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dediCaTion
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his book is dedicated to my very best friend, Luis A. Avila.
This book started out to be about him but evolved into
something so much more. This is a work of fiction, but it
does have some actual events. Luis is and always will be my very
best friend. He was there for me when I truly needed a friend and
helped me through some very difficult times in my life, and for
all of that I am truly thankful and honored to be his friend. Luis is
currently serving our great nation in Japan as a Navy corpsman.
He went in shortly after I got out. He was the one who pushed
me and supported me during my quest to be published. He even
put up my down payment for my first publishing contract, only
to cancel it when I landed a better deal. That better deal was later
terminated by someone I will not name. I then lost this original
work when my computer crashed and my portable disk drive was
lost, leaving me to start over from memory. I began that journey
last February and to my surprise, I finished it in November 2010.
Luis, thank you so much for believing in me enough to keep
pushing and supporting me even when I didn’t want to hear it.
You made all this possible. You made me seek out what mattered
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most to me and keep after it, even though there were times I
truly wanted to throw it all away. Thank you for inspiring me
and simply being there for me. For all that you’ve done and all
that you are, this one’s for you, my friend. May you return safely
home to Virginia once your tour in Japan is over.
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ChapTer one

A

h, the day they met was like no other. It was Valentine’s
Day 2006 and Yzabelle was shooting pool at Building C-9
at Norfolk Naval Base in Virginia where she was stationed.
She was trying to blow off all the tension from the e-mail she got that
day from her boyfriend, who had been deployed on a six-month
cruise to the Mediterranean Sea. He was a CS or culinary specialist
for all the non-Navy savvy serving aboard the USS Arleigh Burke.
They really hadn’t been dating long to be engaged, and she really
should have known better from her recent divorce after nine years.
Henry and Yzabelle were like night and day; he had anger, temper,
and strength, and she had calm, peace, and serenity.
Today was no different from any other day as far as Henry
and Yzabelle were concerned. Just like every other day he had
gotten in trouble for something that was a result of his anger
getting the best of him. Today evidently he got upset at his petty
officer and threw a trash can at him, and was now being put on
report for the injuries he inflicted, as it didn’t stop at just the trash
can, but the fact that Henry also beat the hell out of him. He just
got out of the brig, where he was the last three days, and tomorrow
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morning he was going to captain’s mast yet again. It was his third
time in two months, and he was ticked off at her for telling him
he needed to find some way other than violence to deal with his
anger. He said she wasn’t listening to what he was saying and
that since she was not on his side now, then they most likely had
no reason to get married. A line she heard just about every other
day.
That was why she decided to stay on base and simply shoot
some pool. She was angry, for nearly the last time, and she was so
very tired of hearing how she wasn’t on his side and didn’t
understand why he got so angry in the first place, yet when she
asked him, he said it wasn’t important. She racked up a set and
broke them apart with a shattering break. She knocked three balls
in with one shot which just about turned heads of several other
sailors shooting pool at the nearby tables. There weren’t too many
women who could play the way she did, with such precision,
especially since she favored the tough, long, and bank shots
rather than the easy shots. She planned her shots and lined them
up so that she most often had another shot after each ball she
knocked in. She was good at it, but that was because her parents
owned a pool table and she shot every day, just to clear her mind.
She loved to play, and she played well.
Just as she was about to sink the eight ball, she felt a light tap
on her shoulder. She turned around and nearly laughed. Standing
in front of her was this kid who couldn’t have been more than
nineteen, and one look at him and all she could think was redneck.
He kind of reminded her of one of her brothers from back home,
only much shorter than any one of them and including herself.
He wore a faded T-shirt that said “Don’t mess with Texas” on it,
a pair of faded Wrangler jeans with a huge belt buckle that said
“Proud to be a Redneck” surrounding a Texan flag, snakeskin
boots, a cowboy hat, and big Coke bottle glasses. He looked up at
her with a huge smile on his face.
