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The Truth About Air & Water


They share an epic love, but one moment changes everything. A life together that seemed certain is shattered.


One learns you never love the same way twice; the other learns what it means to come home.


You only think you know how this love story goes, but do you? 
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To my readers, 


Thanks for believing in the possibilities. The Truth About Air & Water is for all of you.
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PART 1 - Air










"She wasn't doing a thing that I could see, except standing there, leaning on the balcony railing, holding the universe together."  






-J. D. Salinger 

















CHAPTER ONE


Empire    -Tally










“THIRTY MILES. FORTY minutes. Without traffic.” I list off the selling points of the church at Half Moon Bay. I really want this, and I have to hope Linc does too. We have six hours before he has to hit the field again for a late practice and it’s a forty-minute drive one way. I have a rare day off from San Francisco Ballet, so here we are traveling out to Half Moon Bay to check out a place to hold our wedding and reception. I’m anxious. I want him to love the little church I’ve fallen in love with. I’ve already called Pastor Dan Reeve twice, but he won’t schedule a date or promise us one until he meets us. A strange enough request. Linc and I finding time together takes more maneuvering these days. 


“If we don’t hit it off with this minister, we lose out on this place,” I say. 


Linc glances over at me. “I know you’re excited about this one but, Tally, we’re already booked at Hollins House for mid-October. It’ll hold everybody. My dad sent over a more complete list a few days ago. I think he’s just invited all the people who attended my mom’s funeral years ago, and there are a lot of names to add to the guest list.”


“He’s really nice. I think you’ll like him. All he wants is to meet us first.”


“That’s pretty demanding though, right? He won’t even give you the open dates the place has until he meets us? I don’t like it. Hollins House is good to go and we really can’t spend any more time on this, babe.”


I let the babe comment slide. He knows I hate that endearment which is too similar to baby, which I really despise.


“I’m unclear as to why we have to invite four hundred and fifty people I do not know to our wedding. That limits our options.” I bite my lip from saying more about that. 


Linc’s dad has become a major problem for us and every guest he adds skyrockets the cost and there’s no offer from him to cover those. My parents are rightfully freaking out. Linc remains somewhat oblivious to it all because really it’s the middle of baseball season, and that’s the only thing on his mind these days. We don’t really talk about money. We probably should.


I start again. “I mean, if we’re going to do this thing ...” 


Linc shoots me a stern look. He doesn’t like it when I refer to our wedding as a thing. 


I start again. “If we’re going to do this lovely, fantastic, blissful event, then I would really like it to be in this amazing church that overlooks the Pacific and Half Moon Bay. I’m sorry; I just don’t want to get married at somebody’s restored house on a golf course. That’s not my idea of a wedding.” 


Now, I’m coasting on thin ice because he likes the Hollins House a lot and has told me this at least a thousand times since he booked it. The one thing Linc did for this wedding while I have handled everything else.


Word of advice: don’t get engaged in the middle of summer and expect to get married at an awesome venue three months later. Not going to happen. At least, not in San Francisco. Linc needs a place that will accommodate his four hundred plus guests from the must-be-invited list his father surreptitiously sent us three weeks ago. And now there are more names. I didn’t expect Davis Presley to have so many demands, but then again, I have been wrong about a number of things when it comes to Linc’s dad. 


I sigh a little because I haven’t told the groom-to-be the other part—what I consider to be the best part—about the little church in Half Moon Bay, it can only accommodate about a hundred people. Of course, there’s the sanctuary nearby that can accommodate up to two hundred and fifty guests if you need that, but that’s not what I want, and it still won’t be enough for the four hundred plus people his dad has insisted we invite. So the guest list would have to be trimmed way down. I hesitate to tell Linc this part until after he’s seen the place. 


“I mean, if we’re going to do this, let’s do it right,” I say softly, feeling more anxious. “Look, we’re almost there.” I hold my breath as we get our first glimpse of Half Moon Bay. 


“Right. Almost there.” Linc sighs from the driver’s seat. “Good ‘cause I’m tired. Those flights back from Detroit are killer.”


“I know you’re tired, but it’s the only time we could fit it in before you leave again. Just keep an open mind. That’s all I ask.”


“I will. I just don’t understand why we have to come all the way out here to get married, but ...” He stops talking when the church comes into view and looks uneasy. “There’s no way over four hundred people are going to fit into that little church, Tally.” 


“Just wait until you’ve seen the inside. Please?” 


Tension.


Yes, there’s been some of that. An unexpected and enormous guest list. Linc’s dad. Interference from all sides. Baseball. Ballet. Wedding plans that never seem to get done. A cake that still needs to be ordered along with the catered food. What about this? What about that? Try this. Eat that. Drink this. Color that. Dress in this, or maybe that. His tuxedo has been ordered, but it still needs to be tailored—a fitting that the groom can never make. You’ve settled on the design of the invitations, but you can’t print them until you find the place and set the date—a date that doesn't interfere with baseball or ballet’s fall season. However, you have to find a place to get married first. That’s my to-do list. Linc’s to-do list consists of one thing, and one thing only, baseball. 


Sure, the end of July and beginning of August were fun for us. We’d just gotten engaged, but by the time September rolled around, I’ve begun to understand more of what baseball season really means, and my perspective has shifted. Linc is out-of-town three and four days at a time. His days off are rare, and he’s at practice when he’s not playing, He’s either dropping off dirty uniforms to be laundered or packing up his suitcase for the next series of games out of town. It’s been infrequent hellos and too many rushed goodbyes at the airport for us. Those two scenes seem to have become the most memorable ones for the past several weeks. Since I’m left to juggle little Cara’s schedule and mine and hold the fort without him, there’s been some tension between us. Yes, we’ve been engaged for a few months, and that part is fun. But this part? Planning a wedding without him and trying to accommodate his dad? Not so much. 


“It’s great,” he says with a notable lack of enthusiasm as he gets out and looks over the roof of the car at me. He smirks a little, then turns and looks out at the Pacific that you can just glimpse from the front of the church steps. I hear him sigh deep. “It’s just great.” I watch him breathe in the faint hint of salty air and gaze wistfully out at the ocean, but he’s no longer smiling. “Great. Just great.”


It doesn’t sound great the way he’s said it. And can we talk about the rhetorical use of the word great in describing everything in the past two minutes?


“It’s more than just great. What’s wrong with you? Because this is about more than just being tired after a long plane ride.” 


I’m cut off from saying anything more to him because Pastor Dan Reeve stands at the top of the church steps waiting to meet us. 


Great. We’re fighting. That will go over big. 


“Tally, you’re finally here and this must be Linc. It’s nice to meet you both.” Pastor Dan shakes hands with Linc without even mentioning he’s an avid fan of the Giants, like he has to me every time we’ve talked on the phone. “Come in. Come in. I just made some lemonade because Tally called saying you’d both be making the trip. How wonderful to finally meet you two.” He lifts a quizzical brow at Linc. “I was beginning to wonder if you were a myth that Tally was just going on about, but here you are, Lincoln Presley, a living legend in person and everything.”


