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Chapter One
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Beth

A series of beeps and my eyes snap open, my sweat soaked skin stuck to the rough sheets. I expected to see him sitting there, in the chair beside me, anger oozing from every pore on his body. Finding it empty, I let out a quick breath, knowing it won’t be long. He never leaves me alone. Not when he knows I will tell the first chance I get. 

I brought my arms up, expecting to see bandages on my wrists. I did a number on them, but other than thin white scars, they’re fine. How long have I been here? 

And then my first coherent thought entered my mind. I walked away from the old decrepit building years ago. I can still remember how it stood, just like me, scars and all, not giving up, not going down without a fight. I remember thinking it’s poetic really. A place I hated more than anything. A place with so many horrible memories and yet, it had its own demons locked inside. I almost made peace with it and then remembered the torment. So I flipped the fucking thing my middle finger and climbed into the backseat of George’s car. 

I’m not here because of what happened then, I’m here because asshole hit me from behind, and I plummeted into a canyon. I’m alive which means he came in after me. Shit...

I pulled out the IV, the thumb monitor, and stood to my feet. My head swam, my ribs protested, forcing me to grip the railing, scanning the dark room for something I can use to protect myself.

“What are you doing out of bed?” A voice asked, causing me to jump right out of my skin. 

She flipped on the light and my eyes narrowed, blocking the offensive brightness. 

“You are not ready to be moving around just yet, young lady.” 

“Who brought me in?” I asked, my voice husky and dry.

She tells me it’s him, I am fucking out of here. I didn’t get this far to go back now. 

“An off-duty detective.”

It took a moment for the words to sink in and I resisted the laugh. Fucking perfect.

I lowered myself back into bed when she pointed at it. 

“You’re lucky to be alive. Your car went over a cliff. Caught on fire.” She frowned, placing a cuff over my bicep, and now it’s squeezing down. “You were ejected from the car. Which tells me you weren’t wearing a seatbelt.” 

Oh, I was wearing it. I just unbuckled it and launched myself out of the driver’s side door. I needed a head start. Having the car explode was a bonus.

“What’s your name?”

“Beth Luchesi.” I answered, turning my head to look at her. I am in a world of hurt here.

“My name is Shirley.” She tidied up around me. “I will bring you some water and pain medication.” She attached the thumb monitor back onto my right thumb. “Do not take it off again.” 

I resisted the smile, nodding my head. I settled down when she left, turning the light low. Which I appreciated since the glare only increased the ache in my head by like a thousand. 

Just like she promised, she returned, fed me drugs and water, leaving me alone for a second time. I had just enough time to consider my options before nodding off. Way I see it, I have a couple of days here before they release me. Which means I’m safe for now and can get some rest before I hit the road again. 

The doctor made it in, but I wasn’t anywhere near coherent when he did, vaguely recalling answering his questions before drifting back to my peaceful slumber. It’s been a long time since I’ve slept this hard.

“Ms. Luchesi?” 

I opened my eyes and instead of the elderly man in a white coat, I found myself staring into beautiful hazel eyes. 

“That’s me.” 

He held something in his hand and my eyes dropped to the detective’s badge. So he’s the one... Hot damn. I’m impressed.

“I’m sorry to wake you. My name is Detective Matt Wilson. You mind if I ask you a few questions?” 

“Not at all.” I pushed myself into a sitting position, pausing when the pain slammed through me. 

“Hold on.” He reached over and grabbed the remote nestled at my side. Soon the bed is moving into an upright position. “Better?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” 

I grabbed the water bottle Shirley left for me. Curiosity has always been a weakness. It has bitten me in the ass a time or two, but didn’t stop me from asking. 

“Am I in trouble for something?” 

He smiled and his eyes aren’t the only thing beautiful. He’s tall, muscular, his suit tailored-made, short dark hair, and the sexiest  jawline I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

“No.” 

“Ah, bummer. The hospitality in this place rocks.” 

He lifted his right eyebrow and my pulse leapt. The machine let out a series of beeps and both of our eyes shot towards it.

“I assure you the hospitality at the police station is nothing like it is here.” He nodded towards the water bottle. “We don’t have souvenirs to remind you of your visit.” 

“Sure you do.” I turned to set it back down on to the table. “It’s called a criminal record.” 

He chuckled, sending chills of excitement down my spine.

“You want to tell me what happened?” 

“Lost control of my car. It happens.” 

“From the looks of it, someone ran you off the road.”

I shifted my eyes towards the window. I don’t know what to say. So I said nothing. 

“Care to explain where you got the bruises on your face?”

I forgot about those. Can’t pass them off from the accident. He’s a cop. He knows the difference between fresh and day old bruises. Stick to the story. You know it inside and out. 

“I don’t want to press charges if that’s why you’re here. I appreciate your concern, but I left that part of my life behind.” 

“That shit isn’t going to fly with me, Ms. Luchesi.” 

“Beth.” I turned my head to look at him. “That’s my name.” 

“Luchesi isn’t your last?” 

“It is, but I prefer Beth.” I flashed him a smile. He’s familiar, and I racked my brain. Only to come up with nothing. “I left an abusive relationship.” 

There’s the uplift of the eyebrow again and it’s sexy as fuck. 

“You can press charges... We can protect you...” 

“Nope.” I averted my eyes back to the ceiling. 

He brought a hand up to rub his chin. He has a day’s growth on his face and I wouldn’t mind seeing how it felt between my thighs. What the fuck? Did I seriously just think that? 

“I don’t need you to press charges.”

I turned my head to look at him. 

“You do if you want his name.” 

###
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Matt 

I’M used to games. In my line of work, I’ve heard it all. The confessions of love, the fear of retaliation, the desire to just move on with their lives and forget they met the asshole. It’s frustrating. It makes it hard to do my job, but I can’t force them and when it happens a second time, I can talk better sense into them. 

But this girl is different. I can tell by the first words out of her mouth. She doesn’t fit the abused woman syndrome. There’s a spark to her, spunk as Brett would call it, I didn’t expect. And most women running from a domestic violence situation aren’t checking out the questioning officer either. Twice her heart rate monitor called her out on it. 

