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	Admiral’s Office

	32nd Naval Station

	San Diego California...
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	Elijah…

	frowned as he stood at attention before his admiral.

	"Excellent job McAvoy...this accommodation is well deserved." Admiral Logan smiled, and Elijah's frown grew. 

	"Sir...thank you...but I wanted to be the one to inform his family. It's something that I need to do." He stated, Admiral Logan saw the shudder go through Elijah's body, sighed, then frowned slightly.

	"Son...I know how close you and Rear Admiral Holsinger were...but unfortunately I need you off continent." He countered as he took a seat at his desk, and Elijah's eyes widened.

	"But Sir surely one day won't..." Elijah tried, when the Admiral cut him off.

	"It cannot be helped Captain McAvoy. I understand completely, believe me I do...I've lost a dear friend as well...however this is a must. I am sure Rear Admiral Holsinger's family will understand. Sergeant Nichols..." 

	The Admiral countered, when Elijah cut him off now.

	"Nichols...Sir he doesn't give a sh... Sir his tact isn't the finest. I urge you to..." Elijah pleaded once more, but the Admiral shook his head no.

	"This conversation is finished Captain McAvoy...I have made my decision. Your team comes first. Now...I need you off continent with your team yesterday. Commander Park has your briefing packet, so please see him. If anything, you can visit with his family once you return stateside." Admiral Logan stated with finality; his dark brown face devoid of all emotion. Elijah nodded stiffly, saluted, then left the Admiral's office.

	Once in the hallway his chest felt as if it would explode. 

	Never in his life had he felt such white-hot anger. 

	He couldn't imagine what she was feeling at that moment, but he swore once he returned, he would see her first thing.

	 


Barracks
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	“Where we..

	 

	headed to?" Mac asked as he readied his gear, then placed the photo of his twin boys in his fatigue jacket. Elijah blinked, then swallowed hard.

	"So, he wouldn't let you?" Gibbs asked frowning, Elijah shook his head no, then blinked rapidly to keep the emotion he felt in check.

	"That's fucked up. Holb was a part of us! This is the shit that pisses me off to no end! He was us, and it should have been one of us to tell his wife. Someone who actually knew him, lived with him, loved him! Who the fuck did they send?" Avery spat turning red in the face, when Elijah's scowl deepened.

	"Nichols." Elijah spat back, his team huffed up wide eyed when they frowned even deeper.

	"Are you fucking kidding me?" Mac screeched, when Elijah exhaled noisily shaking his head no.

	"I wouldn't allow fucking Nichols to tell someone their dog died, let alone a mother her son, and a wife her husband!" Shelly cried, and the team nodded.

	"We ship out in 20." Elijah stated, ran his fingers through his hair, then walked off.

	Shelly groaned, then went after him.

	"I'm so sorry Captain...I know how close you and Holby were." She comforted, and to his surprise she embraced him. Elijah drew back frowning, then nodded as she smiled. "I may be a S.E.A.L Sir...but I'm still a girl." She laughed, and Elijah couldn't help smiling.

	"Fine Hall...get your shit in gear." He said gruffly attempting not to grin, she grinned saluting, then walked back into the barracks. 

	Elijah took a deep breath to settle his emotions as he stood momentarily staring at his team. He was now officially in charge of eight lives due to what he did in Fallujah, and he just prayed that he could do even half the job that Holby had.

	 "I love you bro." He whispered, kissed his dog tags for luck, then headed towards his Lieutenant Commander. 

	They were back to Fallujah...and that pissed him off the most.

	 


Chapter One

	Two Years Later

	Santa Clarita California

	Then there was one...
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	I sighed..

	as I looked at the picture of Holby. That amazing smile and caramel complexion had me at first sight. 

	He'd been a love to last me a lifetime...or so I thought. 

	We'd met in the fifth grade, and it was instant love for me. Through the years a wonderful friendship developed, and I was simply fine with that. Family holidays, graduations, everything that life had to offer; he was right there at my side.

	The shudder went through my body, and I blinked back the tears, because he was killed in Fallujah two years ago today. We had a whirlwind courtship, and marriage just seemed to be the next plateau for us. 

	I loved that man with everything in me and would swear to this day that I would never love like that again. 

	He was everything to me...however fate claimed him for her own. 

