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This book is dedicated to all victims of any type of violence. No one asks for or deserves to be hurt, abused, or killed! 

My prayer is that all violence against human-beings ends! 
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All of the names, locations and events are in no way, shape, or form related to any real situations. 

Any similarities are strictly coincidental. This entire book of short stories is fictional.  
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I’m Monica DeMire, aka Detective DeMire. 

I’ve been a Detective for five years and some change at Savannah Police Department in Savannah, Georgia.

I’ve wanted to be a Police Officer as far back as I can remember. 

I wasn’t sure if I had what it takes to be a Police Officer. Standing only 5’-5’ and weighing in at a whopping 136 lbs. wasn’t helping my self-esteem; especially knowing I wanted to enter what’s considered a man’s world. 

The only thing I had going for myself is that I already had the right haircut. 

I had long hair with a perm the majority of my teen years, but I decided to go natural and keep it short and neat. Nothing crazy, just a light temp-fade and I keep the back neatly taped up. 

I can remember telling my mom about my dream of becoming a Police Officer, and her looking me square in the eyes and telling me that she wasn’t thrilled about my dream, and would rather I find another way to fulfill my passion.

However, I was determined to make this thing work! 

I struggled with intimate relationships my entire life. 

Every time I thought I had found ‘the one’ I was struck with heartbreak and disappointment. 

I decided that I needed to shift my focus away from men and put everything I have into being the best Police Officer possible and one day becoming a Detective. 

Well, the amazing thing is that I managed to not only pull off becoming a Police Officer, but had become such an amazing Officer, that I got promoted to Detective.

I wish I could tell you that my love life also improved along the way; however, I’d be lying. 

After becoming a super Cop and now a top-notch Detective, I seem to have forgotten to leave room in my life for a relationship. 

I also haven’t exactly been running into dating or relationship material either to be fair and completely honest. 

I’ve tried the dating thing, somehow, I never seem to be able to get past the third date. 

Men seem to have a bit of a challenge committing to a strong, intelligent and self-sufficient woman. 

The one man I kind of have a crush on, happens to be the one man that’s totally off limits, my partner Oliver Windmare. 

I can remember the first time we met, it’s etched in my memory bank. 

I walked into the office and he was standing near the coffee pot with his mug in hand reaching for the pot. 

His bow-legs balancing his lean, but solid muscular frame was the first thing that caught my eye. 

Confidence was dripping from his entire body; that instantly made him attractive. 

Gradually I moved from his bow-legs up to his sexy firm ass; and then up to his broad shoulders and remember anticipating what his face would reveal when he finally turned around.

I was pleased to be greeted by a beautifully chiseled face with what I refer to as a block jaw-line and deep set brown eyes. 

His hair was military fashioned; high and tight with waves on top. I remember saying to myself ‘damn, where have you been hiding.’ 

At the time however, I had no idea that he was going to be my partner professionally. 

Obviously once I realized that I was his new partner, that changed everything. 

I learned to look at Oliver and respect him as my partner and a good friend that always had my back. 

Attempting anything on a romantic level with him would ruin the partnership. I have grown to value our partnership more than I thought possible.

Oliver has had my back over and over again during some highly questionable moments. 

I don’t know how long it would take me to develop that level of trust with a new partner. 

Therefore, needless to say, no romance will ever bloom! I’ve made peace with that reality.
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48 hours ago, what seemed like random events unfolded in the blink of an eye. 

How did things get this far? 

Why didn’t I ask her more details about him? 

Why didn’t I demand to meet him! 

It all seemed so innocent. 

But if I dare to be honest with myself, I knew something was off. I could feel it deep down in my soul. 

But for her sake, I decided that it couldn’t hurt to let my gut feeling go for once in my life. 

I had to find out the hard way that I should have never let down my guard, not for her, not for anyone! 

My heart is pounding so hard that it feels like I’m having a heart attack. 

As I place my hand on my gun, my heart begins to race faster, and beads of sweat are forming on my forehead. 

My 9mm has never felt heavier in my hand than it does at this moment. 

I release the safety and put my hand on the trigger and gently squeeze. 

Round after round, the empty shells hit the floor with a metallic clink that rings in my ears and vibrates in my soul. 

The smell of gunpowder is sweet in my nostrils as I reload the clip. 

I can hear sirens off in the distance, but that doesn’t slow my pace! 

This will end here and now! 
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The station has become my home away from home. The smell of bad coffee brewing; the constant phones ringing; and constant chatter are the sounds of home for me.

“Hey Monica, what shift are you working tomorrow?” 

“Ah, I think Rick stuck me on the midnight shift to give Juan a break to spend some time with his kid. Why?”

“There have been a lot of shootings in the downtown area lately. I worry about you out there sometimes; especially since it's been hotter on the streets than normal.”

“I do just fine holding my own out there, I’m a big girl.”

“I know you're a big girl Monica; I just worry about you out there sometimes.” 

“I appreciate the love Oliver, but it’s not that serious. I’ve been a Cop for over 10 years, I’ve learned a little about watching my back on the streets.”

“True, true, I’ve got to give you props for handling your business out there. But even you have to admit you haven’t always been the best judge of character.”

“Do I need to remind you about the incident a few weeks ago?” 

“Okay, you got me.”

“That’s what I thought; ha.... ha ....ha.” 

“I need to hear a little less chatter from the peanut gallery and see some cases getting solved.” Chief Staten yelled impatiently.

“Chief Staten can be such a dick sometimes.” Monica says, while rolling her eyes. 

I can only shake my head at Monica’s
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