“You have signs of long-term abuse...” I let it sink in, my way of giving her a chance to change her mind. “Some old scars...”  

Bright green eyes rested on me. She’s a pretty girl under the bruises. It’s just hard to see past it since she has so many of them. 

“The scars aren’t from him. They’re from my shitty parents.” 

“The old fractures are from them as well?” 

“Yup.” 

I detect a hint of dishonesty. They don’t call me the human lie detector for nothing. I can spot a liar a mile away. By the drop of their eyes, breathing pattern, and body language. She’s not lying, but she’s holding back. 

“Why weren’t you wearing a seatbelt?” 

“Seriously?” She laughed. Considering she has four bruised ribs, I expected to see pain flash over her face, but she’s hiding it well. “If you want to cite me for that, go ahead. You don’t have to dredge up my past to do it.” 

I could. Getting caught without a seatbelt is a five hundred dollar fine here in Oregon. We take that shit seriously, but that’s not why I’m here. I’m grateful I didn’t find her dead when I found her lying a few feet from her burning car. Not the way I wanted to end my date, Peggy will bitch and moan for a while about it, but whether I’m on or off duty, I have an obligation to serve and protect. 

“If you’re running from someone,” I stated, maintaining my cool demeanor. “I have access to resources who can help you.” 

“I appreciate it. If I change my mind, I will call you.” 

I know when I’ve overstayed my welcome. I stood to my feet, reaching into my pocket to remove my wallet. I handed her a business card. She didn’t take it, she took my hand instead. 

“What happened to your knuckles?” 

Green eyes rested on me again. I’m not much of an eye guy. I’m more into breasts and a nice ass. But this girl has remarkable eyes. Bright emerald green. 

I glanced at my scabbed knuckles with disinterest. 

“Did you beat up a bad guy?”  

“No. I work out in a gym. It takes a beating on my hands.” 

She tilted her head at me and then smiled. It made her even prettier, lighting up her eyes and if I was the relationship kind of guy, it would have knocked my socks off. 

“Hot damn! It is you!” 

“Excuse me?”

She sat up and this time she didn’t hide the pain. It flashed over her face, but ignored it, excited by some new revelation. 

“Matt ‘the Maniac’ Wilson!” She clapped her hands together while I resisted the groan. “The light heavyweight champ! I watched all of your fights.”

I should be used to it. I can’t go anywhere without being recognized at least once a week. But it’s been years since my last fight and the way it went down, I would prefer to forget it. 

“You were at the top of your game.” She rested her head back on her pillow and I don’t know what the fuck has gotten into me, but I would love to see my cock in her mouth while looking at me like that. 

“You should have postponed it. Jared Michaels had nothing on you. You could have beaten his ass...” 

I cleared my throat, watching as she tucked her hands underneath her chin. 

“That was a sad day for me.” 

Move it along, Wilson. Before you do something stupid like ask for her telephone number.  

“Wear a seatbelt.” I stated, setting my card down on the table. “And if you decide to press charges, call me.” 

“Can I call you if I just wanna talk?” 

“No.” I moved towards the door. “Take care of yourself.” 

“I will.” She gave me another smile, and I left before finding another reason to stay. 

“When will Ms. Luchesi be released?” I asked the nurse when I reached the nurses’ station. 

She batted her eyelashes at me. I get this shit all the time. I’m a good-looking guy, I work out hard, and it pays off. Any other day, I would have flirted back, end up getting her number, and if I’m interested enough, take her out on a date, ending the evening with her flat on her back. 

“Dr. Johnson said other than the bruises, she’s in good health. He’s looking to release her within the next day or two.” 

I nodded, said thank you, and went about my business. I removed my suit jacket, shoving it into the saddlebag on my old Harley Davidson. My grandfather and I restored it back when I was in my teens, and it’s been with me ever since. Once my leather jacket is in place, helmet on, I removed my phone from my pocket. I scrolled through some of the messages, most are from my friends with perks, and when I found Jimmy’s name, I clicked on it. 

*Running behind. Domestic violence, but should be there in twenty.*

If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear Jimmy’s waiting for my response, but knowing him, he’s been texting with Mel back and forth. 

*sounds good, dude. had a couple of crybabies in the shop. trying to get their asses out. meet you there.*
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Chapter Two
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Beth 

Armed with what few possessions Shirley scrounged for me along with some cash, which I have every intention on paying back, I climbed into a cab. 

“Where to?”

“A hotel.” I answered, glancing at the small wad I’m holding. “Cheap and close.”

The middle eastern cabbie nodded. I sat back, checking out the sights. I’ve never been to Portland. I was born here. Not that Sandra ever talked about it and the rare occasions she did, a beating for bringing up hurtful memories followed it. 

The cabbie pulled up in front of a motel.

“Jeez.” I spotted a couple of prostitutes hanging around the front, smoking cigarettes. “What a dump.” 

“You say cheap.” 

“Yeah. Cheap. Not this trash.” 

“Sorry, Miss. Don’t know what to tell you.” 

I pulled a ten and handed it to him.  

It took a little while to fill out the paperwork, explaining the reason why I don’t have a license, and after a few suggestive remarks from the desk clerk, I finally walked into the room.

First things first. Phone doesn’t work, I’m demanding a refund. The dial tone is nice and loud in my ear. I tapped out a number and waited. 

“Haroldson.” 

“Hey, Papa Bear. Miss me yet?” 

“You missed our scheduled call.” 

I smiled, twirling my finger around the telephone cord. Mr. Business as usual. 

“Ran into some problems.” 

“Word is you’re dead.” 

I grinned. That’s the best news I’ve heard all day. 

“You out?” 

“Released a couple hours ago. I’m staying at a hooker motel called Kings Row.” 

He mumbled under his breath. 

“I can get you into another hotel.” 

“I already paid for the night.” I pushed the comforter around, watching to make sure nothing scurries out. “We can figure it out tomorrow.”

“A Portland detective ran your name. Matthew Wilson. Ring a bell?” 

