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I was over the moon about the selection. I had put in for it many times, but this was the first time I was selected to go to the lifeguard competition in San Diego.

"You will do us proud Ruby," my Captain told me.

"I will certainly do my best," I told him as we shook hands.

It was a friendly competition between four of the top lifeguards in the state of California, and even though our station had been nominated three times, it was always Chuck who went.

Chuck looked at me with lasers in his eyes.

"Too bad, so sad!" I smiled at him.

That's what he always told me anytime he got selected to go. I couldn't wait to get home and tell Micah.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You can't go!" Micah yelled as soon as I told him.

"Why not!" I asked as I followed him from our living room into the kitchen.

"Because," Micah grabbed a soda from the fridge.

"Because is not an answer," I folded my arms and stared at him. "Why can't I go?"

"He will be there!"

"Not this again," I groaned.

Micah was still hell bent on bringing up an old flame I had way back in high school. His name was Bruce, and recently Bruce and I started talking again on social media. He didn't have my phone number or any other way to contact me, but he was also a lifeguard at another beach. Micah thought the worst.

"I am not hooking up with some old flame, we didn't even do anything together," I explained. "We dated our sophomore year, for like six months."

"He likes every picture you put up," Micah shook his head.

"So, does your best friend Danny," I shot back at him. "Plus Danny even comes down to the beach and stands there gawking at me, but you don't say anything about him!"

"Danny just does it to annoy you," Micah followed me back into the living room.

"I am going!" I told Micah. "You're my boyfriend, not my husband!"

"If you go, then I am going to Vegas!" Micah retaliated. "I am going to see Brittany at her new show!"

"Fine," I shrugged.

I was calling his bluff. "Go for it!" I laughed.

He wanted to threaten me with his ex-girlfriend, who was a stripper.

"I bet she will be happy to see you," I plummeted back onto the couch.

"She will!" Micah stood over me. "She will be very happy to see me!"

"Then go!" I stared at him. "You have my blessing, go see Brittany at her stripper show!"

Micah stood there like the cat had taken his tongue.

"Anything else?" I asked.

Micah growled and picked up his car keys and slammed the door to our beach trailer as he shot out to the parking lot to get in his car.

I heard it start and then drive off.

I knew he was going to Danny's and would be there for the night.

He always went to Danny's house whenever he didn't get his way.

I stayed up for a few hours, then locked up.

'Heard you made the selection, congratulations!' Bruce had sent me a message on my social app.

'Thanks,' I replied.

It had been hours since he had sent it. I usually check my messages once a day. Not that I was rude about it, but I got tons of DM's and messages from my stories or posts. If I checked and responded to each one, I wouldn't get anything done.

I got in the shower, and it felt good to feel the hot water cascade all over me. Sometimes I hated having long hair, as it collected so much sand and dirt from the beach.

I got out and wrapped myself in a towel and sat at the edge of the bed.

'Goodnight, I hope you sleep well. You forgot your sleep meds,' I sent a text to Micah.

He could be a pain in the ass sometimes, but he was my pain in the ass.

'I left a small amount here, just in case,' Micah responded. 'Did you lock up?'

'Yeah, everything is locked,' I smiled.

We lived close to the beach, and sometimes we got wanderers, people who would come by and test if the doors were locked. If they weren't, they would come in and steal stuff if the person wasn't home. Usually, they were harmless. We had a tight-knit community, so people always looked out for each other.

'Okay, see you tomorrow,' Micah texted.

'Tomorrow,' I responded.

We always texted each other first thing in the morning and last thing at night. It had been our thing since day one, since the first day I rescued him in the water.

He and a few friends had been drinking, and he fell off the pier. I saw him falling and immediately rushed out.

Since then, we had been together, he was mine, and I was his. I never flirted our anything with any of the guys at work or the guys that whistled at me on the beach. They could whistle or flirt all they wanted; I loved my Micah.

I grabbed his pillow and pulled it close to me as I went to bed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Hey Ruby!" a voice yelled at me as I stood on my tower.

"Jasmine!" I waved down at her.

My eyes are always on the water. It was a slow day today, as it was a school day and most of the usual surfers were out there.

They were as good as any other lifeguards; they looked out for people caught in riptides and always signaled me for anything they couldn't handle. So, most of my time I was looking at them.

"Sorry to hear about you and Micah," Jasmine stared up at me as she blocked the sun from her eyes.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

Still not looking down at her.

"Oh," Jasmine's voice changed.

"What did he do now?" I asked.

"I shouldn't have said anything," Jasmine turned and I saw her shadow on the sand walking away from me.

"Jasmine!" I called for her. "What happened?"

"You're my friend and I don't want to anger you, but Micah was at Danny's last night, he was talking as if you guys had broken up," Jasmine started to explain.

"We had a disagreement," I turned slightly to face her, and had part of my vision on the water.

"That's not how he put it," Jasmine shook her head. "He was making out with Alison and Becky, full on making out, under clothes and not in a good way."

"He did what!" I turned fully to her.

"The way he was talking I thought you guys had broken up and he was just being an asshole and moving on with...."