“I was watching you shoot, and I was wonderin’ if you’d like
to play me a game?” he said.
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She looked at him and said, “Well, I was kind of wanting to
shoot by myself tonight as I’m not in the best of moods,” she said.
“Please, it would mean the world to me, and I promise I won’t
be a pest,” he said.
“Ah, all right, just let me sink this eight ball, and I’ll play you
a game,” she said.
“Great, thanks, I’ll even rack them for you, as I’m not that
great of a breaker.”
She broke and sunk both the thirteen and the fifteen ball.
“Guess that’ll make you stripes, huh?” he said.
“Yep, just the way I like it too,” she said.
“That was an awesome break. How did you ever get to be so
good?”
“Well, my parents owned a pool table in our home and I
played every day just to clear my mind. Kind of like tonight,” she
replied.
“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.
“Huh? You want to buy me a drink?”
“Yeah, there’s no harm in that, is there?” he asked.
“No, but are you even old enough to buy me a drink?”
“Ah . . . that’s the thing, I was kind of hoping that if I gave you
some money you could buy both of us a drink. I don’t turn twentyone until next week,” he said.
“Hmm, that just tops my day,” she mumbled.
“Well . . . I ah . . . I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t feel you needed
one,” he stuttered.
“That is the sweetest thing I’ve heard all day, and to be honest,
the way I see it, if you’re old enough to serve our country, then
you should be old enough to have a drink. I’m Yzabelle, Yzabelle
Fuentes, but you can call me Belle, and you are?” she asked.
“Greg, my name is Greg Nichols,” said the young man.
“Okay, Greg, so what is it I’m getting for you?”
“A Mickey’s please, and whatever it is you’re drinking,” said
Greg.
“Okay, I’ll be right back,”
3
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“Thanks, I’ll go ahead and rack up the next set while you’re
gone,” said Greg.
And that’s when she first saw him: The cute little Latino
behind the counter. He must have been new as she swore she
never saw him before. He seemed pleasant, joking and flirting
with the other patrons while she stood in line to get drinks. He
wore a teal shirt with the MWR logo on it, small John Lennon
glasses, and an orange Corona hat. That was all she could see
because the counter covered the rest of him, as he barely reached
over the counter. “What can I getcha?” he asked.
“I need a Mickey’s and a Mike’s Hard Limeade please,” said
Belle.
“I’m sorry but I can’t do that,” he replied.
“Why not? I have my ID,” said Belle.
“It’s not that. We have a policy about serving alcoholic drinks
to patrons,” he answered.
“Oh really, and what is it? Flirt patrons out of their drink
purchases?” said Belle.
“No, we cannot sell more than one alcoholic drink per person,”
he said.
“Are you kidding me?” asked Belle.
“No, ‘fraid not,” he replied.
“Then when did this policy go into effect? There never was
one before,” said Belle.
“It’s always been the policy,” he answered.
“Okay, bud, I do not know what you’re trying to pull here, so
let’s just say you do us both a favor and get your manager for
me,” Belle replied.
“Well, you’re looking at him,” he answered.
“Ha ha ha, you’re kidding, right? Jorge is it?” she laughed.
“Nope, took over three weeks ago, and that is my name.
What’s yours? Angry customer?” he replied.
“Ah, beautiful . . . this just makes my day even more special.
And it’s Belle and I wouldn’t be angry if you would simply give
me what I want,” said Belle.
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“What’s the matter, you get dumped on Valentine’s Day?” he
asked.
“Listen, buster . . . it is none of your business why my day has
been anything less than great, but if you would just let me buy
what I want, I’ll get out of your way,” said Belle.
“I would love to, but I can’t give you two alcoholic drinks, so
is there anything else you had in mind?” he asked.
“Fine then, give me a Mickey’s and a Minute Maid Limeade
instead,” said Belle.
“Okay one Mickey’s and a limeade it is. Anything else?” he
asked.
“No, that’ll be all,” said Belle.