“He’s the sexy hottie who found me.”

George let out a sigh. 

“What do you need to get yourself to Seattle?”

I formed my words carefully. 

“Maybe you didn’t need to know why your father left, but I do.” 

George didn’t answer right away, and I waited for the lecture. We discussed it at great length before leaving. His arguments were solid, I get it, but it eats at me.  

“You’re going to do what you want anyway.” He grumbled. “How long?” 

“A few weeks.” 

“What do you need?” 

“The usual. An iPad, cell, ID, money.” 

“And better living arrangements.” He grumbled. “Call me when you find suitable accommodations and I will make the arrangements.” 

“Thank you, George. Hugs and kisses to you and Mama Bear.” 

I can see him now. Running a hand over his bald head, rolling his eyes at Clara. 

“Try to stay out of trouble, will you?”

“Ha! What’s the fun in that?”

I hung up before he started in again. You know the one telling me I need to lay low. Heard it three times already. Not looking for a replay. The sound of a headboard banging against the wall started up. Good god. Tell me this isn’t what I have to listen to the entire night. 

My stomach rumbled, and I headed for the door. I opened it, someone’s standing there, and it took a moment for my eyes to process. Only when they did, I thought for sure I’m hallucinating. 

“I didn’t mean to startle you, but you didn’t give me a chance to knock.” 

I flashed him a smile. Mr. Hottie Detective stood, looking a little out of his element. 

“I talked to the night nurse. She told me she called you a cab and when I got a hold of the company, they said he dropped you off here.” 

Moans erupted, we both turned to look at the wall, the headboard clanging louder. 

“Going somewhere?” 

“Since the neighbors are hitting it, figured I would grab a bite to eat.”  

“This place is a dump.” He took a moment to glance around the establishment. “I think my first arrest happened here.” 

“I just need to get through the night. I will find better accommodations tomorrow.” 

Detective Hottie’s eyes returned to me. He is beautiful. He should have been a model after losing the belt. Better yet, he should have postponed the fight and stuck with MMA. He was a joy to watch. Sleek, stealthy, most of his opponents didn’t even see it coming when he knocked their asses to the mat. 

“Why tomorrow?”

“I called a friend. He’s going to help me out until I get a job.” 

He gave me a quick nod.

“Grab your belongings. You’re not staying here.” 

He has the perfect mouth. Firm, masculine, protected by the sexiest jaw I’ve ever seen in my life. 

“The department is setting you up in a hotel for the night.” 

“That’s sweet of you.” I’m not going to argue. Since the room on the other side started in, I now have a porn show in stereo. 

“Not me. The department.” 

“Whatever you say.” I flashed him another smile, waiting for him to step aside. 

“What about your things?” 

I cocked my head to the side. 

“Kablooey.” 

He stared at me for a moment before laughing. Deep and husky sounding, causing shivers to run up and down my spine. 

“Right.” He finally said, clearing his throat, but the way his eyes look, wow... 

He led me towards the parking lot to a restored cherry red ’68 convertible Mustang. It hit my sweet spot since I’ve always loved classics. 

“Sweet ride.” I brought my hand up to run over the curve of her ass when he grabbed it in a nick of time. It felt amazing, strong and gentle, callous and rough. Exactly the way I like my men. 

“You mind?”  

“I’m a sucker for old cars.” 

“Hands off mine.” 

He opened the passenger door, which doesn’t surprise me, and I climbed in. Decked out with all the bells and whistles. 

“Recommendations for a bacon cheeseburger?” 

“The offer didn’t include dinner.”

“I doubt your department would appreciate you letting a girl starve.” 

He let out a sigh.

“You’re a pain in the ass.” 

I laughed, glancing out the side window. 

“You’re not the only person who thinks so.” 

###
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Matt 

DINNER was not part of the plan. My instructions were clear. Make sure she isn’t sleeping on the streets and make sure she’s somewhere safe. Since the night nurse had taken a liking to her, she called and spoke to Brett while I was dealing with a statutory rape case. He’s a softie to shit like this and I had my doubts when he made lieutenant. Brett’s a good guy, I have a lot of admiration for him since he took me under his wing six years ago when I made detective. I’m not a babysitter, she’s not my responsibility, but here I am.  

I pulled up in front of Steve’s Sports Bar, a place I own interest in since a friend I’ve known forever owns it. I’m not a junk food kind of guy, I can’t vouch for his burgers, but he makes a mean turkey sandwich. 

I opened the door, she climbed out, and since my height has many advantages, I can see down the front of her shirt. I didn’t think it was obvious, I know how to be discreet, but then I caught her smile, and I shifted my head away. 

“Steve’s Sports Bar.” She said in amusement. “Cute place.” 

“A buddy of mine owns it.” I held the large wooden door open and waited for her to head inside. I let my eyes drop to her ass. She’s got it all.

I ordered my usual, she ordered the burger with fries, and a beer. And it seems she likes her beer dark like me. 

“You said something about looking for a job.” I said after a long period of silence. 

She averted her eyes away from looking the place over. 

“We’re always talking about me.” She stated, sitting back in her chair. “What about you? Any chance I will see you in the ring again?” 

You have no idea how many times I get asked.  

“I take that as a no.” She chewed on the corner of her bottom lip, studying me. “You said you work out in a gym. You own it?” 

Up went my eyebrows, wondering why the fuck she would make that assumption. Did I mention it to her last time? 

“I imagine with your schedule, working out in one would be a huge pain in the ass since your hours are all over the place.” She tucked her lip back between her teeth. “I can tell you work out and often...” 

I shifted in my seat, telling myself to change the subject. 

“So if you own your own gym and you are the light heavyweight champion...” She shook her head when I opened my mouth to tell her different. “I bet you’re training a guy...” 

“How the fuck do you know that?” I asked, narrowing my eyes. 

Shit likes this raises a red flag in more ways than one. I’ve had my fair shares of stalkers back in the day. It hasn’t happened in quite some time, but not impossible.

