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Chapter One

I’d been with a lot of girls.

A LOT.

Like I think me and Wilt Chamberlin (RIP) could probably swap some stories and I’d probably have a higher number than him.

I guess that’s what happens when you play high school football in the south then leave to strip in Vegas.

But none had quite the effect on me that Paige did.

Yeah, the girl was a snob. A typical daddy’s princess with her fancy car and fake tits. But there was something else about her. Maybe it was the way she acted like she was too good for me or the way she smelled like fresh flowers. Or probably the fact that I had her over and over, and she still kept leaving.

But tonight that was going to change.

I met Paige when I came to Chicago for my friend’s wedding. He was marrying Paige’s roommate, Valerie, and the first night I met her, and that sassy little mouth, I took her up against her bedroom door.

But one taste of her wasn’t enough.

We'd fooled around a few more times, but she was always running afterward. Like she didn't want anything to do with me.

But not tonight.

Tonight Valerie and Wes were having a Halloween party. Valerie was pregnant and the two were finally moving out of the apartment they shared with Paige and into their own place.

I hadn’t told Wes that I was accepted into culinary school in the city and that my visit was more than just to congratulate them for moving.

There was something about baking that I always enjoyed. Not the getting high kind of baking, but making something beautiful with the barest of ingredients. Being a chef was truly the only way humans could have a god-like experience. Not to mention, the way my hands worked in the bedroom, well, they were even better in the kitchen.

The apartment was crammed full of people. I’d lived in the south and then the desert, but that was nothing like sweaty bodies pushing against each other in a tiny Chicago apartment. The smell was worse than the baby powder and body odor I was used to at the clubs. I needed to get some fresh air.

I walked out the back door of the apartment complex where a few people were smoking. I quit a few months back. It wasn’t like I really enjoyed it, but it always gave me an excuse to escape from people if I went outside to have a smoke. Now, just the smell of it bothered me.

Turning in the other direction, I spotted a fire escape. I didn’t know they actually had those in the city. For some reason I thought they were only on cheesy cop dramas. But if it was there, I figured I might as well climb up it and see where it led.

Taking the rusted metal stairs two at a time, I finally made it over the ledge where I crawled on my hands and knees until I found myself on top of the roof.

I thought everything in the city was all metal and skyscrapers until I saw the view of dozens of stars. They stretched out to the spotlights at Wrigley Field that cast a yellow glow over everything.

“Wow, didn’t think they had these things in the city,” I said to myself, staring up at the sky as I took slow steps, careful not to trip over anything.

“Do they not have water towers in Vegas or do you just not see the outside of strip clubs?” a snarky voice asked.

I looked down and out of the shadows stepped a long, lean figure. I’d recognize those tan legs anywhere, especially when they led up to a very short black skirt and tight, low-cut referee shirt. Paige wasn’t a girl that was easy to forget.

“I was talking about the stars, but I guess I don’t see too many of these either.” I closed the space between us and knocked on the black metal tower. I’d only seen one of them on a rooftop in movies and it added to the authenticity of the old building.

“Are you trying to be charming?” Paige cocked an eyebrow and tossed her long dark hair over her shoulder.

I smiled and leaned in closer. “I can be anything you want me to be.”

She rolled her eyes. “Ugh. Did you follow me up here thinking you’d get lucky? Like that would happen again. I told you it was a onetime thing and that was it.”

"Onetime? I think I counted at least five."

She rolled her eyes and slipped past me, then walked toward the fire escape. I was about to follow her until I looked down and saw a candy wrapper on the ground, half the candy still in it. I picked it up and turned toward her. “Well, I was just coming up here to get some air, but it looks like I may have caught you taking a little snack break.”

She whipped around and her eyes widened. “I did not!” She gritted her teeth and stomped over to me, her heels clicking with each step. “Give me that.”

She stuck her hand out, but I pulled it back. “Whoa. Someone embarrassed that they were having a little snack on the roof?”

“I was not. It’s not mine. I was going to throw it away. The nerve of someone to come up here and eat that fattening shit and then throw it.”