“Thanks for your purchase then, Belle,” said Jorge.
“Yeah, thanks for nothing . . . jackass,” she said, talking under
her breath. She then turned around, and walked back to the table
she and Greg were playing at. Shaking her head and mumbling
to herself.
“I take it you didn’t want a drink?” asked Greg.
“Ah yeah, that’s just it . . . that asshole behind the counter, who
claims to be the new manager, says they have a policy about
patrons buying more than one alcoholic drink at a time, so I had
to settle for this instead,” said Belle.
“What? That’s the craziest thing I ever heard,” said Greg.
“I know, because it never was a problem before.”
“Hey, excuse me, but is this table taken?” said a young
Mexican woman who looked like she was in her mid thirties. She
wore a black shirt with a laced v-neck and spaghetti straps, a pair
of skin-tight jeans, and a pair of black boots. Her hair was long
and black and her eyes were emerald green. She had walked up
to the table next to where Greg and Belle were with a tall black
man that wore an orange shirt, a pair of faded black jeans, and
black sneakers.
“Not that I know of . . .,” said Belle.
“Good, then do you mind if me and my buddy Daryl take it?”
she asked.
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“No, go right ahead. I think the people who were here left
already,” said Belle.
“Cool, I’m Deanna, and this is my buddy Daryl, who is about
to go get us some drinks,” said Deanna.
“I’m Yzabelle and this is Greg; however, he may have a
problem,” said Belle.
“Problem . . . what kind of problem?” asked Deanna.
Daryl was next in line when he overheard the guy in front of
him complaining about the new policy that had made most
everyone in the bar upset. He figured rather than carry on and
get himself thrown out like the guy ahead of him, he’d just order
something else and go about his business.
“That freakin’ jerk, who does he think he is?” Daryl mumbled
under his breath.
“Daryl, what’s wrong? And where is my Mike’s Hard
Cranberry?” asked Deanna.
“That’s just it, some punk at the bar says they have a onedrink-per-patron policy,” explained Daryl.
“What? That is the stupidest rule I have ever heard of,” said
Deanna.
“You’re telling me. I was just up there and got the same thing
. . . which is why I’m drinking this right now,” said Belle.
“Well, this really sucks, but I guess it will have to do since we
have no car and this is the only bar on base,” said Deanna.
“I know, but what else can you do? It’s not so bad since I am
driving and I don’t need a DUI,” said Belle.
“You have a car?” asked Deanna.
“Well, actually it’s my boyfriend’s car,” said Belle.
“Oh, and is this your boyfriend?” asked Deanna.
“No, he’s some guy I just met who wanted to shoot a couple
of games and tried to buy me a drink,” Yzabelle whispered into
Deanna’s ear.
“Ah . . . I see . . . Well, if he’s not your boyfriend, then where is
he?” asked Deanna.
“He’s on deployment right now,” Belle answered.
6
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“So, then you’re available,” said Deanna.
“What? No, I’m not. As I just said, my boyfriend is on
deployment,” explained Belle.
“So, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Besides, it’s not
like you have a ring on your finger. My buddy Daryl is single and
he likes you, so why don’t you hook up?” said Deanna.
“Well, thanks for the flattery, but I am taken and really I was
just about to leave,” said Belle.
“No, you can’t leave, we just met you and so we should all
hang out. We don’t know anyone here,” said Deanna.
“New to the area or new to a ship?” asked Belle.
“We’re reservists, from California here for a few weeks on
assignment,” said Deanna.
“Ah, I see. All right, I’ll hang for a while. After all, it’s not like
I have anything better to do,” said Belle.
“Good, then we can all rotate on getting drinks. So tell me,
what does your boyfriend do?” asked Deanna.
“He’s a CS,” Belle replied.
“Ah, so he’s a cook. Is he any good?” asked Deanna.
“He’s awesome, as far as cooks go,” said Belle.
“How long have you been dating?” asked Deanna.
“Tomorrow will be our seven-month anniversary,” said Belle.