“Deductive reasoning.” She answered, sitting back in her chair, her eyes brighter. “Am I right?” 

“No.” I stated, my tone guarded and yeah, I’m annoyed. “I’m training two guys.”

“Oh...” She mouthed, and I glanced away from her because that only caused my thoughts to go from nice to damn near pornographic. 

“I’m impressed.” She lifted her eyes to smile at Steve when he set our beers down. “I played around with Krav Maga.”

I lifted an eyebrow.  

“I’ve seen how Krav Maga is done. You either know it or you don’t.”

“I have a friend who is ex-military. He pulled me out of a bad place.” 

It’s now I noticed she’s tracing the inside of her wrist. Faded scars I spotted when I brought her in. And she has a matching pair. 

“Where was that?” 

She lifted her head, her emerald green eyes losing some of her luster. 

“Asshole parents struggled with drug addiction and alcoholism.” She shrugged her shoulders, tipping back her beer. “Half the time they forgot I existed, the other half...” Her eyes glanced around the half empty room avoiding mine. “They beat me an inch of my life.” 

I clenched my jaw. I hate hearing shit like this and yet, it doesn’t even phase me much anymore. The things I’ve seen since becoming a detective in the SVU department...

“Yo, Bro. Didn’t expect to see you here.” 

I lifted my head to see my best friend heading towards me, my wrestling coach on his arm. I almost groaned out loud. Last thing I need is for them to interrogate me on Beth here. 

“Hey.” I greeted, bumping my fist against his when he held his up. 

“You mind if we join you?” He didn’t wait for a response, pulling chairs up to our table. 

Beth looks amused, checking out the newcomers. 

“Who’s the babe?” 

I counted to ten. Jimmy tries my patience in the worst possible way sometimes. 

“This is Beth Luchesi.” I answered. “Jimmy Hartman and Mel McNally.” 

Beth smiled, holding out her hand. Mel gave it a firm shake, a little too firm if you ask me, and Jimmy brushed his lips over the back of hers, bringing out another one of those smiles. 

“Where have you been hiding yourself, Beautiful Beth?” 

“New Mexico.” 

“You got some gnarly ass bruises.” He leaned forward to get a better look. 

“Jesus, Jimmy.” I kicked his leg underneath the table.

“That was me.” Beth stated, flashing me another smile. 

Of course it is because that’s just the way my evening is playing out. I let a few curse words fly around my head. 

“Sorry.”  

“It’s okay.” She threw me a wink which only added to my discomfort. 

I bring girls here I plan on taking home to fuck. What the hell am I doing?

“Car accident.” 

Beth’s attention turned to Mel who sat silent, observing Beth with uncertainty. Mel isn’t the jealous type, her and Jimmy has been dating for quite sometime, but she’s overprotective. Not just with Jimmy. We’ve been friends, the three of us, since eighth grade. She’s seen me at my worst. 

“Shit. Mel McNally. Why didn’t it click with me before?” She leaned towards her. “You’re one of the reasons why Matt ‘the Maniac’ Wilson became champ. It’s an honor to meet you.” 

Mel’s eyes shot up, distrust turning towards apprehension. 

“I was there.” 

“Don’t be so modest.” Beth finished her beer. “Without you, there would be no him.” 

I shot her a dirty look.  

“So do you work with him now?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I bet it’s amazing watching this guy in action. How do I get in?” 

“Sorry. Invitation only.” 

“I get it. Place would be packed with fans if you just let everyone in from the street.” 

I think this chick hit her head harder than we think.

“So, are you two here just hanging out?” Jimmy asked, his eyes resting on me and I know exactly what he’s thinking. 

“I’m new in town. Figured if I got him drunk enough, I can take advantage of...” She stopped when she caught my not amused expression. “No?” 

Steve chose that moment to place our food down in front of us. Thank fucking god. 

“Okay. I’ll just settle on this cheeseburger then.” 
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Chapter Three
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Beth

Portland PD put me up the Heathman in the heart of downtown. After giving George the number and address, he told me to expect a package the following day. It arrived and inside I found an iPad, an iPhone, driver’s license, a 9 mil, and an envelope with a wad of cash. Five grand to be exact. With instruction if I need more, I am to contact him. I also have the room for as long as I need it. Which means he arranged for an open tab. After powering on the phone, I sent him a text. 

*Thank you, Papa Bear.*

*Do what you need to do and get out of there. Clara sends her love.* 

*Hugs and kisses to you both.* 

I powered on the iPad. Everything has a password. Stay strong. My mantra, something I remind myself when things start to tumble downhill. I hit Safari and typed in hottie detective’s name. Recent things popped up and I read a few articles on his accomplishments as a detective. I spent more time staring at the pictures, checking out his hotness in the dark suits, one picture showing him with aviator sunglasses covering those sexy eyes. I scrolled through until I found his fighting career. The half naked pictures were what I was after, staring at him in fighter shorts, checking out his muscular physique. I forgot he has sleeves, tattoos covering both arms to his shoulders.  

I shut down the iPad and sat back. I have a beautiful view of the skyscrapers and last night since it was a beautiful evening, I went for a run. There’s a park close to where I’m staying and I sat and just watched. People watching is one of my favorite pastimes. I think because I find them interesting. I wonder as I watch a man and a woman holding hands, what they’ve been through in their years of existence, if they have suffered as much as I have. I like to think I’m not the only one who’s life started off fucked up, but found a way to overcome. Clara once said I should have been a writer, but words are hard for me to articulate sometimes.

I spent the next couple of days getting my bearings, did an ungodly amount of shopping since I have nothing, and when the third day hit, I decided it’s time to look for a job. I’m not the stay in kind of girl and yeah, I’m putting it off. I have no place to be at the moment. As long as he thinks I’m dead, I’m in the clear. Keep a low profile, don’t draw attention to myself, and I’ll be just fine.  

I’m looking though the help wanted ads on my iPad when one popped up for a waitress. And guess who’s looking. Steve’s Sport’s Bar. Freaking perfect if I do say so myself. I may not have much experience in waitressing, but I served Gary and Sandra enough. As long as they keep their belts to themselves, it shouldn’t be all that hard. 