	I peered around my living room, exhaled noisily once more, then simply stood there. I was contemplating putting the house on the market because it was just too big for me alone. Holby and I wanted a passel of children, so when we brought the home a four bedroom just seemed like it would suit us best. 

	However, for the last two years I just wasn't sure if I should keep it, especially being by myself with no intentions of dating anyone. My besties Carrie and Kassandra were at that very moment attempting to get me to get back out there but being a widow at 33 just seemed a mouthful to actually have to explain to someone; not to mention the fact that I just wasn't interested in dating anyone. But they couldn't seem to understand that. 

	Actually no one could!

	My parents were always after me to find a nice man and settle down, that Holby wouldn't want me to live like this. I felt so much rage inside of me that I was sure that I didn't need to be dating anyone; let alone attempting to erase my husband's memory. 

	Holby was life to me! So why the hell would I want to forget that...and move on?

	 People made my head hurt most times, so I would simply ignore them, and live my life as I saw fit. I knew that I couldn't hold onto him like that forever, I knew that he wouldn't want me to; but what they couldn't seem to understand was that I wasn't ready to give him up! I had pretty much become a hermit for the last two years, attempting to deal with his death in my own way. 

	Was it healthy...I'm sure it wasn't, but it was my way of dealing; and I just didn't feel that I needed to give anyone an explanation for my way of grieving. I looked at the stack of cumes on the coffee table, sighed, then frowned. I had taken a sabbatical for the last two years attempting to get my mind right for teaching, and it had actually worked. I was due back in January, and I was actually looking forward to it. 

	Teaching had been my joy in life, until the day the Navy showed up during one of my lectures to inform me that my husband had been killed in action; and whatever the classroom held for me dissipated in an instant!

	I took a deep breath, placed the photo of us together back on the mantel, inhaled settling myself, wiped the tear from my eye, then turned and made my way towards the kitchen; Dobby my cat following me meowing. I smiled, then hit the dispenser bowl so a treat would fall down for him. He rubbed up against my legs for several moments, meowed again, then sauntered to his bowl. I chuckled to myself, then shook my head. 

	He was such a cat daddy. 

	As I reached for the coffee pot to pour myself a cup of coffee my doorbell rang. I frowned because I knew my meddling ass mother and I didn't have a lunch date today. To be the child of a Colombian /Creole mother was a serious pain in the ass. She was a combination of guilt, and you gone do right; and rightly so it got on my last nerve sometimes. I looked at the clock on the wall and my frown deepened.

	It couldn't be my mother, because she would have at least called me at this time of the morning to let me know that she was coming. 

	It was barely 8am! 

	I had trouble sleeping for the last two years, so being up this early was a given for me. I walked towards the door, when the bell rang again causing me to frown.

	 


Oh Wow!

	Giant Much

	[image: Image]

	As I …

	snatched the door open my mouth dropped to my chest. The man standing before me could have easily passed for a beautiful giant. His buzzed cut sable hair was longer on the top, the smile was practically blinding white, and the midnight ocean blue eyes could actually have me lost in them. He was at least a foot taller than me, and I would swear took up my entire doorway! He smiled, then extended his hand.

	"Good morning ma'am...I'm Jinx..." He said grinning slightly now, when I pulled a face.

	"Jinx?" My brow knitted, when I realized that he was dressed in military fatigues.

	"Oh shit...I mean McAvoy ...Elijah." He stated nervously, when I tried not to grin.

	"Okay Mr. Elijah McAvoy...how can I help you this morning?" I sent back actually grinning now, because he was actually funny without even meaning to be. He breathed out deeply, when I noticed the shudder go through his body as he ran his fingers through his hair.

	"Holb was my best friend." He stated quietly, I gaped, then looked up at him wide-eyed. I nodded, then swallowed the lump that was instantly in my throat. I nodded for a second time, then moved back from the door to invite him in. 

	My brow furrowed as I realized that he actually seized his gear from my porch, then bent to enter the living room. He noticed me looking at the huge ass duffel bags, then gave me a sheepish look.

	"I promised Holb that as soon as I got back to the states, I would check on you; guess I was a bit anxious." He said, when I nodded once more completely confused.

	"Would you like a cup of coffee?" I offered, he swallowed hard once more, then seemed to relax as he nodded. I also noticed he had a slight accent. "Where ya from?" I inquired as I motioned him towards the kitchen. "You can just leave your gear there. I'm not feeling that Iraqi sand in my shag carpet." I stated, he grinned, then nodded.