“Cool, and what did he get you for Valentine’s Day?” asked
Deanna.
“Nothing, but mail can take longer coming from overseas,”
explained Belle.
“Hmm . . . Honey, I hate to break it to you, but if you didn’t get
anything by now, chances are you’re not going to,” said Deanna.
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” asked Belle.
“Take it from me, when you’re out to sea, you’re gonna have
more money on you because you don’t always get to port that
often to spend it, and if he was going to get you anything, he
would have made sure you got it on or before Valentine’s Day,”
said Deanna.
“That’s not true,” said Belle.
7
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“Okay then, answer this for me . . . how long has he been out
to sea?” asked Deanna.
“Three months,” said Belle.
“Okay, and out of those three months, have you received
anything from him?” asked Deanna.
“Well, no, but he said he didn’t have money, and I have gotten
several e-mails,” said Belle.
“That is a cop-out. He missed Christmas, and now he missed
Valentine’s Day too, but I’m sure he’s out having a good time,”
said Deanna.
“Yeah, but I told him to,” said Belle.
“Have you sent him care packages?” asked Deanna.
“So far I’ve sent him four,” said Belle.
“If you have sent him four packages and he hasn’t sent you
anything, don’t you think there’s something wrong?” asked
Deanna.
“I didn’t think of it like that,” said Belle.
“Does he give you money while he is away?” asked Deanna.
“No, but we’re only dating,” said Belle.
“Didn’t you say he’s letting you use his car?” asked Deanna.
“Well, yeah, but at my own expense,” Belle replied.
“Ha, let me get this straight . . . you are taking care of his car,
and he doesn’t send you money for the upkeep of his car,” said
Deanna.
“No, I’ve been taking care of it myself, as he always gets mad
when I ask him for money,” explained Belle.
“What kind of girlfriend are you?” asked Deanna.
“A good one?” said Belle.
“Honey, you need to drop this dude, and do it fast, because a
good man would take care of his girlfriend while he is away. He
would make sure to send you money, especially for taking care of
his car. Do you have a place of your own?” asked Deanna.
“Yes,” said Belle.
“And is he planning on living with you when he comes back?”
asked Deanna.
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“Yes,” said Belle.
“And does he make sure you can pay your bills?” asked
Deanna.
“No, because he always gets mad when I ask him for money,”
said Belle.
“Then, honey, you need to drop this fool, because if he’s not
taking care of you now, then he never will,” explained Deanna.
“I agree with her . . .,” said a voice in the crowd.
“Who said that?” asked Belle.
“I did,” Jorge replied tapping her on her shoulder.
“Oh no, not you again . . . what is it with you? First you tick
me off by not letting me buy the drinks I want, and now you’re
butting your way into my conversation . . . Is God torturing me
tonight or what?” asked Belle.
“No, I don’t think God has anything to do with it, but I do
agree with your friend here. If your . . .,” Jorge trailed off.
“Boyfriend,” Belle interrupted.
“Yeah, or whatever he is, doesn’t send you money for upkeep
of his car and to make sure your bills are paid, especially if he
expects to live with you once he gets home, then you really
should leave him. A good guy would make sure his girlfriend is
taken care of, especially when he is away from you,” explained
Jorge.
“I’m sorry, but who invited you into this conversation?”
snapped Belle.
“I’m sorry. I just couldn’t help overhearing you both talk,”
explained Jorge.
“Do you always butt your way into other people’s
conversations? Or is this just my lucky day?” said Belle.
“No, I just wanted to apologize to you for being such a jerk to
you earlier, by bringing you a drink and asking if you’d honor me
in playing a game with me?” asked Jorge.
“If you weren’t so adorable I’d probably say no, but since you
brought me a drink and I’m a sucker for big brown eyes like you
have, I guess you leave me no choice but to accept your apology.”
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“Good, because I go on my break in twenty minutes. Think
you’ll still be here in twenty minutes?” Jorge asked.