Twenty dollar cab ride and fifteen minutes later, I’m taking a seat on one of the barstools. Crowded for a Monday night. 

“Welcome back.” Steve greeted, setting a napkin down in front of me. He’s a big guy with short blonde hair, a goatee peppered with gray. “Beth right?” 

“You remembered.” 

Steve smiled, throwing me a wink. 

“I never forget a pretty face. And your drink of choice is a porter.” 

“Sure is. Local and on tap if you have it.”

Portland is quite an entrepreneur when it comes to their beers. They enjoy it almost as much as they enjoy their coffee. 

“You got it.” He smiled and headed off while I looked around. He has one waitress on the floor and only him behind the bar.  

“Here you go.” He set it down, and I placed a ten-dollar bill on the counter. 

“Put it away. It’s on me.” 

I took a long swallow of beer. It’s a good one. Rich, dark, with a hint of chocolate. 

“I saw your help wanted ad. Are you still looking?”

“I wasn’t, but then again...” His eyes followed the girl trying to keep up with her orders. “I’m not sure she’s going to come back tomorrow.” 

“A little much for her?” 

“I have busy and slow moments. She does okay with the slow moments, but loses her cool when it gets busy.”

“Waitressing isn’t for everyone.” 

“Is it for you?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“I’m open to try anything.” 

Steve tossed the towel over his shoulder, studying me. 

“I can’t guarantee I can keep you busy.” 

“I can’t guarantee I will stick around if you’re a shitty employer.” 

Steve laughed. 

“I like you. You say exactly what’s on your mind.” 

I returned his smile. 

“Life is too short to regurgitate the same old shit. Don’t you think?” 

“Yeah.” He chuckled again. “When would you like to start?” 

###
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Matt

I climbed out of the car, wishing it was the motorcycle since temperatures are still in the 70s, but Peg here has a thing about getting her hair messed up. Not to mention the seat hurts her ass. 

Once inside, I headed for the bar to grab our drinks while Peg headed to the table where Jimmy, Mel, and a couple of other friends are waiting. 

“Wondered if you were going to make it in.” Steve commented, setting a pint down and whipped up Peg’s drink. 

“Work has been keeping me busy and I’m still trying to get Brandon’s head out of his ass.” 

“Don’t be too rough on the kid. He’s married and with a baby on the way, he’s got a lot on his mind.” 

“He’s going to get his ass handed to him if he doesn’t start showing me something. He wants the title, he’s going to have to get through the prelims.”

“He has the best coach around. He’ll get there.” 

“I hope so. I’m not training losers.” I felt someone beside me and then an elbow in my ribs. I turned my head to snap at the son of a bitch when I spotted pretty green eyes. 

“Get out of my way.” She teased, setting the tray down on the counter. “Two scotch on the rocks, martini dirty, and two shots of tequila. Patron if you have it.” 

Steve nodded and left the counter to fill the order. 

“You’re working here?” Ridiculous question since why else would she be spouting off drink orders, wearing an apron. 

“Um, yeah.” 

“Since when?” 

Beth lifted her head from her notepad. 

“Steve, when was my first day?” 

“Wednesday.” 

She returned her eyes back to me. 

“Wednesday.” She repeated and then cocked her head to the side. She’s wearing her hair in a braid, loose strands skimming her cheek. “Are you pissed?” 

“No.” I bit out, shifting my eyes away from her. 

“You sure?” 

Women who push, irritates the fuck out of me. I grabbed my drinks and headed for the table, setting Peg’s in front of her. 

Mel and I ended up getting into a conversation about what we need to get Brandon to focus on what little time we have left. Occasionally, I caught Beth out of the corner of my eye, chatting it up with the customers. I’m not surprised by the amount of attention she’s getting from the opposite sex and she’s eating it up. One beer, turned into five. I switched over to water, noticing Peg is getting sloshed as usual. 

“Another one.” She stated, holding up her empty glass. 

I know when not to argue, standing to my feet, my chances of getting laid trickling down the drain. I glanced around to see where the hell Beth is when I caught sight of her sitting at the end of the bar, devouring a cheeseburger. 

“Sorry.” She wiped her mouth with her napkin and stood to her feet. 

“Finish your meal.” I said, making sure my tone is gentler with her. “I needed to get up.” 

She gave me her pretty smile and after scanning the room, returned to her meal. 

“How have you been doing?” 

She chewed the bite she took, swallowing it with a glass of water. 

“Good. Portland is beautiful. My first time and man, I can see why people never leave.”

I nodded, waiting for Steve to make his way towards me. Right now, he’s stuck with a drunk ass who can’t decide.  

“Still at the Heathman?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Sorry.” Steve said and whipped up the drinks. 

She’s staring at my arms and mine followed. Since I’m wearing a short-sleeve shirt, my tattoos are visible. An addiction of mine back in the day. I expected her to comment on them, but instead she brought her eyes back up and smiled. 

“Let me know if you need anything else. My break is almost over.” 

I nodded. I set Peg’s cosmo down in front of her, noticing she’s having a tough time keeping her eyes open. I sighed, taking a seat beside her. She rested her head on my chest. I brought my arm around her, catching Beth’s eyes on me again. She looks lost in thought, nibbling on her lower lip. And just like that, she snaps out of it, standing to her feet, carrying her plate to the bin behind Steve. 

“She’s a cool chick.” 

“Who?” 

“Beth. Spent the last couple of nights here just chatting with her.”

“Steve pays her to work.”

Jimmy rolled his eyes. 

“Dude... You’re shitty tonight.” 

I ran my empty hand over the scruff of my chin. Not sure why. Maybe it’s because work has been keeping me busy and training with Brandon has been a big let down. Which has put a damper on my sex life. Or lack thereof. 

Peg insisted on staying until the bar closed. Even though her head rested on my chest most of the time. I bullshitted with Jimmy and Mel. I didn’t see when Beth left. I helped Peg outside and when she became dead weight, I lifted her into my arms.

“Have a good night, Champ.” 