	"Holb said you were a bit O.C.D." He laughed, my breath caught, when I turned sharply to look up at him wide-eyed. He scowled, muttered something to himself, then shook his head.  "I'm sorry...it just sort of came out." He apologized, when I waved it off.

	"I'm fine...it's been two years now." I returned as I motioned for him to take a seat at the island.

	But deep inside it still hurt to hear something like that.

	Not as bad...but it hurt all the same. 

	“When did you get here...or out for that matter?" I chuckled, when he returned it.

	"This morning. I'm on leave for the next six months." He said, when I stared at him open mouthed.

	"Wow...and this was the first place you came?" I whispered shocked.

	"Aah yea...like I said; I promised Holby." He said, fiddled with the coffee cup I'd given him, when I placed the cream and sugar next to it attempting to blink back the tears.

	"Why, and when did you promise him that? I don't remember him ever mentioning you in any of his emails, letters or video calls." I stated quietly as I turned to steady myself on the counter. The Navy never told me how my husband died...just that he did in the service of his country...and the United States owed me a debt of gratitude. 

	Gratitude my ass...because it sure as hell didn't bring back my husband.

	"Like I said ma'am they called me Jinx." He countered smiling slightly. I thought about that for several moments, then gasped.

	"Oh my god! That's you?" I cried as I whirled to face him with a slight grin, suddenly remembering all the shenanigans my husband said his buddy Jinx got him and his team into. He was the guy who was always yelling, “Hay Mrs. Holsinger!” in the background of Holby’s video calls. He grinned, then nodded as he poured sugar, then cream into his coffee. I pulled a face at the amount. 

	"Like a lil coffee wit your sugar and cream?" I grinned, when he looked up surprised.

	"Yea...we like it sweet in the Bayous." He laughed winking, when I realized that his accent was Cajun! 

	“So, what brings you here this morning Mr. McAvoy?" I asked and was surprised that I instantly liked him.

	"It's just Elijah ma'am...Eli really...and well...it was sort of..." He swallowed hard blinking, then looked away from me.

	"First off...stop calling me ma'am. I'm sure we're about the same age." I stated, when he looked up grinning, then nodded. "And second...it's fine...you can tell me. Actually, I would like very much to know how he died, if it isn't too much to ask." I declared quietly, he shook his head no, and I saw that he began blinking rapidly. 

	I exhaled, walked to him placing his head on my chest, then embraced him blinking back my own tears. 

	I had accepted my husband's death...but obviously he hadn't. 

	I was surprised at the fierceness of his embrace. 

	I smoothed his hair back, kissed his forehead, then stepped back from him returning to the counter. 

	"How did he die?" I asked exhaling deeply as I turned to face him. He drew the palm of his hand to his eyes shaking his head no, when I noticed that it caused the portion of his hair that was longer on top to fall forward, making him look like a little boy. 

	I suddenly wondered how he was able to get away with that hair in the Navy.

	"I was with him, but it's not somethin you want, or need to know, darlin. But he loved you more than anything." He inhaled, then looked up giving me a watery smile. I returned it, poured a shot of bourbon from the bottle that was sitting on the counter into his coffee grinning, when he threw his head back laughing.

	"So, tell me what it was like being stationed with my husband. Are you hungry?" I asked, he nodded vigorously, when I laughed.

	 


My Husband was a serious 

	bad ass!
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	We talked...

	for the next two hours, and my heart hadn't felt that light in two years. Elijiah had just return from a 2-year gig he couldn’t tell me about. I knew my husband was a bad ass, and the fact that he was one of the first African Americans to make Rear Admiral for the Navy at his age was incredible. 

	I was against him being a S.E.A.L, but it was what he wanted most; so, I simply had to accept it. However, I was so fricken proud of him. I could see from the way Elijah spoke of Holby that he not only admired and respected Holby, but there was serious brotherly love there. 

	"So, what will you do now that you're on leave?" I asked looking up at him as he helped me clean up the kitchen placing the dishes in the dishwasher. 

	"Not sure. Been in the Navy since I was 18, never was one much for leave. There isn't much else I know." He stated.

	"And how long are you staying in Los Angeles?" I asked wiping my hands on the dish towel, then handed it off to him.