“I’m just like everybody else, sir.” Linc forces a smile and then attempts to catch my eye with some kind of subtle reprimand, as if I told this man I was marrying a famous baseball player beforehand. 


I smile sweetly at Linc and then turn to the minister. “We try to downplay the fame thing. Linc doesn’t want to make me feel bad since he makes a hundred times more money than I do, and I work twice as hard.” 


I laugh and so does Pastor Dan. Linc makes an effort, but it’s forced. And I know it. 


We are off today, him and me.


“Just call me Dan, everyone else does. You’ve got quite a girl here in Tally. I’ve enjoyed hearing about the two of you from her, but really want to hear from you as well. That’s why I insist on meeting couples in person before we even talk about wedding dates.” Dan winks at me and I get a little red in the face thinking if he only knew what I’ve put Linc through in the past few years. Linc sighs a little, sounding tired and impatient, two things he actually never seems to be, normally. I kind of glare his way, telepathically telling him to keep an open mind about the church and this man who would be marrying us. “So, we should talk about your wedding plans and your future and the two of you.”


Our future and the two of us. 


Pastor Dan’s words take me by surprise. I’ve been too focused on setting the wedding date and finding a place to get married to look beyond that. 


Our future? The two of us? 


Wow. I’m about to marry Lincoln Presley. 


That is surreal in so many ways and anyone who knows me would agree. 
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“So how did you two meet?”


We don’t even get to start with an easy question. 


I hesitate, so Linc answers for us. “I saved Tally from a car accident. Then, we met up at a party months later. It went from there.”


Epic answer. Let’s leave the rest out. I fidget with a thread showing on the edge of my blouse. I dressed up for the occasion, forgoing my usual attire of black jeans and matching t-shirt in a concerted effort to impress the pastor and improve our chances at booking this place, but I already sense those odds slipping away. 


“Is that how it went, Tally?” The pastor looks mildly curious.


“I was seventeen. Linc was twenty-two. He’d just signed on with the Angels. Our age difference made it impossible to be together. I lied about my age. I was still in high school when we met, so we broke it off. Linc went to L.A. to pitch for the Angels, and I moved to New York and attended the School of American Ballet.”


“That’s impressive. It’s hard to get in, let alone make it, which you obviously have.”  


Linc’s looking a little irritated, probably because Pastor Dan just glossed over his entire baseball career, essentially ignoring all of his hard-won accomplishments.


“A career in ballet is mostly made in New York. That’s where you have to be,” I say quietly. Yet, the hairs on the back of my neck rise up at the way Linc is looking at me. He looks surprised and uneasy at the same time. 


He knows this, doesn’t he?


“Tally?” Linc asks under his breath. I wave him off because the pastor is talking.


“But you’re with the San Francisco Ballet. Why the change?” The pastor asks.


I exhale slowly. 


Here we go. Let confession begin. 


“I moved from New York to San Fran to be near my family and try to work things out with Linc.”


“And I felt the same way,” Linc says impatiently. “Do we really need to go through all the whys and wherefores of our relationship, father?”


“Dan. Call me Dan; I’m not a priest.” He laughs and looks sympathetic for a moment, but then his features harden. “I always try to understand the dynamics of the couple’s relationship that I’m planning to marry. Relationships aren’t just ordered off the menu. There are dynamics. Baggage. Everybody has some. What are yours, Linc? You have this epic baseball career. You have a lucrative contract. But that’s just the public persona of you. What’s the real Lincoln Presley like? What does he want out of his life? How many children do you want? I understand you have a daughter. Cara? Tally told me she’s three. That’s wonderful, but starting out with a family is its own unique challenge. And what about Tally? She gave up an illustrious dance career to come back home and be with you. What are you giving up, exactly?”


“I ... I don’t know exactly what I’m giving up.” Linc runs his hands through his hair and sighs. “She probably can’t have any more kids, so I guess I’m giving up on the idea of ever having a son.” Linc won’t even look at me now after he’s dealt this surprising blow. “I mean ... we have Cara so it’s all good, but I won’t ever have a son. That’s a bit of a sacrifice for me.”


I look down at the ground, instead of at Linc, feeling essentially lanced by what he’s just said. “We don’t know that for sure. I’m seeing a specialist,” I say to the pastor and then say in an aside to Linc. “I wasn’t even sure you wanted more kids or that a son was so important to you.”


“I’ve always wanted a big family,” Linc says, sounding uncertain. “I thought you knew that, but Tally, I want you more.” He grabs my left hand and puts it to his lips. I look at him intently, but still carry this wounded feeling. “I love you. You know that. That’s the most important thing.”


“Is it? You want a son, but I may not be able to give you one. That seems like a pretty important thing to discuss before we commit to each other and get married.”


“We are committed. Stop it. I see where you’re trying to take this. I love you. I’d give up anything for you, and maybe, I have. Yes, I want a son, but I want to marry you more and be with you for the rest of my life. More. We’re already a family. We have Cara. Maybe, Dr. Eldon will help us out, but it doesn’t matter, not enough anyway.”


Pastor Dan is nodding and seems perfectly at ease with the intense discussion taking place between Linc and me. He smiles wide, looking pleased with himself. 


“See? This is what I’m trying to get at. Communication is so important. You won’t always agree. You won’t always want the same things. Marriage is a lifetime commitment, not these one-day affairs costing upwards to fifty grand where the world stops for a few hours, watches the two of you get photographed, and feed each other cake. Blissful, sure. Expensive, seems to be the norm these days. Epic. Maybe, on a grand scale so out of proportion, it becomes unseemly at times.” He gets this serious face. “But that’s not the true meaning of marriage. Not at all. It takes a half-hour to perform a wedding ceremony and actually only five people need to be in attendance to make a wedding work: me, the groom, the bride, and two witnesses. The rest is extraordinary but unnecessary. But after that? The marriage itself? That’s just made up of the two of you. Even your daughter is a separate entity from you. You two are going to be tested in all kinds of ways. And you really need to ask yourselves if you’re truly ready for all of that. A wedding takes place just one day in your life together, but it’s the three hundred and sixty-four other days afterward of that first year and the ones that follow that make a marriage. And it’s not easy.” He shakes his head. “May I be frank?” 


“Well, I was hoping for that,” Linc says while I just sort of nod because I’m already reeling from the way this entire conversation has been going so far.


“You two are on the fame track. Tally is already a recognizable figure in the dance world.” The pastor turns to me. “I’ve read about you, Tally. You did well for yourself in New York already.” Then he focuses in on Linc. “Let’s face it; the Giants are looking good to make a real run this year, and your stats are amazing.” He smiles, but then it fades. “But fame can be a destructive monster. You two lead very complicated lives on the world’s stage already. Both of you will be tested in ways that a normal couple—sorry; I'm not sure how else to make my point—may never experience. I just feel it’s important to get this all out in the open. Marriage is not an easy road for anybody. I find it even harder for the most famous ones. I don’t want to discourage you, but I think you have some issues that need to be discussed. I’m not singling the two of you out by any means; I insist all the couples I marry be fully prepared, air things out before jumping into a lifetime commitment they aren’t ready for.” 