My head snapped towards the sound of her voice. She’s leaning against the brick wall, holding a phone in her hand. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Waiting for a cab. They’re running behind since it’s Friday night.”  

“What time did they say they will be here?” 

“Within the hour. No worries. I’m in no hurry.” 

I readjusted Peg’s weight in my arms. Shit.

“Come on. I’ll drop you off.” 

She shook her head. 

“I’m fine.” 

I took a deep breath, letting it out slow. Jimmy’s right. I am shitty.

“Don’t make me say it again.”

She opened her mouth, but decided not to argue. She stepped in beside me. 

“Thanks.” 

I nodded, waiting for her to climb in before setting Peg down in the passenger seat, snapping her seatbelt into place. Beth watched my every move, not bothering to avert her eyes when mine met hers. She’s not shy and there’s no doubt in my mind she’s interested. Everything she’s done since the day I met her has told me so. 

I broke eye contact first, climbing into the driver’s seat. I started up the car and then turned around to look behind me. 

“Seatbelt.” 

Beth bit her lip to keep from smiling, grabbing the strap and placing it over her lap, securing it. 

“Seatbelt Nazi.” 

“It’s to keep you from being ejected from a car when it crashes into a tree.” 

“Thank god I wasn’t wearing mine then. I don’t mind flame kissed, but charbroiled is a little more color than I desire.” 

I couldn’t stop my laughter, turning around to back out of the parking spot. Beth’s eyes lit up and then laughed her pretty sound. 

“Do you ever take anything serious?” I asked once I hit the main street. 

“Life is too short to be serious all the time.” 

“But life can’t always be a joke.” 

“You’re right. But there has to be a happy medium.” 

“Let me know when you find it.” 

“I already have, Champ.” 

My eyes shot to the rearview mirror. She met my gaze. 

“Don’t call me that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I don’t like it.”

“Okay...” She paused for a moment. “Detective. Can I call you that?” 

I gave it some thought. I don’t know why she doesn’t call me Matt like everyone else and then decided I didn’t want her to. It’s sexy the way she says it. 

“Sure.” 

“Is that Slipknot playing?” She asked after a few minutes. 

Eyes back into the rearview mirror. Tell me she’s not into metal. I want nothing more in common with this chick.

“Yeah.” 

“Love this song. Can you turn it up?”  
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Chapter Four
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Beth

I’m settling in nicely with my new digs. Two weeks and I haven’t even begun on the reason why I’m here. I keep finding reasons to put it off. I hate the son of a bitch. Almost as much as I hate Gary and Sandra. And let’s face it. I’m not sure I can stand before him, knowing I have a 9 mil in my purse, and it wouldn’t be all that hard to put a bullet in his head. Because him leaving us the way he did, it turned her into a junkie and she married the man who became my tormentor. So yeah, I have anger issues. Best if I wait a little longer until I get those issues under control.  

I went for a run instead. Dressed in my yoga pants, my sweat-proof tank top, running shoes, tucking the gun into my bra. Because you can never be too careful. I might be dead, but I never know when I will turn around and there he is. When I least expect it and I’ll be damn if he’s going to catch me off guard again. No fucking way. 

I jogged a steady pace once I hit the sidewalk, pushing ear buds into my ears. I jammed to my running playlist of Slipknot, Drowning Pool, Disturbed, and other hard artists, and went to it. Once I’m warmed up, I hit my full speed. It’s cool out, I overheard it’s expected to be in the 90s which doesn’t seem all that hot considering where I’m from. 

I hit Waterfront Park, a place I love to run. I get a good stretch of concrete or grass, depending on my preference for the day. I get the view of Portland’s bridges, the Willamette River, and the crazy Portlanders. I dodged people walking their dogs, which requires me to keep a lookout for dog shit they don’t pick up, but that happens anywhere. 

My runs last anywhere from 45 to 60 minutes, another fifteen to cool down. I’m in my cool-down period, rounding a corner when I hit the small park, I forget now what it’s called, but it’s near the courthouse. I shuffled off to my right to keep from running into a man dressed in a suit, carrying a Starbucks cup in one hand, a briefcase in the other. 

“Watch it.” He grumbled, turning around to glare at me. 

I flashed him my best bitch smile. When I turned to face forward, I slammed into a brick wall, causing me to fly backwards, landing hard on my ass. My elbows smacked the sidewalk, and I winced in pain. A large hand reached down and pulled me up with no effort at all. 

“You okay?” He pulled his aviator sunglasses from his face and wouldn’t you know. 

“Just waiting for you to knock me off my feet.” I said, batting my eyelashes, hoping it covers my embarrassment.  

He held up my arm to see blood running down it. 

“Shit.” He dug around in his pocket, coming up empty handed. He glanced around and led me to a coffee cart. 

“I’m fine. My fault. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going.” I laughed because now my cheeks are burning hot. 

He reached over to grab napkins, flashing a sexy smile to the barista before turning his attention back to me. He held it to my elbow, picking up my other arm to look at it. 

“I’m fine.” I said again, resting a hand on his forearm. He’s wearing a suit, looking tall, dark, and dangerous with his five o’clock shadow.

“Why are you running?” 

“I run every morning.” I answered. “It’s how I keep my cute physique.” 

He relaxed, keeping the wad of napkins to my elbows. 

“You sure you’re okay?” 

“Besides the scraped elbows and bruised ego, I’m fine. Where are you off to?” 

“The courthouse to testify.” 

I bent over to pick up my iPod that fell from the armband. 

“Kickass, Detective. Have a great day.” 

“You too.” 

I took off running. I made it back to my room, tossing my iPod onto the table, grumbling “piece of shit” underneath my breath. 

I showered, pulled on a pair of shorts, a tank top, and then bandaged up my elbows. Grabbing the iPad, I took a seat on the bed. Armed with coffee and an apple fritter I had left over from yesterday, I got to work since I told myself today is the day. 