I grinned. Oh yeah, it was definitely her candy. And seeing her get all fired up about it was definitely worth pushing further.

“What’s wrong? Are you afraid I’m going to tell someone that the all-natural, organic princess has a soft spot for chocolate?” I held the half-eaten candy up and wiggled it between my fingers.

“That’s not funny!” She reached and grabbed it from my hands.

I smiled and slowly pulled a mint chocolate chip bar from my pocket. There were bowls of candy everywhere and I always liked to experiment with chocolate. In the kitchen and in other places. “What’s the matter, Sweets? Never experienced the full pleasure of what chocolate can do for you?”

She smirked. “If you’re talking about something kinky with candy, I don’t want any part of your act.”

I loved her spunk. She wasn’t the kind of girl that just bent over and took anything, but I was hoping I’d have her bent over soon.

I laughed softly, then opened the candy bar, taking a small bite and rolling the chocolate piece until it warmed in my mouth. I closed the distance between us and gently lifted her hair off her shoulder, exposing her neck. “Obviously you’ve never been with someone that knows how to handle all the sweet parts of you.”

I bent over and gently blew against her neck, my bottom lip vibrating on the tender flesh before I nipped at it. She moaned, her hips gently pushing toward mine. Rolling the chocolate in my mouth, I trailed my lips up her neck until I was at her ear, blowing softly on the tip before I traced my tongue over it softly.

She gasped as I placed my free hand on her waist, letting the silky material of her skirt fall between my fingers.

“See, chocolate isn’t so bad after all,” I whispered before moving my lips to hers.

Her tongue twirled against mine, tasting the sweet peppermint and teasing me as she nipped at my bottom lip before licking it and sliding her tongue back to mine.

I couldn’t get enough of her. Paige was more addictive than chocolate. I wrapped my fingers in her silken hair and tugged it back, a moan escaping her lips and into my mouth. I groaned, pressing myself into her. My cock was straining to get out and insider her beautiful, wet center.

She pressed herself against my bulge, teasing me as she circled her hips, her heat hitting me at just right the spot. Slowly, I slid my hand up her thigh until I was able to cup her mound. Even underneath her lace panties, I could feel her wetness. She was ready.

Delicately, slowly, I slid my thumb underneath the lace and traced it over her clit. She moaned and ground against my hand. I eased my thumb and slightly pulled away from her, running my thumb along my bottom lip before licking it. The sweet, salty taste of her, mixed with the chocolate, had all of my senses going into overdrive. “Mmm, sweet.”

She grabbed the candy bar from my hand and took a big bite of it, before handing it back to me. “I know something even sweeter.”

She pursed her lips together and slowly dipped down to her knees, her mocha eyes locked on mine. Her tongue flicked against her lips before her slender hands tip-toed up my pants, clasping my groaning cock.

I moaned, thrusting my hips into her.

She smiled and slowly unzipped my pants before pulling them down with my boxers. My awaiting cock popped out and she ran her nails down my swollen shaft. Damn, the girl could tease.

Paige opened her mouth and her warm tongue lapped against my head, licking off the moisture that had already gathered at the tip. With expert moves, she opened her mouth and sent a shiver up my body as she engulfed my entire cock in her awaiting mouth. The mint tingle from the chocolate teased my shaft as her tongue danced against me. She swirled the chocolate around me and with each suck as she deep throated and made me moan with pleasure. But I wasn’t about to let her finish me off, no matter how good she felt.

I grabbed the back of her neck, balling her hair into my fist and forcing her back in one quick motion. She released her mouth and looked up at me, licking her lips. “You didn’t like it?”

“I would rather be against your hot little body than your mouth. I want to feel you come on me and watching the way that beautiful body moves against mine.”

“And what makes you think that’s what I want?” she challenged, raising her eyebrows as she stood up. God, I wanted to fuck that sassy mouth of hers again.

Instead I went for the thing that I knew would send her over the edge.

I took a bite of the chocolate bar before throwing the wrapper to the ground. I grabbed her waist and quickly lifted her shirt up, exposing a black lacy bra with her glorious breasts spilling over it.