He sweeps his arm around the room. “Yes, I spend an extraordinary amount of time upfront asking about a couple’s relationship, and their wants and desires and expectations. If it makes you uncomfortable, I might not be the right one to marry you. That’s why I insist on meeting couples together. I’ve got this fantastic venue. Every couple, famous or not, wants to commit to each other in this little church that looks out over the Pacific and say their vows to one another and start their lives together. Fulfilling those wishes is never the problem, but finding couples who are really ready for all that follows remains a challenge. I like to ensure the ones I take on are fully prepared for the marriage part, the day after the guests go home.” 


Pastor Dan laughs a little, but neither of us does.


Then he looks intently at Linc, who looks seriously pissed off, while I am the complete opposite—barely holding myself together. The last thing I want to do is break down in front of these two.


“I’m not easy to love,” I say in an attempt to bridge the awkward silence and appeal to Linc’s happy side. 


But now he looks even more unhappy with me. “Tally,” he says.


“Why would you say that? Even think it?” Pastor Dan asks, incredulous at my simple confession.


“Because it’s true.” I turn to Linc. “I don’t know why you love me. I’m not sure that you should. I’ve always wondered about that. Why do you love me? Why? It runs through my head all the time. And you want a son, and I may not be able to give you one.”


“That’s crazy talk, Tal. I love you because you’re the most incredible person I’ve ever met.”


“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere,” the pastor says. “Linc, why is she so extraordinary? Incredible, as you’ve said.”


Linc turns to Dan and audibly sighs. “We’ve shared the same fears—falling, failing, losing. We’ve had our fair share of bad luck in our relationship, with others. And still we persevere. Tally does. She has this amazing strength to overcome the biggest challenges and come out on top, flying high like she does in her performances. And I love that about her. And she’s an extraordinary mom. The way she handles Cara is amazing. She gives infinite amounts of love and kindness to everyone she cares about, and I want to be a part of that—Tally’s brand of love. I can’t imagine my life without her. I really can’t, so I asked her to marry me, and she said yes.” 


Linc looks at me for a long moment, grabs my hands, and kisses them. Tears fill my eyes. His assurance takes away some of the heartbreak from his revelation minutes earlier. He breaks our gaze, and he looks over at Dan. 


“I agree with you about probably needing to vet couples to ensure their eyes are wide open to what marriage is all about, but Tally and I already know that, and you should know that we’ve been tested more than most on that front. On fame and otherwise. We’re ready to take the next step. So whether that’s here in your church or somewhere else I don’t care, I just want to marry this girl. Make her my wife and ensure she’s a part of my life because she is without a doubt the best part of me.”


“I think you’ve just said your vows.” Pastor Dan looks elated while Linc looks spent, and I am still somewhat shaken by the enormity of Linc’s words. 


I withdraw my hand from Linc’s and wipe at my eyes with the back of my hand. Linc affectionately tucks a stray hair strand back behind my ear and tiredly smiles at me. 


And the world seems right again for about fifteen seconds. 


“I have a cancellation in the middle of July next year. Let me see, yes, Saturday, July 19th, is open. Other than that, we’re booked solid through November of next year. Not as many requests in the winter months here after that, other than at Christmastime. What works for you?” Dan asks easily. “I’d love to marry the two of you.”


“Next July? That won’t work for us,” Linc says without hesitation, shaking his head. “I’m going to marry Tally a lot sooner than that.”


“It’s less than a year away,” Dan says. “Tally? You don’t want to wait until next July?” The pastor asks, looking surprised.


“Noooooooo,” I say. The disappointment at hearing Linc’s automatic no and essentially answering for both of us without even asking me first stings. How far out the date itself is whooshes through all of me too. Damn.


“I think we’re done here, Dan. Thanks for the tour and the clarity.” Linc gets up and shakes the guy’s hand and starts for the door.


I slowly follow him in a daze. 


What just happened? 


July of next year. 


That’s what just happened. 


It’s the middle of baseball season. July doesn’t work, and Linc doesn’t want to wait. So why would I? 


I wistfully glance back at the church. Pastor Dan waves at us from the top of the stairs like before, but looks a little bewildered as to why we are leaving him so soon. 


“Too small. Too long of a wait. Next July? Come on, Tally. Please. It’ll be the middle of baseball season. That will not work at all. Let’s go.” Linc shakes his head side-to-side as he retrieves the car keys from his pocket. “It’s a beautiful place, Tal. I’m glad we came, but it’s not going to work for us.”


“Yeah, it’s beautiful.” I look out the side mirror as we drive away from the epic view of the Pacific and Pastor Dan’s beautiful little church at Half Moon Bay. Most of what Linc just said back there should elate me, but all I feel is this extraordinary sense of loss at the overriding thought that he wants a son, and I can’t give him one. There’s that. 


It’s just like they say. You’ve got your fingers in the dike preventing the dam from breaking, but it’s only a matter of time before it does. That’s how water works. That’s the strength of water. You can’t stop it. 


“We could adopt.” The words leave my mouth before I can stop them.


“We could.” Rote words. He’s said them but doesn’t really mean them. The underlying anguish with his wish for a son is unmistakable, and he won’t quite meet my gaze when I look over at him even when he says, “Let’s just see what Dr. Eldon says first; huh? Maybe it’s a non-issue.”


But it is an issue. I can tell by the way he’s looking at me.


“Maybe.” I turn away from him and look in the rearview mirror just in time to get the last glimpse of the amazing view of the Pacific just before it disappears.


Beautiful things are like that, extraordinary one minute, gone the next. 
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CHAPTER TWO


Where I Stood     -Tally


































LINCOLN DAVIS PRESLEY once told me how important it is to watch for the line drives. A line drive in baseball is a technical term—a pivotal moment in baseball when the batter drives the ball straight out toward the pitcher’s mound with a thwack of his bat. When this happens, the crowd generally holds its collective breath and then ultimately sighs while finding itself somewhat morbidly fascinated yet somewhat appalled at the same time, in watching the pitcher simultaneously hit the ground just in time and avoid an outright collision with the ball that just zinged its way toward the player at ninety-some odd miles an hour in a valiant attempt to snuff out his life. The line-driven baseball becomes as dangerous as a bullet, only in a different form. 


Most pitchers are lucky and incredibly fast. Elvis once told me he’s always been lucky and that he’s incredibly fast, in baseball and so many things, as he likes to remind me. And oh how I love him for these two reasons—he’s incredibly lucky and incredibly fast—and others, so many others. 


