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  Note to Readers


The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be violence, cheating, drug use, child neglect among other things. 






  
  Prologue

Talia


It’s his turn to fight and I am about to jump out of my seat! 
It is amazing to watch him! He is winning! Kicking this guys ass and in a flash everything just changed.
He went down and all I heard was a loud break and him scream out in pain. Next thing I knew he was on a gurney and being carried out the back. I ran out behind them and I am able to ride in the ambulance.
Once at the hospital he is rushed to surgery to repair a shattered leg and fractured hip bone.
I wait until he wakes up. He looks happy to see me there until the doctor comes in and tells him he may never fight again. It would depend on how well things heal.
When the doctor walks out he looks at me and I start to tell him that everything will be okay, but he has a look of so much anger, he yells at me to leave. That he wants to be left alone.
Two weeks later….
He still will not see me. I go to the hospital every day, refusing to go back to Dallas because he needs me, right?

      [image: image-placeholder]Montrel
Frustrated, mad, angry, those emotions don’t begin to explain how I feel right now. I don’t want Talia seeing me like this and I damn sure don’t want her having to take care of me. I will get healthy and fight again. Then her and I can be together. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Talia
I have called and text with no reply since I left the hospital two weeks ago. I am completely devastated and don’t know what to do. But I know I can’t, and I won’t give up on him or us. I know he loves me as much as I love him and no matter how long it takes, I will be here when he is ready. I refuse to lose him.
Now I had given him my heart and it wasn’t easy to let those walls fall down. But when he finally got passed them, he gets hurt and pushed me away instead of letting me help him. How do I get him to see that I love him whether he fights or not? That my love is unconditional, and I want to be there for him. How do I get him to let go of his pride?
Our very first time together he told me “Don’t Tap Out” and I will never Tap Out on him, sexually or other wise.
Now time for the continuation…






  
  Chapter One

Talia


Every day, every week, every month for the last three months has been such a struggle from the day Montrel refused to see me after his accident. I feel like I have been in that mental state with him. I have been just existing and feel like I am floating through life. I haven’t been able to write due to I guess writers block, or maybe it is just the worrying I am doing about him and the depression from him not letting me in to be there for him. So, instead I have been trying to be there for him from here. I have to find a way to get myself back focused and still be there for him in the only ways that he will let me. 
I text him every day. Usually a good morning text and an inspirational quote. I will text him later in the day and ask how he is doing. He never texts back. But I refuse to give up on him or us. I promised him that I wouldn’t tap out. In the beginning that was in the middle of a steamy and passionate night of sex, but later it turned into me not tapping out in our relationship. I am going to keep my promise, even after he has tapped out on me. I know fighting is his life. I know this is really hard on him. So, I am being understanding and proving to him that he is not alone. I am here and I am not going anywhere.
His coach has been keeping me updated on his progress. He has been in a rehab facility for the past six weeks. The doctors are still not sure if he will be able to fight again due to the extensive repairs on his leg and back. It was such a rare accident that doesn’t normally happen in a fight, and he still wasn’t dealing with the idea that he may never be able to fight again. He has started walking now. They are expecting him to be able to start doing some walking on the treadmill in the upcoming weeks and eventually start lifting weights again. He still has a long road to recovery and will be in the rehab facility for a while longer before starting outpatient treatment. His coach is worried if they let him out too soon, he will start to push himself to hard and too quickly and end up damaging hisself even more. They have been trying to tell him that there will come a time when pushing harder is going to be necessary, but right now is not that time.
When the accident first happened, they had kept him in the hospital in Philly for a month. I don’t even know if he realizes that I never left Philly until they moved him home to the rehab facility in Corpus Christi. He didn’t want to stay in Philly for rehab. He wanted to go home. I stayed in Corpus Christi until four days ago and finally came home. At least for a little while. I thought coming back home would help me get back focused on my writing.
His coach told me that some of his friends from high school and college had come by to see him, but he wasn’t seeing any of them yet either. His mom and brother were the only two he allowed to come in and even them he didn’t want to see every day.
Today, I got out of the bed, made a pot of coffee and scrambled some eggs. I ate sitting at the bar in the kitchen staring out the window watching the sun come up.
Finally, I got up and put my dishes in the sink and went into my office. Now, I am sitting at my desk still drawing a blank on my next novel. I have no ideas for a story. No ideas where to start. Let me rephrase that. I have story ideas and manuscripts planned out for the next two years, but it is hard to want to write a love story with a happy ending, when my own love life is in shambles. So, what do I spend the next two hours doing, starring at my computer screen.
I decided that maybe I just needed to grab my iPad and leave the house for a change of scenery. Before I had a love life, I didn’t have any problems writing love stories. But right now, it just seemed like I couldn’t think of a happy ending when mine was looking so bleak. Maybe if I could get myself back to feeling positive about Montrel and I still having a happy ending, then I could write one.
Even if I came back home tonight, that was fine. But just in case I packed up a couple pairs of clothes and my iPad. I got in the car and decided to just drive with no real destination. I decided to head to the Gulf, but instead of going down towards Corpus Christi, knowing going there would only make things worse, I headed east towards Louisiana. That’s when I decided that New Orleans sounded like a great spot to get my juju back. I could get a room with a balcony and watch all the love birds enjoying the sites and each other. Maybe that would help me.
I drove all the way there only stopping at a rest area once to use the bathroom and book a hotel room from my phone and to get gas, a bottle of water and a bag of chips.
I figured I would check in to the hotel, then go out for a walk and grab something to eat for dinner. I booked the room for four days. But who knows. If it starts to go well, then I will extend out my stay and go buy some clothes.
About 7 o’clock pm I arrived at the hotel. I got checked into my room, dropped off my bags and headed out to grab something to eat.
The nightlife was already starting to get live. There was music was playing from all different directions and people crowding the streets with drinks in their hands.
I found a nice little restaurant and went inside to grab a table. I was able to get one by the window. I ordered a Hurricane and bowl of gumbo. I watched the people go by in the street as I ate. Some were in groups and others were just couples. It made me sad at first because all I could think about was Montrel and I and the time we had spent walking around in downtown Philly before his fight. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. But I decided that I needed to get over this funk and if that meant dealing with my own emotions head on then I would have to do that.
I finished eating my dinner and decided to walk around for a few minutes before heading back to my room. Once back in the room, I went out on the balcony and just watched. I knew tonight wouldn’t be the night I would start writing. But maybe by the time I woke up the next morning, something would come to me.






  
  Chapter Two

Montrel


Ican’t believe it has been three months since my accident. Three months that I have not been home. Three months since I thought nothing could tear me and Talia apart. But here I am, just learning how to walk again. I still couldn’t allow myself to be a burden to her or my family so I agreed to stay in the rehab facility until I could take care of myself without assistance. There was a part of me that wanted to see her, that wanted her here with me, but if I can’t fight anymore, I need to figure out what I am going to do. I am angry and bitter too. I don’t want to put any of that on her or anyone else which is why I am not seeing anyone. I did let my mom and brother come in a few times but that was to just ease my moms mind that I was okay. 
What happens if I can’t fight anymore? I have to come up with a plan B, even if I don’t want one. How could I be with Talia and have no direction for my life? That is not what a man is supposed to be. I am supposed to be able to lead and provide for her. I can’t do that right now. And I understand if she moves on before I get to the place where I can be the man I once was
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