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  The sound of gravel crunching under truck tires broadcasts Patrick’s arrival.


  Glancing up from her book, Donyell slightly smiles, the edges of her mouth never actually breaking wide enough to touch her eyes.


  She’s always happy to hear him get home, but since his last deployment, Patrick has been withdrawn. He comes in the front door, closes it behind him, and drops his keys on the table in the foyer.


  “Hey, Donyell…” he utters, his warm baritone sending a little blossom of warmth into her stomach. She loves his voice – so low, rich, and warm. Donyell smiles up from her seat in the corner of the sofa and offers a little wave in return.
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