 A line drive in this case proves to be something entirely different. We’re being interviewed by Candy Baxstrom, Sports Illustrated’s up-and-coming special editions reporter. We’re a breakthrough feature story worth covering because of Linc’s incredible year in baseball this season and my own meteoric rise in San Francisco’s ballet world. We’re newsworthy, exemplifying the happy couple in both real life and the sports world. “Everyone wants to read about that,” Candy assured us when we reluctantly agreed to the interview with Linc’s publicist Kimberley Powers’ begrudging approval. 


“Avoid the hardball questions,” Kimberley said. “Lie, if you have to. Omit, if you have to. Just get your photographs taken together and get the story down tight, the plausible one.” 


Kimberley was distracted, on her month-long honeymoon, calling us from some undisclosed location in the Caribbean. The cell service was questionable. 


I ignored the tightness in my gut at her warnings. 


I shouldn’t have.


Line drives. 


About those.


These come in all forms of life, besides baseball, but there’s that one too.
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“So how long have you two known each other?” Candy asks, slipping this one last question in just when she seems to be wrapping up. 


We’ve answered all the easy ones. I should have known we’d get back to this one. I’m reminded of Pastor Dan from weeks before.


Tricky. This one. 


Linc just smiles and nods. Then, he looks over at me, raising his eyebrow in my direction that only I can see. His single glance says you take this one. You lie better than me. I smile back at him. True.


“A while,” I finally say to Candy.


“How long?” Candy’s sugary sweet persistence is pissing me off. I can feel myself caving to the pressure already.


“We met when I was still in high school. On Valentine’s Day. The day my twin sister Holly was killed. Linc saved me from the burning wreckage of my car. After the accident.” I pause, telling myself to breathe. “After the accident. We met up again some time later.” 


My voice is no more than a whisper. It’s been almost five years, and I still can’t think or talk about it without almost having a panic attack. Anger surges through an instant later for this blond viper in asking and at Linc for not answering like we practiced. We met about five years ago. Both busy with our careers. Me on the West Coast. Tally on the East Coast. But we never stopped thinking about each other, even though we had our own lives. 


“I don’t like to talk about it. The accident. How we first met. Is there anything else you need for your story? I think you have enough. On us.”


“I just wanted to know how you two ended up together,” she says with an innocent shrug. “It seems like a pretty straightforward question. You’re getting married soon. You’re both famous. I just wondered how it all came together and how you make it work.”


Now, I’m the one without answers. I’m not sure how it works either. I can’t quite believe it myself. I’m still trying to figure it all out and still waiting for the proverbial shoe to drop and watch it all fall apart.


Line drives. 


These questions. 


Our true story.


When does it all work out? Who does it work out for? 


How long will it last? That’s the real question. The one I need a guarantee for. 


Linc squeezes my hand and brings me back to the present. He probably just heard my shuddering breath. I stare at the reporter, somewhat unseeing. Tears threaten. 


God damn it. Get it together, Tally.


And it’s like she knows she’s getting to me as I unconsciously slump further down in my chair. She smiles ever so slightly and I suddenly realize she has the dirt. On me. All of it. The full story. Now, I’m furious. 


“We’ve basically walked through fire to get here,” I say in a low voice. “To this moment. To this time in our lives. We’re amazingly happy. We can’t wait to get married and commit to spending the rest of our lives together.” 


Oh God. Is that as sappy as it sounds? 


I fight the edges of a panic attack because I still get those and struggle for air. Linc strokes my hand in essence, telling me everything is going to be okay. I glance over at him and attempt to keep the uncertainty from showing on my face with a shaky smile for him alone. 


“We’ve been tested by fate, fame, and lies,” I say aloud for his benefit and mine. “Lies. Mine.” I dip my head in acknowledgment. “I’ll own those. Others. All of it ...” 


Get it together. Breathe. 


Get it together.


I do. 


“I think we’re done here.” I quickly stand up and hold out my hand to shake hers.


She stares me down at first and then looks over at Linc imploringly him to keep talking. But eventually, she stands up too, probably accepting the interview is indeed over. She gets this bitch look—the snarl of a girl who hasn’t gotten her way and isn’t quite done trying. Her lips curl up a little, and I know where she’s going next, even as Linc moves in close and puts his arm around me, pulling me closer, subconsciously conveying that everything is okay. 


No. 


It’s not. 


Not this time.


“I haven’t even asked about Moscow,” Candy says testily.


“There’s nothing to say about Moscow,” Linc says a little more harshly than he probably intended. “This interview is over.”


We don’t talk about Moscow. Moscow was the proverbial test of us walking through fire together. Moscow almost destroyed us. Or the lies did. Mine. His. Ours. Theirs. 


Line drives. 


Moscow is one of those. We escaped, mostly unharmed, and eventually found our way back to each other. But we don’t talk about Moscow. We never do.


Candy slips on her white jacket—some smart spring line thing that my best friend Marla would love—and lifts her silky blond locks from the back of her neck at the same time in a sexy, earnest reporter slash model kind of way. Candy Baxstrom. Confident and sly. She’s got her story. Her big break. 


At what appears to be a last-ditch effort to get us to tell our side of the story, she gives us the stony, imploring reporter’s look—the come-on-just-tell-me stare. “I just want the story to be complete—accurate, honest.” She looks at me again with the coolness factor of a slight smile and nods. Up and down, her lovely chin goes. “Honesty is always the best way. Isn’t it, Tally?” 


I try not to roll my eyes and I definitely don’t answer her. She’s going to write about us however she sees fit. She’s got the story. The whole story. And she wants the fame. On some weird-ass level, I admire her for it. I know that feeling of wanting the fame so badly that you forsake all others to get it. I don’t tell her it’s fleeting and ultimately destructive. No. I’ll let her figure that one out for herself. I’ll let her experience her own line drive. Because she will. We all do. 


“I have what I need.”


In other words, she has other sources.


Candy nods slowly and shrugs her slim, perfect shoulders in that blonde, helpless way she’s got going. “Okay, let’s go get some photographs to go with the copy. I want the money shot.” She awards us with her best winning smile. 


A line drive. 


This would just be one of them.
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“She’s got the story,” I say to Linc hours later as we lie next to each other, taking up only half of the king-sized bed because our bodies remain intertwined at an all but intimate level. The money shot photograph session took twice as long as the interview. After another three hours, we finally told Candy we had to go. I had to pick up Cara from preschool, and Linc had a late practice. We left Candy and her photographer while they were still packing up their gear. By this time, the reporter had given up on asking us any more questions. She had the money shot. She had the story. We weren’t going to like it. The unsettled feeling nagged at me, but Linc didn’t seem to care. “She’s got the story.” Apparently, my fears need repeating.


“So?" he asks with a laugh. “Come here.” He pulls me closer and trails his hands down between my legs, knowing full well this is my ultimate weakness for him. I cannot not respond. His touch right there gets me to do just about anything for him. I moan. He laughs again as he makes his move.


