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Long Shot



Charleston, SC

Emmett Oakley, Lieutenant Commander USN,
presently serving on the nuclear aircraft carrier USS Harry S.
Truman, was asleep next to a very nice young lady when his cell
phone rang. It woke both of them up. He had to think for a second
to remember where his phone was. He wasn't happy when he realized
he would have to get out of bed to get his phone out of his pants
pocket. It was cold in the apartment. He couldn't quite understand
how his phone was actually working, but there was no question that
it was ringing in a most annoying way.

He got up and staggered a little as he went
to the chair where he'd left his pants. It was early morning, but
he could see just enough in the half-light to find them and look in
the pocket where he usually kept his phone.

The young woman looked up, stretched a little
and asked sleepily, "Your phone is ringing? How can that be?"

"Good question." Emmett got into his pants
pocket and pulled out the noisy phone. The phone's clock read 6
AM.

"Hello?"

"Emmett, Harvey here. Get up and get moving.
You have to get back to the ship."

"How are you calling me? And why do I have to
come back to the ship? I've got another day's leave."

"The Navy's jury rigged a hook into the
city's cell system and helped get the city system back up. And now
that you know that, you know that your leave has been
canceled."

Emmett wiped a hand across his eyes. "Shit.
Okay, how much time have I got?"

"Wake up, will you? The answer to that
question is none whatever. Get your ass up and get moving. CAG
wants to see you, Charlene, and me as soon as you get back, which
should have been ten minutes ago. Looks like we're shipping out.
Not sure when but we’ve got a briefing this morning."

"All right, all right, but I've got to get a
cab and then catch one of the water taxis. I'm on the opposite side
of town."

"Get moving, and I'll try to stay scarce
until you get here. Now move it!" Emmett heard the cell cut off. He
stared at the phone for a second, trying to organize his
thoughts.

First, he had to get dressed. Second, he
didn't want to just blow this girl off; she was sweet, and he'd
just had the best night of the last two terrible years. Quite
possibly the best he'd had further back than that. What was her
name again? Loretta? Third, and probably actually second, he had to
use the head.

He turned back towards the bed and was at
once thrilled and incredibly disappointed to see Loretta leaning
against her pillow, the very pretty breasts he had the pleasure of
meeting last night just peeking over the bed covers. The view was
great, but this was the last he'd see of them for quite a while.
Maybe forever.

"What's up? Do you have to go?"

Emmett picked up his underwear from the chair
where his pants had been, set the pants aside, and pulled on his
boxers. He couldn't help looking unhappy.

"Yeah, baby. I guess they've been looking for
me. My leave has been canceled. I have to get back right away.
Looks like we're shipping out soon. I have to get moving." He
pulled on his pants and then went for his undershirt.

Loretta pulled the sheet up over her chest
and sat up. "Will I see you again?"

He pulled on his undershirt, then pulled on
his shirt and started to button up.

"Who knows, with the way things are now?" It
was an abrupt, almost rude answer. He was immediately sorry he'd
said it.

"I'm sorry, hon. Pretty unlikely we're going
out on a training run. Sometimes ships have emergencies that
aren't, but it's not often we get a call to meet with the wing
leader just as we ship out. Besides, this is wartime." He finished
the buttons and stopped dressing for a moment. He looked at her
with pain and hope in his eyes. "I'd like to see you again,
Loretta. I just can't make any promises. We could sail out today
and not come back. All I can promise is that I'll be back if I can
make it."

He sat down on the chair and started to pull
on his socks. She threw the sheet aside, sat up on the edge of the
bed and turned on the little light on her side table. Emmett did
his best to focus on his socks, a task made much harder with a
beautiful and very nude female so close. She quickly pulled on what
looked like a sweatshirt. She opened the drawer in the table,
pulled out paper and a pen, and wrote something. She rose from the
bed, walked the few steps to where Emmett sat, and knelt beside
him. He stopped dressing as she pushed the little sheet of paper
into his pocket.

She looked at him and smiled. "Now that we
might have cell phone service again, I'll get my cell charged up.
You've got my name, number, and address on that paper. If none of
those work, you should be able to get me through Naval Base,
Charleston. I'm not going to promise anything silly like I'll wait
for you, but if you're in town I'd really like to see you. You're a
nice guy, Emmett, and nice guys were rare before everything....came
apart."

She gave him a kiss on the cheek and then
stepped away from him. "I'll let you finish dressing." She found
what looked like pajama bottoms and put them on. Emmett was all too
aware that she was braless and not wearing panties, but the
coverage helped him focus a little.

"Um, I'll look in the kitchen and see what
I've got that you can take with you. It sounds like you might not
be able to eat for a while." She stepped out of the bedroom.

He got his shoes on and then stopped for a
moment to think. He got up and stuck his head around the corner of
the door. "I have to use your bathroom." Loretta looked at him and
almost laughed. "Sure. Go ahead. I'll make you some peanut butter
toast. It's not much, but I don't have much else."

