talk
about whether you’d be interested,” Skip said. “Then you got
drugged and we decided all plans were off because you were in no
position to consent to much of anything. You’re free to say no, but
the offer was from both of us.”

“I thought you were a couple.” Shea
shoved his hands in his pockets, not sure how he wanted to play
this.

“We are, sort of,” Lynn said. “Call it
a friends with benefits arrangement, because we haven’t decided if
this is a permanent relationship.”

“And you’d be willing to watch me fuck
your girlfriend?” Shea blurted out.

Skip leaned against the car. “Yes,
although the idea was we’d all have sex with each other. If you’re
not interested in having another guy involved, that’s okay. No harm
no foul, this is just an offer to explore the idea. If we have
dinner, we can get to know each other a little better, and you’re
still be free to say no.”

There was something weirdly appealing
about the idea. Shea said, “Dinner. No promises beyond that, other
than I’ll hear you out.”

“Let me give you my phone number,” said
Lynn.


Chapter 2

The next few days were busy for Shea.
He’d transferred from San Diego’s Naval Amphibious Base Coronado to
Joint Expeditionary Base East barely a week ago. Most people in the
area referred to it by the old name of Fort Story. He was trying to
settle into being on a new base and he was preparing to teach a
class, a refresher course in improvised explosive devices. Busy was
good in some ways. It distracted him a little from the memories
that he wanted to avoid. His last op had ended
catastrophically.

Shea’s phone buzzed in his pocket while
he sat in an empty classroom trying to decide what order he wanted
to introduce some of the common detonators types. He glanced at the
display and saw that it was his brother, Cam.

“Shouldn’t you be busy flying?” Shea
teased. His big brother was a Navy F/A-18 pilot and had been in the
Navy a couple more years than Shea.

“That was this morning. This
afternoon’s all briefings and paperwork. Have you got a place to
live yet? Or are you staying on base?”

“No, I signed a six month lease on a
one bedroom place off Shore Drive. It’ll do until I know whether
I’m getting deployed again anytime soon.”

“Are they making noises? I thought they
were guaranteeing you a year of teaching before sending you out
again,” Cam said. His tone was cautious.

“Supposedly but …there’s
politics.”

“Shea, you need some down time. More
than a few weeks, especially since you were injured on your last
op.”

“Get back on the horse and all that.”
Shea’s voice cracked a little as he said that. He wasn’t entirely
sure he was capable of going back in the field again and yet the
concept of never going back was pretty damn bleak too.

“Talk to me Shea. There’s things you’re
not telling me.”

“Can’t tell you,” Shea hinted, hoping Cam would assume he meant
security reasons.

“Um, okay. Swing by our house if you
have some free time this weekend. I’d like to see you. So would
Mason and Josie.” Cam mentioned his partner and his
daughter.

“I’ll see what I can do.”

After they said their goodbyes, Shea
stared at the ceiling for several long minutes. He was lying to his
brother. He was lying to his CO and he was lying to himself. Most
days, he was half inch from coming totally apart. His phone
vibrated again, this time with a text.

DINNER @7. PHO ON VA BCH BLVD. U, ME
& SKIP. YES?

The text was from Lynn. Shea heaved a
deep breath. If he was living on a razor’s edge, why the hell not.
He texted back confirmation.

~

“Should we take bets on whether he
actually shows?” Skip asked. He and Lynn lounged at a table not far
from the door of the restaurant. The large room was mostly
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