We put Cara to bed fifteen minutes ago and left the bedroom door slightly ajar, so we can hear her but closed enough so she doesn’t hear us. Usually, we wait the agreed-upon half-hour before commencing with doing the deed as I still like to call it, but she was extra tired because I let her stay up late to watch Entangled. I’m not sure she understands the story line completely. I’m not sure I do either, but she loves Rapunzel’s long hair. We watched it together while we waited for Linc’s return from practice. Cara played with my hair for most of the movie and kept running her little fingers through it over and over, while I filled out endless wedding invitations, imploring the ninety-five percent of invited guests I do not know to come witness our nuptials in the middle of October. 


“The article won’t run for weeks. Don’t worry about it. By the time it does, the season will probably be over. We’ll be married. Settled. Nobody is going to care about how we met or what happened in Moscow. They’ll be staring at your photograph, the Dirty Dancing one, and be thinking how did that guy get so lucky and get a girl like her? All those Sports Illustrated fans wishing they were me and holding you up in the air just like Baby.”


“Even the girls?” 


He laughs. “Even the girls. When are you going to start believing we’re the two luckiest people in the world?” I turn into him then and stroke his face and search his eyes for solace and truth, but I don’t answer. “When are you going to let go and let this happen and believe in it? In me? In us?” Linc asks again.


I trace his lips and kiss him. Lightly. Just a trace. 


In the next, he smothers my face with kisses of his own and eventually pulls me up beneath him. “Come on, Tally. Let it go. Let it all go. I’m here. I’m not going anywhere. Don’t put a time clock on this. Don’t walk down the aisle toward me, less than a month from now, still not believing that this isn’t real or this won’t last because it will. I’m here. You’re here. So. Believe it. In me. In us. Now.”


He pulls away from me and studies my face. 


Guilt arrives right on time. I wince along with it.


“What is it? What aren’t you telling me? Because with that face? It is definitely something.”


“Dr. Eldon scheduled an ultrasound. I just... she’s optimistic and I just hope that we can find a way to have another child. I want to give you a son because you’ve given so much to me. And I want you to be happy. With me.”


“I am happy with you. I love you because you’re my life. You’re my water. Don’t forget that. I couldn’t survive without you.” He plays with a strand of my hair and lets it slip through his fingers. “And I’m your air.” He sighs a little. “I love you just as you are, whether or not we have more kids. That’s why we’re going to make it. But you have to stop believing that something bad is going to happen. You have to believe in us as much as I do. We’re going to have this great life together. We already do. I love you. You love me. And believe me; love is enough. Our love is enough.”


I hold my breath and gaze at him for a long while. The commitment and compassion I see in the depths of his eyes steadies me. All the doubt, and even the guilt, begins to fade away. Like a protective shield, his love encircles me from all around. Then when he pulls me into his arm and looks at me as if I’m the only one that counts, just before he kisses me, it is reassuring in the only way that matters.


Lincoln Presley, the baseball star, is one of a kind. And he’s mine. It’s a miracle, really. 


What an unbelievable stroke of luck at having him in my life and loving me back. I kiss him and let go of all my deep-rooted fears: falling, failing, even losing. I actually feel them disappear as if a strange wind has come by and blown them away. 


I take in air—his air—that allows me to live and breathe.


 “Okay,” I eventually say. Then, I grab his hand and lightly kiss the inside of his wrist, and then trail my lips along his broad chest. He leans back against the pillows with a knowing look, pulling me along with him, but cedes all control to me. I smile, but then another errant thought crashes in on me and threatens to undo all of these joyous declarations.


Everything breaks. 
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CHAPTER THREE


She Is Love     -Linc


































SHE’S BEYOND AGITATED, slamming kitchen cupboards and doors. She insisted on making dinner for me because I told her I could make it, because I’m home, which hasn’t been too often as of late.


There are dark circles under her eyes which immediately tell me she’s not getting enough sleep, and she’s rehearsing too much and most definitely not eating enough. I think this whole dinner scenario she’s got going is to throw me off that last one. Food is Tally’s nemesis. One of them. 


I continue to watch her with keen interest and start to feel guilty because the Giants are doing awesome and one of the reasons I came over here early was to tell her we’re probably going to have to postpone things. October seemed fine. But with the spectacular run the team has put together, we’ve made it to the playoffs; the idea that the Giants might actually make it all the way to the World Series starts to get real. And just like that, getting married in the middle of October like we planned may not work at all. 


And I have to tell her tonight.


She gets this vexed look while she focuses all her outward efforts on The Joy of Cooking cookbook. The book was Marla’s wedding shower gift a few weeks ago. It’s a little dig at Tally. Marla knows perfectly well that her best friend doesn’t do more than boil water—everybody’s cliche for the non-cook, but, in Tally’s case, it’s absolutely true. I catch her eye and smile wide. She forces one my way.


The noise from the television and an old episode of Sesame Street filters into the room and to the two of us. Cara watches television in the adjoining room and claps her little hands every so often at the wondrous things Big Bird is saying. 


It’s the perfect domestic situation, except I should cook and Tally should be watching or resting or both. I continue my study of her in quiet amazement since she refuses to let me help with any of the food prep and reflect on how fortuitous my life has become in just the past few months with her and Cara. The crevice between Tally’s brows deepens. She murmurs about the lack of clarity in the cookbook’s instructions, which is propped up against a full bottle of wine and sits precariously close to the edge of the granite counter. White flour streaks the left side of her face and travels upward into her dark hair. She’s still beautiful, even though she looks completely stressed out. God, she’s so hot. My libido wants to skip dinner, put Cara to bed, and ravage her in a thousand different ways starting now. 


“I missed you.” 


She looks up in surprise. 


I clear my throat, trying not to appear so damn vulnerable and needy of her. I’ve been gone for the better part of a week traveling, playing baseball. It’s good to be home—be with her—even if it’s for just a day before everything ratchets even higher in baseball. 


You start winning; everybody’s expectations go up, exponentially.


“I missed you too.” 


She gets this tired smile, but avoids looking at me directly for some reason. She bites at her lower lip and then turns back to the pan on the stove. She’s cooking some kind of marinara sauce. She pretends to be nonchalant, shrugging her slim shoulders, and yet her hands shake as she stirs the sauce. 


“You won, right? It’s all good?”


Here’s my opening. I’m going to have to take it. 


“Too good,” I say softly. She looks at me closely, leaning in across the space that separates us. Me on one side of the counter-top, she out of reach on the other. “If we sweep, we’re in New York on Tuesday. And I pitch tomorrow.” I raise an eyebrow and look at her more intently, experiencing both joy and trepidation as I wait for her reaction. She recoils a little, and I know that’s when she understands what I’m actually saying. 


“So. We postpone.” She stumbles over the last word and looks uncertain for a few seconds. “Because if you’re pitching, you’re winning, and that means baseball through October. You’re probably going all the way. That’s... amazing.” She pastes on this wide smile, but I see her disappointment just before she turns away. 