“Yeah, I’ll still be here,” said Belle.
“Good, then I’ll see you in twenty minutes,” Jorge said as he
began to push his trash can around, collecting the empty bottles
off the surrounding tables in the bar.
Yzabelle took a deep breath and a long exhale as Deanna gave
her a wink and a smile. Then she shook her head, laughing and
gleaming as he got further and further away. She took her shot
and sunk the five instead of the thirteen, and then told Deanna to
take it as the thirteen bounced off the side and went in the corner
pocket.
“That was an amazing shot,” said Deanna.
“It was crap, as I sunk in the five first, so take it . . . and what
is so funny to you?” said Belle.
“All night until now you’ve been kickin’ my ass, and now
since you’ve talked to Jorge, you’ve done nothing but miss your
shot,” explained Greg.
“Ah, that’s nothing, he just ticked me off is all, and when that
happens I tend to miss more than I sink,” said Belle.
“That is so not true. When I first approached you tonight, you
claimed you were in a bad mood, but yet you sunk nearly every
shot with such precision,” said Greg.
“See, I thought so too,” said Deanna.
“Thought what?” asked Belle.
“Hot guys distract you,” said Deanna.
“That is absurd and you know it,” said Belle.
“No, I actually have to agree with her, as you kicked my ass in
every game we played, and you even told me to stop trying so
hard because you were too old for me and not interested in me at
all, but as soon as Jorge came around, your game went to shit, so
yes, I truly believe he has distracted you, and if I’m not mistaken
it’s because you think he’s gorgeous,” explained Greg.
“Who’s gorgeous?” said a voice from behind them, followed
by a tap on the shoulder.
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“Ahhhh . . . What?” screamed Yzabelle as she turned around
to see Jorge standing there beside her. “What is your problem . . .
do you always go around sneaking up on people?” shrieked
Belle.
“Well, you were all in such a deep conversation I thought I’d
tap you on the shoulder to get your attention,” explained Jorge.
“Word to the wise, Mr. Sneaky Manager who has to prove
something so he looks all big and bad, did it ever occur to you to
simply say my name and . . . I don’t know . . . maybe I’d like . . . turn
around and acknowledge you . . . and then you wouldn’t have to
tap me on the shoulder to get my attention,” exclaimed Belle.
“Hey, sorry . . . I wasn’t thinking, okay, but I really want to
play you a game before my break is over,” said Jorge.
“Well, I do hope you brought your box of tissues when I send
you back behind your counter crying that you got beat by a girl .
. .,” said Belle.
“Is that so?” asked Jorge.
“Yeah it is, and to show that I’m such a good sport I’ll even let
you break,” said Belle.
“That’s nice, but a gentleman always allows the ladies to go
first,” said Jorge.
“Is that so?” asked Belle.
“Yep, so take your best shot,” said Jorge.
“I bet you don’t even know how to play,” said Belle.
“Oh, I know how to play, but could you just go ahead and
break already, as my break is only thirty minutes long,” said
Jorge.
“FINE THEN!” said Belle.
“Nice shot, although you forgot to hit any of the balls,” said
Jorge.
“That’s because you are hovering over me like a lost puppy.”
“I am not, I’m standing nearly two feet away from you,” said
Jorge.
“Yeah, well, I still don’t trust you, so could you go sit over
there?” said Belle.
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“Come on, Belle . . . focus,” said Greg.
“Yeah, try to act like he doesn’t exist,” said Deanna.
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” shouted Belle as
she caught Deanna and Greg smirking and giggling. She took a
deep breath and missed yet another shot. “Well, I guess it’s up to
me to break these balls apart,” said Jorge.
“If you insist,” said Belle.
Jorge, to her surprise, was a lot better than she had figured he
would be. She didn’t want to admit the fact that Deanna and Greg
had been right about her secret. Although she tried very hard to
hide it, she had been distracted by this short yet good-looking
Latino who had a knack of rubbing her the wrong way. He was
truly obnoxious and irritating, but he was indeed gorgeous and
adorable, and because he was so adorable she found it very
difficult to concentrate on the game instead of him, and not be so
obvious about it.