Pulling her closer, I breathed onto the sensitive flesh, then moved the fabric with my nose before blowing onto her pretty pink nipples that instantly pebbled the moment they hit the cold air.

She moaned, the sweetest sound that had my cock straining against her. I wanted more than a moan. I wanted her to beg for it.

I let the chocolate warm in my mouth before sliding my tongue out and twirling it around her hard nipple, gently nipping while I sucked the hardened nub.

She gasped, her fingers going to my hair as she tugged. The harder she tugged, the harder I sucked and her moans grew louder.

“Fuck me, Brick. Fuck me, now.”

That’s what I wanted to hear.

I let go of her nipple and kissed a line back up to her mouth. She kissed me fiercely, her hands sliding down to my cock like she couldn’t get enough of it.

With one hand, I easily slipped her wet panties down her legs. As soon as she stepped out of them I wrapped her leg around my waist, the head of my cock sliding against her wet center. I moved my shaft against her, letting my head press into her and stir up her hardened clit. She came hard, her body shuddering. She was more than ready.

While holding one arm, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my wallet, retrieving a foil packet before tossing it aside. Not like I had much money anyway.

Paige grabbed the condom from me, tearing it open with her teeth before she expertly slid it on me.

“Someone’s eager,” I whispered.

She pressed forward until I completely filled her. Each inch more exquisite than the last. “Always.”

I cupped her flawless ass, pushing my cock as deep as it could go inside of her, watching her head roll back in ecstasy. She bit down on her bottom lip and I thrusted harder, my hips meeting hers over and over again. Damn she felt good. So tight. So wet. I couldn’t get enough of her.

She clenched and I groaned. Fuck, the girl knew how to move. Paige curled her fingers in my hair, tugging it forcefully as she rocked her hips into mine. I knew I was going to come quick with her so I wanted to make sure she finished and came hard.

I trailed one of my hands down her curvaceous ass, letting my middle finger slide along the entrance. She clenched and I knew I was doing something right, feeling her grip on my cock.

Quickly, I used my free hand and grabbed her other leg, lifting her up as she wrapped both legs around my waist. It gave my cock the perfect angle to hit her clit and she moaned, putting her hands on my shoulders while my hands cupped her ass, diving into her over and over again.

I quickened my pace; her head rolled back.

“Come for me, baby,” I huffed.

She gripped hard on to my hair, pulling it back as she screamed with delight. Her body shuddered around me and it was all I needed to find my sweet release.

I groaned into her neck as she collapsed her head onto my shoulder. Our breathing was in sync. Shallow. As my heart beat wildly against hers.

We stood like that until my heart stopped racing and she slowly stepped down as I pulled out of her. It felt like part of me was missing. Like I could have buried myself inside of her forever.

Slowly, Paige pulled her panties back up and smirked. “I guess I’ll see you around, Brick."

"Yeah...I guess I'll see you around." I stared at the dark-haired vixen, wishing I could will her to turn back toward me.

Then, it really worked. She gasped and turned around, staring at me wide-eyed. "What was that?"

I cocked an eyebrow. "What was what?"

She covered my mouth. "Shhh...it's coming from behind you."

I turned slowly at the hip as she dropped her hand from mine, but kept her body pressed against me.

Oh, yeah I was going to use this to my advantage.

"Better hold on tight, babe. It might be some kind of city monster."

She rolled her eyes and swatted my shoulder. "Be serious."

"Okay, okay." I took a few steps forward and looked over the ledge.

It looked like a bunch of hoodlums just giving each other shit. I saw it all the time in Vegas and I was surprised that Paige wasn't used to it in the city.

"Just some punks, nothing to wo—"

Before I could finish my sentence, there was a loud BANG.

I turned and grabbed Paige, crouching low and glancing over the ledge.

One guy laid on the ground with a bullet hole in his head and a large pool of blood spilling around him. Three older guys stood over him and lit up some cigars.

"Oh my God, I think he just shot that guy," Paige hiss-whispered.

"No shit," I muttered.

"We have to go to the police," Paige whined, clawing at my arm.