“Looks that way. Yeah.” I hang my head and then look at her with an unspoken apology. “I’m sorry. I really wanted to make this work out, timing-wise. I didn’t think we’d get this far, but everybody's brought their ‘A’ game. There’s really nothing to stop us from going all the way, just like you said, except maybe ourselves.” I look at her intently. “I know you're pissed.”


“No. I'm happy for you. I am.” She frowns a little. “But I got a dress. Like you wanted. We set a date. Like you wanted. We booked the Hollins House for the 25th of October and invited four-hundred and fifty people. Like you wanted. And now, we have to cancel it all. See the pattern here? And all I wanted to do was to get married at that little church at Half Moon Bay.” 


“Yeah. Next July, right in the middle of the baseball season,” I say. 


“I’ve had to handle everything while you’ve been playing baseball all the time.” 


“Geez, Tally, I’m sorry we’re doing so well. That baseball is such an inconvenience for you. It is my life, you know. It pays the bills around here, we kind of need me to play.”


She blows out air with a heavy sigh.“First fight since we got back together. Perfect.”


“No, there have been others. Half Moon Bay, remember?” I say softly but suddenly try to reel back some of what I’ve just said to her.


“I remember...” She pauses for a long time, stirs the sauce, turns off the stove, and finally looks over at me. “Do you ever think that maybe we’re just not meant to be together? Like God and the entire world is trying to tell us something? I mean, I don’t know why we planned this wedding for October...” Her voice trails off and she just looks sad.


“Nothing was going on in October. Your mom could be here.” I get up from the barstool and go around to her side. “Nobody died in October.” They are stupid reasons to anyone else but the two of us. “You’re not having any doubts about us, are you? Because I will fix that shit right now.”


The clock ticks off time on the far kitchen wall and we both seem to hear it while we seemingly wait for the other to break the silence between us first. 


“You have doubts.” My voice is flat. My disappointment obvious. We’ve been through this enough already to fill a couple of romance novels. People would call them fantasies, but we actually lived through it all. There’s been plenty of fucked-up shit that’s gone down between the two of us, preventing us from being together in the past. “Tally,” I sigh in saying her name. “Really?”


“I don’t want to talk about this,” she says slowly. “Not now. You have a game tomorrow. Let’s just let it ... lie.” 


She gets this weird introspective look—the I-think-I-can-lie-my-way-out-of-this-one look, but I sense her apprehension. I can practically see the thoughts racing through her mind about how to handle this. I grow alarmed and desperate at the same time. 


Yet, in the next moment, she delivers her lines so calm and perfect. “We’ll just cancel everything. And then, let’s just wait and see where things are after the playoffs. After the World Series. Wow. How incredible is that?” She smiles, but it’s forced. It’s all an act. She’s got one of her cheerful smiles—the one she uses for public appearances when I know damn well she doesn’t want to be there.


I sigh. This shit has to be stopped. I move fast, taking a hold of her and set her up on the kitchen counter and then step between her legs and take full ownership of her and the situation. I grab the metal spoon from her outstretched hand, but not before accidentally splashing the two of us with red sauce. I slowly lick the stain from her T-shirt and make my way up to her neck and then her face. “Don’t fuck with me, Tal. What is your problem?”


“I don’t have one,” she says irritably.


“Then, don’t start making one up.” I kiss her hard. Hard enough to clear away any doubts about my long-term intentions and my short ones, too. “We’re putting Cara to bed early.”


“But you have a game.” 


I rarely stay when I have a game. We have this weird-ass ritual worked out where I leave most of the time because we’re still trying to figure out things with Cara. Maybe even between us, too. The thing is, I need a decent night’s sleep before a game which doesn’t happen very often when we’re together. Compatible is not a word I would use to describe the two of us when we’re together. Insatiable is probably better. Sometimes it seems as if we annihilate each other more than we love each other. Still, at other times, it seems as we resuscitate the very life back into the other person. Maybe we’re undefinable. And with Cara, things get even more complicated. I can’t ravage Tally any time I want because we have our amazing three-year-old little girl around us most of the time. 


“Forget the game. I’ll be fine,” I say, pulling her close and trailing my hand between her thighs. My finger makes contact with her softness. She moves in closer to me. I feel her fight for breath. “I want to fuck you right now,” I say low enough so our child in the next room won’t hear us.


“Can’t. Cara,” she says with a moan and inches closer to my roving fingers. “I don’t want to confuse Cara. Stop. Please. She’ll hear us,” Tally says even as her breath comes faster. “You have to stop doing this to me. I’m cooking. We have Cara. Geez, Linc. I said no!” She moves away from me and pulls down her skirt. 


“Is this about Cara? Or, is it about me staying? Or something else entirely? Because sometimes I wonder what you really want when you get all pissy and unsure like this,” I say. She washes her hands at the sink. I move in to do the same. She glares at me. It sets me off. “Yes, I’m frustrated. I’ve got a game. I want to stay and fuck you properly. I want to own your soul and wake up next to you in the morning and pitch a baseball in the afternoon with you in the stands for once. Is that so much to ask? Am I so wrong in wanting all of that? Why does everything have to be so complicated between us? Why can’t you tell me what’s bothering you, instead of lying to me and telling me it’s nothing when it is definitely something? You’ve been slamming things around since I got here. So tell me, Tally, just tell me what’s really going on with you tonight? Why can’t you be honest for once?”


I’ve unleashed fire, and I know this as soon as the last word leaves my mouth.


“For once?" she asks. “Oh, I don’t know why I can’t be honest. I really don’t. Maybe it’s because I’m seriously...” she leans in close to me, “fucked up, and you knew this when you signed up for it. It’s complicated. Us. We’re complicated. We have a child who doesn’t speak, who needs us—me, I guess—since you are never here. You want this gigantic wedding spun up on an epic scale with four hundred and fifty strangers that your father insisted we invite without a thought as to who is paying for it. My parents! Me! And yet! You are never around to plan a God damn thing for it. I wish Holly were here to help. I wish my mother could be of help. But my mother has been in rehab. Rehab, Linc. And I’ve been dealing with all the shit that comes along with that. Family sessions. Therapy sessions. How do-you-feel-about-your-mom’s-addiction-Tally sessions? And all the how-you-can-help-the-alcoholic sessions, too. And I’m the one who has had to pick up all the slack left by my mom’s thirty-day absence in taking care of my dad and Tommy and Cara. And you. When you’re here.” 


She takes a deep breath and blows it out. 


“And you?" she asks quietly. “You play the Yankees in New York on Tuesday, which means you’ll leave on Sunday and need those uniforms washed on Saturday. Well, guess what? I’ll still be here in San Fran trying to keep my new boss Mikhail Rostov off my back and hold on to my job, continually hiding the chronic pain in my left foot from him, so he doesn’t outright replace me before the season even starts, pick up Cara from preschool on time every day, hit the counseling sessions for my mother, help her cook something for my dad and my little brother; and oh, now I get to cancel all the Hollins House plans for the big wedding in October because the Giants may go all the way. Well, great. Fucking fantastic. Bully for you. It’s all good for you, but what and when exactly is it good for me? And now you want to fuck me? I am so sorry. But you know what? I’m just too fucking tired. Maybe the reason you don’t know what’s going on with me today is, again, because you’re hardly ever here. You don’t even remember what today was, do you? No. You don’t. Okay, then. Sorry to disappoint you, but I don’t want to fuck you right now. But, at least, I’m being honest. For once.”