I jumped down from my tower. "Are you shitting me, please say you're joking!"

"No, I am not," Jasmine shook her head as she backed away from me. "I wouldn't lie about that."

Jasmine had been a lifeguard but quit because she got pregnant and is now a single mother. It was horrible that Danny was the father, well, the sperm donor; he wasn't much of a father.

I climbed back up and stared angrily at the water.

"I am sorry," Jasmine took off running.

If I didn't have this shift and my responsibilities to the beach goers, I would be in my jeep heading for Micah's place of work.

"Everything okay?" I heard a voice over my intercom.

"Yeah, everything's fine," I replied.

The only thing I had moved from my tower for was a child losing their floatation device. The mother was panicking that the child would drown without it.

"I am sending Ebon to take the rest of your shift, you should get some rest and start reading on some of the competition," my Captain told me.

"Okay," I responded.

Usually, I would fight him on taking me off my shift, but I was still seething from what Jasmine had told me earlier.

I waited until Ebon was dropped off at my tower. "Thanks," I told him.

"I volunteered, to come in, Jasmine told me what happened," Ebon smiled, "Go get him!"

"Thanks!" I ran to my jeep and sped out onto the road and onto the highway.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Micah worked at a custom surf shop; he designed and made custom surfboards. I wrapped a beach towel around my waist and then opened the door.

"Warpath incoming!" Danny yelled as he saw me storming towards the front counter.

"Shut the fuck up!" I opened the back door.

Micah was inside with his mask on as he was shaving a board. I reached for a mask that was on a hook and entered the room.

"Figured you would be showing up," Micah said, not taking his eye off the board or turning the machine off.

"You cheated!" I yelled at him, but the mask and the machine muffled it.

"I did," Micah admitted.

I bent down and pulled the plug.

The machine came to a stop.

Micah took off his mask and opened the back door.

We rushed outside.

"You asshole! We have a disagreement and you run and cheat?"

"I am just your boyfriend, not your husband, remember?"

"Oh, so that's it?" I laughed. "Because I won't jump when you say jump, and I tell you the truth?"

"Well, it is what it is," Micah shrugged. "I told you not to go, and you still want to go, so, I did what I had to."

"What you had to," I smiled.

My fists were clenched, and I wanted to hit him. I wanted to hit him so hard. "You know what?" I unclenched them. "You are right? Totally right."

I turned on my heels. "We are just girlfriend/boyfriend right? So we can do what we want?"

"Absolutely," Micah nodded as he stood still.

"Remember you said that," I pointed at him. "Write it down!"

Now he chased after me.

"What are you going to do?" he asked as I rounded the surf shop and lowered my sunglasses onto my face.

"Why should it concern you?" I asked. "We are nothing, right?"

I smiled as I climbed into my jeep. "I am going to stay at Jasmine's until I have to go to San Diego."

I punched the gas and spat up sand and dirt as I accelerated out of the parking space.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I am sorry," Jasmine apologized as I sat on her couch.

"What for?" I asked. "Not like you made him do it," I shrugged.

"Danny is a bad influence," she shook her head. "I should have warned you."

Jasmine was the one who pushed Micah and me together, because she and Danny were together at the time. Sure, there was a spark there to begin with, and Jasmine was a good friend, but I saw the red flags way before I moved in with him.

Micah was a surfer; he loved drinking and partying it up from sundown to sunup. He could get any girl he wanted when he wanted. He had the looks, the body, and the charm, but he wasn't a man, he was a boy trapped in a man's body. He wanted things his way, and wanted a woman to be his pet, not his girlfriend, not to stand beside him, but behind him, do what he says, or else.

I knew exactly what he was going to do: he was going to throw a party and drink and flirt and make out with as many women as he could; that's how he was when he didn't get his way.

"What are you going to do?" Jasmine asked with little Daniel in her arms as she sat near me.

"Do exactly the opposite," I smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The hotel on the beach was just what I thought it would be. After the drive here, all I wanted to do was relax before the competition tomorrow. I jumped onto the large king-size bed and lay out.

Being on the couch at Jasmine's wasn't good for my back.

'You in town?' a message came over my social app.

I had turned the notifications on for some of the other competitors and friends who were going to be here.

It was from Bruno.

'Yeah, just arrived, enjoying the large bed,' I replied.

I snapped a quick picture of myself lying on the bed and sent it to him.

I never did anything like that before, only to Micah.

'Wow, looking as good as I remember,' Bruno sent back.

'You remember wrong,' I replied. Snapping another picture of my breasts in the tight tank top. 'When I was a sophomore I didn't have these!'

'Holy fuck! No you did not!' Bruno replied.

I giggled as I imagined him staring at his phone.

'Had to hide my phone from my boys,' Bruno stated.

'Oh, I am the type of girl you should never answer text messages from in front of your friends,' I turned over and smiled.

'I will keep that in mind,' Bruno sent.

We flirted for most of the night, and he invited me downstairs to the bar, but I was still tired and just wanted to relax on my bed.

Micah messaged me and told me he was driving to Vegas to see Brittany. I didn't reply. He could
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