“Now I see what you meant by trying too hard to impress
someone, as you are missing shots I saw you sink earlier . . . Man,
what happened to you?” said Greg with a smirk and a chuckle.
“Focus, Belle, focus you can do this you can beat this little brat
.” Belle whispered to herself.
“Take your time and sink that five.” shouted Deanna. “All you
have to do is sink that five and then the eight and you win,”
Deanna shouted.
“Could you all just do me a favor and shut the hell up!”
shouted Belle. “I’m trying to sink this ball. Damn it! I can’t believe
I freakin’ missed that shot. It was perfect. Lined up just the way I
like it, and I missed it,” said Belle.
“Don’t worry . . . we’re still tied, at least for now that is, as you
just set me up with a nice shot,” said Jorge.
“Nice . . . that was a great shot,” said Greg.
“Yeah, now all he has to do is sink the eight and you’re toast,”
said Deanna.
“It’ll be the first time I’ve seen her lose tonight,” said Greg.
“No way he’ll make it. He has to bank it and then hope he hits
12
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it hard enough to come back to the corner pocket . . . five bucks
says he misses and scratches,” said Belle.
“Okay, you’re on,” said Jorge.
“Oh my god, what a beautiful shot,” said Greg.
“I can’t believe he sunk it,” said Deanna.
“Guess I owe you five bucks,” said Belle.
“Yep, and I gotta get back, so if you’d just pay me we’ll call it
even . . . By the way, I think these are for you,” said Jorge handing
her a box of tissues.
“Why would he give you tissues?” asked Greg.
“Because she said I better bring them, as I’ll be sent back to
work crying that I got beat by a girl . . . so I thought she’d be the
one needing them,” said Jorge.
“Nice,” said Deanna.
“Gee, thanks . . . but you’re not off the hook yet. I want a
rematch,” said Belle.
“Hmm, I think I can arrange that. I’m holding a pool
tournament tonight in about twenty minutes. Think you’ll be
here?” asked Jorge.
“I don’t think so,” said Belle.
“Ah, come on, it’s only five bucks to play,” said Jorge.
“Yeah, but I don’t have five bucks,” said Belle.
“That’s a crappy excuse and you know it,” said Jorge.
“I’m not making excuses. I truly have no money . . . payday
isn’t ‘til tomorrow, brainless,” said Belle.
“Okay then, I am hosting another one tomorrow night; think
you can be here for that?” said Jorge.
“Yeah, but what does that have to do with a rematch against
you?” asked Belle.
“Nothing, just thought it would be good to get a female to
enter my pool tournament for a change . . . and I’m only working
the mid shift tomorrow, so I’ll be off early and then we can have
that rematch you wanted,” said Jorge.
“Okay, sounds good,” said Belle.
“Then tomorrow it is,” said Jorge.
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“Tomorrow it is,” said Belle.
“Good, now I really need to get back, but to make things
interesting, what do you say you keep your money and we’ll go
double or nothing tomorrow?”
“She’ll do it,” said Deanna.
“Good, then tomorrow it is . . .,” said Jorge.
“Thanks, Deanna,” said Belle.
“What? You can beat him, I’ve seen you play. Just don’t get all
gaga over him and you’ll kick his ass,” said Greg.
“I didn’t go gaga over him,” said Belle.
“Yes, you did, and that is why you lost,” said Deanna.
“Yeah, why don’t you talk less smack and focus more . . .
maybe even play like you’re pissed off. That might do the trick,”
said Greg.
“Ha ha, very funny,” said Belle.
“I’m calling it a night. Catch ya both tomorrow. I really need
to head back and check on Daryl,” said Deanna.
“Yeah, come to think about it, I don’t remember him leaving,”
said Belle.
“That’s because you were too busy going gaga over Jorge,”
said Deanna.