She throws the metal spoon onto the kitchen floor and stalks out the door. “Make your own God damn dinner. I’m done.”


“Tally! Come back here. Don’t do this.”


She doesn’t answer. 


Now, Cara stands in the kitchen doorway. A second later she picks up the castoff spoon and starts gleefully rapping it on the open door frame. Now there’s marinara sauce pretty much everywhere. 


“Mommy’s mad,” I say softly to Cara. 


No shit. 


Cara looks at me and slowly nods. We both hear Tally as she stomps up the stairs.


“Don’t worry, kiddo. Daddy will fix it.”
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CHAPTER FOUR


Perfect For Me     -Linc






























MY MOM ONCE told me when I was about fourteen never go to bed mad. Not at her or Dad or Elliott. “Someday you’ll meet a girl, and if you marry her, the best advice I can give you is never go to bed mad,” she said. 


I feed Cara the pasta, give her a quick bath, and cajole her to go to sleep. In fact, I cheat because I let her listen to an audio play of Winnie The Pooh because I know she likes that one, and that she’ll be out within minutes. Then I fix up a dinner plate of food for Tally because I remain determined to get her to eat something. I run a bath for her in the second bedroom down from the master and finally think to check Tally’s iPhone calendar. Dr. Eldon. This newest doctor served as our last ray of hope in determining if there was a chance that Tally could still get pregnant. With the promise of a new medical procedure, Dr. Eldon thought after studying Tally’s films sent by her previous doctor in New York, it might be possible. They needed an ultrasound to confirm this, which was scheduled for today. I forgot. Shit.


Tally’s sleeping, but her eyelids flutter open when I come into the room carrying her plate of food. “What did Dr. Eldon say?”


Silence.


“I’m sorry. I forgot. I’m a jerk. Hate me. What did Dr. Eldon say?” I ask again.


She sits up on her elbows and gets this resigned look. She points towards the hallway. “The tub’s overflowing.” 


Sure enough, water is streaming down the hallway, flooding the floor as it goes. “Fuck.” 


I set down her plate of food and go shut the faucet off and partially drain the bath water and just start throwing towels everywhere to soak up the mess. I look up and find Tally standing in the doorway with a satisfied smirk on her lovely face. I grin back at her, shaking my head. “Hey between the marinara mess downstairs and the water mess up here, and that I got our child fed and to sleep early, I think I’ve made up for it, at least a little.” She nods. “The bath is for you.”


“I’m not ready to make up with you yet,” she says softly. “Don’t expect anything, Elvis.”


“I know. So just take a bath. I’ll watch.”


She strips off her top and slips out of her skirt and shimmies out of her black thong with the red bow which she knows I like very much. I suck in air while she gets this smirk as she struts naked past me and then lowers herself into the tub, sloshing water over the sides. I throw yet another towel on the floor, but like a good knave, I put one behind her neck while she leans back against the tub and closes her eyes. I lather up my hands with the lavender soap she likes, then I touch her beautiful body in all the right places. 


She has even more of a hint of a smile, so I know we’re going to get past this. I’m reborn on that news alone.


“I’m sorry.” I trail the water with my soapy hands near her breasts. 


She opens her eyes and looks at me. “I’m sorry. I completely lost it. I was being a bitch and completely unfair to you. You have a game that you need to be ready for. I was out of line. So, I’m sorry.”


“No need for you to be sorry.”


“But you have a game,” she says wearily.


“I’ll be ready. Let’s not talk about baseball tonight, okay? I want to talk about us. You, especially. I want to apologize. To you. You’re right. I’m sorry I haven’t been around and paying attention to things like I should. Your mom. Cara. Your family. Your job. The guest list. The wedding. I know you’ve had to handle it all. I’m sorry I haven’t been listening very well or paying any attention to the pressure you must feel in trying to do it all basically on your own since I’ve been gone so much. But let’s start with the last thing first.” She gives me a questioning look. “What did Dr. Eldon say?”


Her face is wet, but I see the single tear that trails down her face. “I’m sorry. I blew up at you. It’s really not you or baseball. It’s me. I screwed this up a long time ago, and it is all coming back to haunt me now. I messed up, and now I’m paying for it.” Tally sighs big. “She is no longer optimistic. It is highly unlikely I can get pregnant.”


I catch her tear. “Don’t do this to yourself, Tal. Don’t. I love you. If we can’t have more kids, so be it. It doesn’t change how I feel about you. It doesn’t. The most important thing is for us to be together. You and me. And Cara, of course. That’s it. Everything else is a bonus. You are my life.” I stand up and move to the door. “I’ll be right back.” 


I take a long moment in the master bedroom. Get it together. I can’t let Tally sense my disappointment at Dr. Eldon’s news. After a few minutes of stalling, I retrieve the plate of food and take it to her, setting it down on the wide edge of the bathtub. Then I strip off my shirt and undo my jeans. 


“What are you doing?” she asks.


“I’m taking a bath. I’ve got marinara sauce in my hair. I’m going to feed you your dinner and make everything up to you.” I step into the tub with the plate in one hand while water sloshes over the sides. We face each other. I twirl pasta around the fork and feed it to her. 


“Mmm ... good.” She takes another four bites, smiling widely after each one. Then she takes the plate and carefully sets it on the floor next to the tub. She moves into me, sloshing water as she goes and grabs the soap and washcloth.


“What are you doing?”


“Washing the sauce out of your hair.” Her fingers wrap around my dick in one swift move. “Well maybe later,” she says lowering herself onto me in the next. “Water’s a challenge. You’ve got to really get moving... like this. Just think, we don’t have to worry about birth control like ever again. No condoms. A silver lining, I guess.”


“Silver lining,” I say, forcing a smile.


“I’ll make it up to you. I promise,” she whispers, pulling me closer so our faces practically touch. She gazes at me. “I love you so much. Thanks for loving me back.”


“You say that like you’re a consolation prize.”


She pulls back and looks at me. “Maybe I am.”


“You’re more than enough. Yes, I would have liked to have had more kids with you, but we have Cara. We’re going to be okay. We are. But let’s not talk anymore,” I say nipping her neck with my teeth. “No more talking.” 


“Got it, No talking,” she says.
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I stay, breaking Tally’s cardinal rule about that, especially considering it is the night before a playoff game, and essentially dismiss Cara’s possible confusion, and tell her we should have stopped honoring this weird ass moral code of hers weeks ago because we are together, and Cara's knows it. Tally’s not entirely convinced that me staying is such a great idea. 