Only I have very little to go on. Sandra wasn’t forthcoming when it came to my biological father. I know they met in junior high, dated through high school, and when she got pregnant in her senior year, they married soon after graduation. I came along two months later. While he went to community college, she was left to care for me. He cheated on her, physically and verbally abused her, took no interest in me whatsoever, and then one day, he never came home. Left her with a stack of bills, a kid, and no money to take care of us. 

I googled how to locate birth records. It took me to a website and I scanned the information required. Jeez... You would think they would make it a little easier for those of us who got nothing. I don’t know her maiden name. Hell, I don’t know her married name before Gary. And I sure the fuck don’t know his name. I filled out the application as much as I could, skipping the things I didn’t know and when I reached the end, I clicked submit. I had my doubts it would work, but then I got the confirmation screen. I guess we will see what happens. If I get nothing, I go with Plan B. Move on and forget about it. 
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Matt

WHAT the fuck am I doing? Yes, she’s beautiful. She’s got great tits and an amazing ass. 

Jesus, Wilson. Get a grip or get laid. Just not with her. 

And then the question “why not” popped in. She’s interested. Fuck her and get it out of your system. I’m attracted to her. What other reason do I have to go out of my way to see her. I had no business being at Steve’s last night. Not when I have a kid in training and up early for my day job. But there I was, pulling into Steve’s, telling myself one beer. Four hours later, I’m giving her a ride, fighting the urge to say yes when she invited me up to her room. 

So I ask myself again, what the fuck am I doing? 

“Hey.” Her eyes brightened when she opened the door, her face bare of any kind of makeup. Even natural, she’s beautiful. Which I can’t say for all women. 

I stepped in when she held the door open, removing my suit jacket. Funny how my eyes go straight for the bed. It sat to my right, a television and refrigerator opposite, a large window with its curtains drawn to see the view of the city, and a bathroom to the left. It’s decked out in modern decor, but the layout isn’t any different from most hotels. And there’s a 9 mil sitting on the nightstand. 

“I have a permit.” Beth moved to tuck it inside the drawer. She turned to hand me something she removed from her purse. She has a permit all right. Along with a conceal. I didn’t bother to waste my breath. I know why she has it. 

“What brings you here?” 

My eyes rested on her. She’s wearing nothing, but a black silk robe that hit the tops of her thighs. Her hair is wet and something tropical hit my nose. I’m not into perfumes. Can’t stand the shit, but whatever she’s wearing, it’s intoxicating. 

“Am I interrupting?” 

“No.” She smiled again. “I was thinking about heading out for dinner, but that’s about it.” 

“I can come back if you’re meeting someone...”

She laughed. 

“No. Going solo.” 

She opened the refrigerator, holding up a beer. I nodded and watched her use a bottle opener to pop off the cap before handing it to me. She motioned for the only chair in the room while she took a seat on the bed. She sat crosslegged and it took every ounce of self control to keep my eyes from straying there. 

“The least I could do is replace the iPod.” I set the box on the bed in front of her. 

“Ah...” She picked it up and held it, admiring the box. “You didn’t have too, but thank you. That’s sweet.” 

I shifted. Mistake number one. I don’t buy gifts for women. 

“How are the elbows?” 

“Fine.” She held up her arms, the sleeves of the robe slipped back, and there I go. Eyes shifting to her crotch before resting on the bandages. Mistake number two. 

“This is nothing compared to what I’ve been through.” She held her beer mid-way, eyes resting on me. “Let’s forget I said that.” 

And that ruined whatever thought I had going on in my head. This is why I can’t fuck her. Chicks like her should stay away from guys like me. 

“My offer still stands.” I said, forming my words carefully. “You can file charges.” 

“What’s the point?” She took the drink she stopped herself from. “Shouldn’t you be getting your guys ready for this big fight I’ve been hearing about?” 

I’m not going to insult her intelligence by asking how she knows. Jimmy has a big mouth. Even more so when he likes someone.  

“I gave them the night off. Brandon’s wife is expecting their first child. I figured he wanted to spend time with her before leaving tomorrow. She’s too far along to travel.” 

“Not such a hard ass after all.” 

I caught Beth’s eyes on me and I resisted shifting in my seat. Not because it made me uncomfortable, but because I’m getting hard. 

She scooted towards the edge of the bed, shifting the robe up a little further, and taking my hand, she unbuttoned the cuff to my dress shirt. 

“Tell me about your tattoos.” She rolled up the sleeve, revealing my left arm. She traced the blood-red rose with soft fingertips. It tickled and it took everything I know not to pull away. 

“My mother loves roses.”

“Ah... That’s sweet.” 

“I’m not sure she thinks so.” I told myself to pull away. This is a little more intimate than I want to be at the moment. Which tells me I can’t make up my fucking mind here. 

She shoved the sleeve up my bicep to my favorite tattoo. A beautiful dark haired woman on a white horse. She wore a thin see through white dress, her large breasts spilling over the top.  

“It’s beautiful.” And there she is, touching it.

“You have a problem with touching things.”

She traced the curve of the woman, shoving the sleeve higher. Behind the woman, on a black horse with eyes that glowed red, is a dark hooded figure, holding a scythe in one hand, the reins in the other. Underneath the hood, you can make out the ghostly smile. 

“That’s fucked up.” She lifted her eyes. “What’s the meaning behind it?”

“I suppose it shows my romantic side.”

“I see nothing romantic about the grim reaper chasing a beautiful girl.”

“A love that should not be.” 

“So cynical, Detective.”

“Relationships suck.” I removed my arm from her grasp, shifting my position to hide the bulge in my slacks. 

“I agree with you there.” 

She moved on to my other arm and I don’t know why I let her. Unbuttoning my cuff, pushing my sleeve back, and tracing each tattoo. 

“Jimmy has this same tattoo.” She traced her finger over the motorcycle and rider on the inside of my left wrist. “A bff tattoo?” 

I chuckled. It sounds so feminine and yet, that’s exactly what it is. 

“Jimmy’s first tattoos.” 

“He’s the artist then.” 

“My drawings since he’s not as good as me.” 

