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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.
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