She stands there with her hands on her hips, wearing nothing but one of my Giants orange and grey t-shirts. I get a glimpse of the filmy black material of her thong as she moves about the room. She knows I like that one too, and I am amused as to how she thought I was going to be able to walk out the door when she’s dressed like this. 


Uh. No. I’m not leaving tonight.


“You should go.” She tries to sound convincing, but it doesn’t quite work, which causes me to laugh in just hearing her wistful, sexy tone. 


“No.” I put my hands behind my head on the propped-up pillows and sink deeper into the bed with a contented sigh. 


I like it when she’s like this. Conflicted is the only way to describe it. Being a sex goddess as well as a perfect mommy are these completely opposite roles. It makes her even more charming that she doesn’t even see it. 


“What?” she asks upon seeing the bemused look on my face.


“Nothing.”


“No, there’s more I can tell. What is it?”


“I have a surprise for you. You have to wait for it, though. For a little while, anyway. Just trust me.” I can’t help but smile. “You’re going to love it, but you have to wait a few more days before I can show it to you. It’s big. It’s a big surprise.”


“Okay,” she says, looking wary now, “but you know I don’t like surprises of any kind.”


“I do. But this one? You’re going to love this one. It’s a good surprise.” My smile gets wider because there’s more to tell her. “So. I’ve been thinking about our situation, and I’ve got an idea of how to solve some things for you and me. Because let’s face it, you and me are all that matters.”


“Okay. I can agree with that much.” She climbs up onto the bed and settles down on my lap. 


I hold her face between my hands, ensuring I have her attention. “Let’s get married on Friday after my game tomorrow night. Let’s just go to the courthouse and get it done. Then, it won’t matter when we get around to the big wedding for family and friends. We can do that whenever we want. Then, the pressure’s off in trying to plan a big wedding while I’m trying to win the World Series.” 


She looks amazed for about five seconds and then the usual uncertainty flits across her features. “Are you sure? Elope now?”


“Marry me on Friday. Don’t cancel the Hollins House stuff just yet. Let me cover the bases with my dad before we start to unravel everything right away. We can follow up with Pastor Dan at Half Moon Bay for next July or something. That’s what we both really want, right? I’ll call him and see if that date is still available. I’ll take care of it. It’ll be epic. Okay?”


She loves this idea. I can see the relief on her face. “I thought we couldn’t do next July because of baseball?”


“You love that little church. We’ll keep it small, so it’s doable. Spare no expense for food and drink and family and a few friends. No more grand scale stuff. Just small scale and amazing. The Giants can work around it; they’ll understand. It won’t be a problem. We won’t make it a problem. I won’t make it a problem. We’ll already be married by this Friday and you can have the sweet little wedding you really wanted looking out at the Pacific at Half Moon Bay. Say yes. Say yes to all of it.” I study her closely as she wrestles with all these competing thoughts. “Your mom will be better by then,” I say softly, trying not to upset her, but wanting her to face the reality of our situation. 


The World Series and Tessa Landon’s rehab are both unexpected events that we’ve had to contemplate and factor into all of our plans. “Cara will be settled. Talking.”


“Let’s hope.” 


Tally doesn’t say anything for a long time. I can see her going through the pros and cons. “Elope. We couldn’t tell anybody. I’d need to break it to my mom gently, but only after a while. Dad would be okay, but Mom ...” She hesitates. “Mom really wants to help me with a wedding. I don’t want to deny her that.”


“Okay. She’ll love Half Moon Bay and that little church, plus it will give you two more time to plan it all.” She gets this little smile. “So we’ll get married on Friday, and we won’t tell anybody,” I say slowly, “not even Charlie or Marla. Or my dad. For a while.”


“Not even Marla? That’s a tough one. So it would be just us?”


“Just us. The judge, you, me, two witnesses. That’s five, just like Pastor Dan said.”


“After your playoff game,” Tally says slowly. “Just go to the courthouse on Friday and get married.” 


“You love this idea. It’s all over your face. Marry me. On Friday. Say yes,” I say softly. “Be my wife. Say yes, Mrs. Presley.” I laugh at her shocked expression. “I can call you that because by Friday it’ll be a reality. You’ll be Mrs. Lincoln Presley. Then, we can plan this amazing wedding at Half Moon Bay with Pastor Dan for your family, for your mom, and all of our close friends. But by this Friday, we’ll already be married. Mrs. Presley. I like the sound of that. And you’ll come running whenever I call you; right? Like a good wife should. Any time I call?” 


She readjusts her hips even with mine and makes her intentions known as to what we’re going to do next. I’m hard for her in a matter of seconds because she does that to me. Tally the goddess. Just watching her walk can turn me on, but being inside of her is an experience like no other. It's like this crossing over to this completely different plane of existence—this true bliss that’s so euphoric it’s hard to come back down from. The only thing I can compare it to is a really good narcotic that gets you beatifically high. That's Tally to me. She grabs my face and my full attention at the same time and slides her silky way down my shaft in one lithe, practiced dancer’s move. Her smile lights up her entire face. All is right with our world again. We both seem to share in this incredible feeling. 


We’ve had plenty of sex. Slow languishing sessions and amazingly fast ones and lots of incredible ones in between where time and circumstance didn’t matter. We do seem to be making up for lost time and satiating this unbearable hunger as we move in on each other. Physical need and pent-up emotion overtake us both all over again. I do love this girl.


I pay homage to God and experience this never-ending gratitude that we’re together finally. The fear of losing her still exists at a soul level, but when she’s like this—so sure of us—when we both really let go and allow each other to feel it, these rare moments prove to be our finest. Each one a perfect memory that I plan to hold on to for all of time. And yet, there is this genuine fear—the one buried deep in my soul—that still resonates and subtly reminds me that I could still lose her somehow. That it’s only a matter of time. That time is finite, after all.


Time and the fear of losing. Hate those two things. 


All I want is to make it through to the next day and the day after that, to the next season and the one after that, to the next year and the one after that, through the next decade—two, three, four and five—with Tally. That’s all I ask. 


Whipped about this girl doesn’t come close to explaining it. 


“So what do you say? Want to get married on Friday?” I ask out of breath as we finish. 


“Yes. I say yes to all of it.” Tally laughs. Her miracle laugh. “You can start calling me Mrs. Presley right now if you want. And yes,” she says, “I’ll marry you on Friday, Lincoln Presley, just you, me, the judge, and two witnesses. It will be our secret until we’re ready to tell the world. Deal.”


“Deal. Any way you want it. You and Cara are all that matter to me. The World Series would be a big deal, but it’s nothing compared to being with you. You know that, right?”


“I know.” She traces my lips and I smile at first, but then it fades as the seriousness of the moment becomes all too real. “What is it?” she asks.


“Don’t ever leave me, okay? I don’t think I could take that.” 


“I won’t,” she whispers.


We drink and breathe within the same realm of each other. Who knows what would happen if we were apart?
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