She laughed, running her finger along the inside of my forearm. She lifted up on her knees, we’re now face to face and before my brain could catch up, her lips are on mine. Caught me completely off guard. Which is why it started out as the friendly, first date kind, no tongue, but then my lips parted, and damn, she can kiss. Her tongue caressed mine, slow and sweet, and I’ve never felt lips as soft as hers. Her hands left my arms and while I struggled to pull away, she cupped me, her fingers stroking the length of my erection. I am completely out of my element here. I’m the one who makes the first move. 

“Not a good idea.” I pulled away when common sense hit me, my hand dropping to hers. Rather than moving it, I’m fucking holding it in place. “I should go.” 

She ran her tongue over her lower lip. She keeps that shit up and I might just say screw it.

“I’m not the jealous type. Friends with perks, Detective. Isn’t that what you call it?” 

I have assholes for friends. 

“I have enough to deal with. I’m not interested in taking anyone else on.” 

I’m hoping it’s enough to diffuse any ideas she might have, but if anything, she sees it as a challenge. I can tell by the amusement in her eyes.

“Then why are you here?” 

“To replace the iPod.” 

“You didn’t have to.” 

“Then I will take it back.” I reached over to grab it, but instead, she pushed herself up on her knees again. She’s close enough for me to smell her and I swear to god if she kisses me again, I will ravage her. 

“Kick ass in Vegas.” 

I’m having a tough time tearing away from those eyes. 

“It’s not my fight.” 

“No, but two boys learned from the best.” She straightened out my tie, letting her hands rest on my chest. “I’m so looking forward to it.” 
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Chapter Five
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Beth 

Turned down flat. Not exactly the way I pictured it since he sat here most of the time hard as a rock. I’m not dumb, I’m not naive, and I sure the hell am not blind. And damn, he has some serious self-control. Any other guy, he would be all over me.  

Once upon a time, I would have buried myself under a blanket and cried. Rejection wasn’t something I handled well in the past. Blame it on shitty upbringing or chalk it up to no matter how strong I am, I have feelings just like everyone else. 

I didn’t sulk long. I got myself ready, bound and determined to forget the sexy hottie detective. I haven’t done it in a long time. Not something I’m into anymore, but old habits are hard to break during times like now and I just need a quick fix. Especially when I don’t have Papa and Mamma Bear to help me through it. 

Dressed in a slinky black dress, make up and hair done to the hilt, I headed out. I didn’t stick around my neighborhood. That’s just stupid and asking to get recognized at the most inopportune time. Trust me. It’s happened before and Papa Bear was not a happy camper. 

I landed in a small hole in the wall in the Northeast district where rock music blared. I moved towards the bar, flashing the pretty goth girl a friendly smile. Six shots down, I looked around, wiping my mouth with my arm. None of these guys are my type. Dressed like the devil themselves, some wearing more eyeliner and mascara than I, but I found one sitting alone. And just so happens he’s staring right at me. 

I took one more shot, grabbed my beer, removed the condom from my clutch, and sauntered towards him. I flashed him a smile. Not that he noticed since his eyes are on my boobs. 

“You wanna head into the bathroom and fuck?”

His eyes shot up to mine. 

“Seriously?”

I held up the condom I have tucked between my fingers. I didn’t have to say a word. He stood, finishing his beer. 

“I don’t live far...”

I shook my head.

“Here or no go.” My words are slurring together a bit. “Up to you.” 

He glanced around before nodding his head. He’s cute, his dark brown eyes lined with black eyeliner, making them look darker. 

“You gotta name?”

“Does it matter?”

He cocked his head to the side. 

“Pose not.” He took my hand and led me towards the back of the bar. I spotted the bathrooms, but he didn’t take me there. Instead, he knocked on a door across from them. He pushed it open when he’s satisfied no one’s inside. He tugged me in and we’re in a closet. 

“You ain’t gonna charge me are you?”

“No.” I could get offended, but what’s the point. It’s not the first time someone has accused me of being a whore. “You going to charge me?” 

He laughed, leaning over to lock the door. 

I held out the condom. 

“Put this on and fuck me nice and hard.” I said in a soft, sultry voice.

His eyes widened, he took the condom, cupping it into his hand. He leaned forward to kiss me, me shifting my head away. He didn’t take offense, running his tongue across the skin of my throat. Which felt freaking nice and I closed my eyes, conjuring up the image of hottie detective. His hands slipped up my obscene short dress, figuring out I’m not wearing panties. He let out a soft groan, his finger working its way between my folds. I sucked in a deep breath, the dark thoughts threatening to cloud over, me pushing them aside. 

Sex has been an issue for me. The first time I had consensual sex, I felt used and ashamed. Didn’t help when the guy disappeared into thin air. But there are times when sex makes me feel something. Like I’m the most important person in their life. Even if it is only for a few hours. It wasn’t until George helped me find my self-esteem I realized sex can be beautiful if it’s with the right person. So when I met Sam, it was everything I dreamt of. Unfortunately, he didn’t like the direction my life was taking. 

Yeah, I know, so what am I doing here? Like I said, old habits are hard to break. Like any junkie, I need a fix. I want to feel pretty. I want someone to want me.  

I grabbed the condom from his hand, telling myself to take charge before he fucks everything up. I pulled open the buttons of his jeans, tore the condom wrapper open with my teeth, and rolled it onto his erection. I’ve been with men who are bigger, but he’s thick. And hard. And right now, that’s all I want. 

He stood motionless, grinning from ear to ear. 

”You’re in a hurry.” 

I brought my forefinger up and rested it against his lips, jerking his jeans down the rest of the way. Most wouldn’t even say a word. They just fuck and head out. Not sure why this guy feels the need to keep talking. 

“Shut up and get to work.” I whispered, moving my face close to nuzzle him. 

He gripped my hips, hefted me up, and held me to the wall. In one swift move, he’s in. Just like I asked, he fucked me nice and hard, our bodies making a thud against the wall, his face hidden in the crook of my neck. And he’s not half bad. A little loud, but he’s no virgin and when he shifted his weight, he hit the one spot I hoped he would. 

“Keep
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