He used the head, washed his hands, and
splashed water into his mouth. He stared into the mirror over the
sink to think for a second. He was really going to miss the last
day of his leave. The last month had been training and drill with
the drones, the hours long and hard. He could have used the last
bit of rest, especially if it was next to Loretta.

He jammed a hand into his pants pocket and
pulled out a wad of cash, both American currency and Navy scrip. He
took a rough cut at splitting his cash in two, making sure to put
some real dollars in both piles. One stack he put back in his
pants; the other he stuffed into his shirt pocket. He opened the
bathroom door and stepped over to the small kitchen.

Loretta handed him a small glass of orange
juice with a slice of peanut butter toast on a napkin. "I hope this
helps."

Emmett took the orange juice in a single gulp
and then took a bite of the toast. He set the glass down on the
counter and pulled the cash out of his shirt pocket. "Here. I want
you to have this." He held out the wad of cash to her.

Loretta looked shocked, and Emmett
immediately saw storm clouds brewing. Her jaw tightened. “Look,
this wasn’t a money deal. I don’t want your-”

He held up his hands in surrender. "Now
wait," he said. “I just wanted to give you something. Who knows if
I'll ever have a chance to buy you something nice, and with the way
things are going you can put it to better use than I can." His eyes
went bleak. "I've got no one but you to share it with, anyhow. I
want you to have it. Use it as you see fit. When I get back, I'll
get you something more fitting."

She took the cash. "Like I said, Em. You're a
nice guy. Take care of yourself, and come back." She stepped close
and kissed him, this time on the mouth. She stepped back and wiped
her face, her eyes glistening, a slight smile flitting by. "Peanut
butter."

Emmett took the stairs down from Loretta's
apartment and looked up and down her street, trying to get his
bearings. It might be hard getting back to the ship. It wasn't that
he was lost. He just had to find a cab to get him to the port where
he could pick up one of the Navy water taxis. It would be a long,
uncomfortable walk to the port if he couldn't find a cab. It was a
cold morning, which didn't help. It was May in South Carolina, and
there was still an inch or so of snow on the ground.

His chest was tight, his mind a jumble of
good feelings and unhappiness. His main problem was that he had a
long, lovely night with the first woman he'd slept with in over two
years, starting with a little hard alcohol and then proceeding to a
fair amount of sex. When they met, he wasn’t sure about her. She
was gay, smiling- maybe a little too gay. He thought she might be a
hooker, but she was gorgeous and he was in need.

It had been a little awkward when they got
back to her apartment. She was a little tight, maybe a little
frightened. They both were, really. The joy had faded, and she was
kind of tentative.

The first round had been awkward, but it had
been good. Then they both began to relax. The sex had been
interspersed with cuddling and intimate conversation. It was funny,
but the cuddles were almost better than the sex. It was with a
pretty thing that he hardly knew, too.

They had gone far into the night, sharing
thoughts and bodies. There had been a little dozing between sex and
cuddles, but the net of two hours of solid sleep made it hard to
think clearly. Then there was the guilt of having sex with a woman
who was not his wife. Last, there was the depressing shape of the
world at large. During the night, he and Loretta had escaped the
reality of their world, but now it was daylight. The world was
back.

He was trying to be a hard, veteran naval
officer in time of war, but it wasn't easy to maintain the
illusion. He focused on walking and eating his peanut butter toast
to keep from getting choked up about his situation. He felt guilty
about having sex with a woman he barely knew, but the reality was
that his first love and their only child were almost certainly gone
from his world, taken as San Diego was obliterated by the Russian
missile. There was a remote chance they had survived if they hadn't
been at home. He wanted to believe that they were out there
somewhere, still alive and somehow still healthy. He wanted to, but
the chances were so remote the hope made little sense. At least he
might have a chance to get back to San Diego in the Navy. Someday,
if it made any sense to even try.

Even if they hadn't been killed by the blast,
the fires or the radiation would likely have taken them. Just more
slowly. Every day he prayed that if they were gone, they had been
taken by the blast and had not lived long enough to suffer.

He hadn't seen the worst of it because
Truman had been at sea for months after the attack,
searching for and taking out as many Russian submarines and surface
ships as her task group could find. When the ship finally returned
to the U.S., though- that had been more than bad enough.

He looked up and down the street again, head
aching and a little bleary-eyed, hoping to find a cab. It was still
early, and it was cold. Hard to believe- snow in May in South
Carolina.

His shoes crunched through the snow. He got
lucky, spotting a car with a placard in the windshield that
indicated one of the Navy-approved cabs. Now, everything in town
was Navy-approved, and SPs helped the city cops handle all of the
Navy and maritime personnel. He asked the driver to take him down
to the port, where he could catch a water taxi back to the
carrier.

He hated that the girl had been awakened by
the call, but he would have been an asshole if he had just slipped
out on her. He didn't believe in love at first sight, but this girl
was actually pretty nice. He did want to see her again. He couldn't
give her more than his cell number and the name of his ship; he had
her full name, and even if the phones weren't working he could
almost certainly find her in the base staff listing.

She had worked at the commercial port as
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