“I was certainly not. I was . . . thinking of other things,”
explained Belle.
“Yeah, whatever! Daryl left shortly after he showed up,
claiming he had a migraine and was going back to the barracks.
Come to think about it, he may have even been jealous,” said
Deanna.
“Jealous? Of what?” asked Belle.
“Not what . . . whom,” said Deanna.
“What are you talking about?” asked Belle.
“Well, it is kind of weird how you had just turned both me
and him down and then when Jorge came around you instantly
began flirting with him,” said Greg.
“That is so not true . . . I wasn’t flirting with him . . .,” said
Belle.
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“Yeah, yeah, you were,” said Greg..
“I was not . . . I was irritated by him,” said Belle.
“Well, irritated or not, you were flirting with him,” said Greg.
“I better get going too. I have to be up early tomorrow as my
case goes to trial in the morning. See you all tomorrow,” said
Belle.
That night when Yzabelle went home, she tossed and turned in
her bed and all she could think of was that irritating little brat of a
man. He had made her mad, no, furious was more like it, and yet
he was so adorable and flirtatious; for once since she met Henry,
she actually had a good time just having fun. She had relaxed
without realizing it. And even though she didn’t want to admit it,
she was gaga over the brat of a man; despite the fact that he had
made her furious, it wasn’t the same kind of furious Henry often
made her feel. This was different, because it was more like joking,
and she could never truly be mad when she was laughing. She had
laughed a lot in his presence, something she wasn’t used to.
She ended up getting out of bed as she wanted to go over her
case one last time so she’d be better prepared for the JAG officer
she was assigned to assist in court tomorrow. She read through
case files and evidence, pleadings and motions, and that’s when
she found the error she was looking for. The description of the
defendant in the case file did not match the defendant at all. Her
defendant had three tattoos on his arms and shoulder, whereas
the description said he didn’t have any distinguishing marks of
any kind. As she looked further, she also noticed that the time of
the murder failed to place the defendant there because the murder
happened sometime after the defendant was back in his barracks,
according to the log books. In fact, he was recorded being present
for the surprise muster just ten minutes after he left the parking
lot. She believed she had enough to prove that Petty Officer
McBrien couldn’t have murdered Petty Officer Levy due to the
time and descriptions simply not matching. Petty Officer McBrien
was telling the truth the whole time when he claimed he wasn’t
in the parking lot at the time of the murder.
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Quickly Yzabelle got on the phone to JAG Officer Grimaldi to
tell him what she had discovered, because this discovery would
change everything and he needed to be prepared for court in the
morning. He came over soon after getting her call, and together
they dissected the case for several hours. “I think we got
everything we need to petition for all charges to be dismissed . . .
I’m gonna call it a night and go home. You should do yourself a
favor and get some rest too. I’ll need you to be well rested for
court, and thanks for a job well done,” said Officer Grimaldi.
“Thanks, sir, see you at 0900,” said Belle.
Unfortunately for her, sleeping was not an option; she had too
many thoughts running around in her mind. The harder she tried
to forget about that brat of a man, the more thoughts entered her
mind, and all of them about him. The way he looked, made her
smile, even the way he smelled . . . she was simply lost in his
cologne. She also had to admit she was a sucker for dark brown
eyes, and he was sweet, even though he irritated her so. He had
gotten under her skin, and she began feeling things she hadn’t
felt in a long time. But then she began thinking of Henry, and the
guilt came pouring in. Thoughts that reminded her she was
already involved with someone else. Then her conversation with
Deanna made her question her relationship with Henry more.
What if Deanna was right about being better off without Henry?
After all, the only thing good about their relationship was the sex,
and she already knew from her experience with Mario that a
relationship could not survive on sex alone. Sooner or later it gets
old, and when it’s all there is, all you feel is the emptiness of
something missing. Still, she couldn’t stop thinking of the short
brat of a man. He was short, and so not her type at all. But there
was truly something there.
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