	"Not sure about that either...just thought I needed to come pay my respects." He smiled, did the same, then placed the dish towel on the sink, and I nodded smiling too. 

	I suddenly got a crazy idea.

	"Well, you can camp out here if you like until you decide?" I offered, he frowned slightly, opened his mouth to say something, closed it, opened it again, then closed it sighing as if he actually didn’t know what to say. 

	“It’s totally fine.” I laughed.

	"Ma'am thank you but..." He began, when I waved it off cutting him off.

	"Stop with the ma'am!" I fussed, and he laughed nodding. "It's totally fine. This is a 4-bedroom house, and most of the time I'm here by myself. We thought we'd fill it with children..." I paused, exhaled, then looked off from him. 

	He embraced me suddenly, then kissed my forehead.

	"Yea...I know. It was the one thing Holb wanted more than you." He whispered, then stepped back from me.

	I looked up at him shocked. 

	Did they really talk about me like that?

	"What else did Holby tell you about me?" I questioned frowning slightly, when he chuckled.

	"Not much." He returned shaking his head, when I smiled slightly.

	"You are a terrible liar Mr. McAvoy, but it's completely fine, you can stay." I asserted with finality, when he smirked nodding.

	"Eli really...or Jinx." He smiled, I nodded, then frowned at his bags.

	"But put that mess on the patio." I commanded, when he laughed as he looked towards his gear. He went to them, then began separating it. "The washer is on the service porch, and I have tons of laundry soap. The perks of having a Blacktina mama." I affirmed, he paused, then laughed.

	"Yea, from what I heard Vivianna is a handful." He came out with laughing once more, my breath caught, when I scowled up at him. 

	"You know about my mom?" I sang out, when he nodded grinning.

	"Yea..." Was all he laughed, when my eyes narrowed.

	What had Holby been telling him about my mother.

	"So, what don't you know about me?" I bayed, as it was just a bit creepy!

	"Hummm...honestly...I can't think of one thing that I don't. Holb talked a lot about you. We were together for six years Mena." He rose amused with a concentrated look on his face, when I pointed him towards the washer with his dirty clothes. 

	I tried to ignore the fact that he'd called me Mena and not Ximena. 

	I turned my nose up, when he snorted.

	"Well...when the Navy says go...you pretty much do what they say." He chuckled as he shoved all the clothes in the washer, and I gasped.

	"You aren't even going to separate them?" I cried, when he shook his head no as he pulled a face.

	"Ain't got time for that Nena. Only women do that." He countered, when I exhaled harshly. 

	It was the same thing Holby said anytime I asked him that! 

	Obviously, they spent a lot of time together, so it made no sense why I was meeting him for the first time. He took off his fatigue jacket, shoved it into the washer, snatched off his boots, tossed the socks in as well, then shrugged grinning as he reached for the detergent. I caught it, then snatched it from his hands. 

	"You are not about to screw up my washer!" I snapped, portioned out the soap and he just stood there laughing.

	"Wait!" He suddenly yelped as he caught my hand, jerked out the fatigue jacket, took what looked like a photograph from the front pocket, then grinned as he put it in his back pocket.

	"What was that?" I pried looking up at him, when he simply grinned shrugging. I exhaled noisily, portioned out the soap once more, and he chuckled as he watched me.

	"Holb said you were a bit bougie." He snickered, and I gawked up at him.

	"I am not! And what the hell do you know about bougie anyway, white boy." I muttered as I placed the detergent back, when he clicked his tongue.

	 "Excuseeee me...but I've dated my fair share of Black and Latin women." He declared bobbing his neck as he snapped his finger, and I couldn't help laughing.

	"Fine Eminem...c'mon." I countered, he snorted, snatched up his bag; then followed me from the service porch heading towards the stairs. "You can have the room on the right. I'm in the last one at the end of the hall." I said as I opened the door, and he followed me in.

	"Are you sure this is okay? I don’t want you feelin obligated because of

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
images/image-3.jpeg





images/image-4.jpeg





images/image-3.png







images/image-4.png







images/image-5.png
Ohen @(mtemym(w% Love

heetz Bovon Gal Manic







images/image-6.png







cover.jpeg










images/image-2.png






images/image-2.jpeg





















images/image.png






images/image.jpeg





images/image-1.png





images/image-1.jpeg