"And what are we going to tell them? That we were post-hook-up and heard a noise, then saw someone shoot another guy?"

She rolled her eyes. "Well, hopefully something better than that. Come on!"


Chapter 2

I followed Paige back down the fire escape and onto the sidewalk.

"Damn, you move well in those heels," I called, following behind her as she speed-walked down the sidewalk.

"Stop staring at my ass, Brick and walk next to me."

I jogged the few paces and then walked in step with her. "So now you want to be seen with me?"

She rolled her eyes. "No, I just want someone to block me in case anyone saw us and tries to put a bullet in our heads as well."

"I don't think that's going to happen. No one saw us. We should probably just head back to the party. Maybe we can make an anonymous phone call or something," I said.

I was all for being the hero, but with a murder in cold blood like that, I wasn't sure that wasn't some kind of revenge and they'd be willing to take anyone else down with them.

Maybe Paige was right about needing me to block a bullet.

"The police station is just right around the corner, come on." She turned sharply and I followed.

Large green pillars flanked two stories of darkened windows. There were a few people milling about the street and some cop cars parked out front. We went past the people to the brick front that read "Chicago Police Department".

The interior looked like more of the lobby of a high-end hotel than something a bunch of criminals would hang out in.

There was a large, black counter that stretched the length of the room, facing out the floor-to-ceiling windows. A few different people in uniform stood behind it, most of them on the phones.

Paige didn't wait for anyone to call her, and pummeled toward the counter with her heels clomping on the tile floor.

"Excuse me? Excuse me?" Paige yelled, tapping an open palm on the counter.

The dark-skinned lady behind the counter didn't even look up from the phone and held up one finger as if to say "give me a minute".

"I don't have a minute! Aren't you the police? You should be serving your citizens!" Paige shrieked.

I grabbed her around the waist and lifted her up, pulling her back toward the windows. The women behind the counter were giving us evil glares so I turned Paige toward me. Her nostrils were flared and her eyes wide. "What the hell are you doing, Brick?"

I put my hands out and tried to keep calm. "Paige, yelling isn't going to get us anywhere, trust me. People aren't going to respond if you just go in and demand things."

She smirked, crossing her arms over her chest. "People respect others in power."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Honey, there is a difference between someone being in power and someone acting like a bitch."

Paige glared at me.

"Is there a problem here?" a gruff man's voice called out.

Paige pushed past me and hustled to the counter. "Yes, we're here because we witnessed a murder and we need to report it."

I turned to see a portly man standing beside the dark-skinned woman, who was still sitting down. They looked at each other, raising their eyebrows.

"What? Do you think this is some kind of sick joke? I'm an adult! I wouldn't joke about witnessing a murder!" Paige screeched, slamming her fists down on the counter.

"Hey, calm down, Paige." I put my hands on her shoulders.

The male police officer smirked. "Okay, ma'am. Just calm down. Why don't you and your boyfriend meet me over at this side door, and we'll take you back to ask a few more questions?"

"He isn't my boyfriend," Paige said, shrugging my hands off and marching toward the side door where the officer met us.

"Okay, why don't we have you head into this room over here, ma'am, and Officer Donahoe will take your friend over to this room," the man said, nodding toward a male officer with a pornstache.

"We aren't going to be together? Is this some sort of interrogation? What did we do wrong?" Paige asked, her eyes widening as they looked between all of us.

The male officer sighed. "Look, we just want to ask you two some questions and make sure we get all the facts straight. It's just normal procedures."

"It'll be okay, Paige. I promise," I said, putting my hand on her arm and offering a small smile.

I may have said that, but I honestly had no idea what in the hell we were in for.


Chapter 3

"In jail again, Brick?" Dad's accent was always thicker whenever I was in trouble.

I kept my head down. I couldn't look at him. If I met his eyes, then it would be real. That I would have really fucked up.

"What I don't get is why you were stupid enough to chuck the beer cans out of the car when the cop was behind you?"

"Sorry, sir. I'm a dumbass," I mumbled.

"Watch your mouth. Just because you're a criminal now, doesn't mean you can speak like that." The bottom of Dad's steel toed boots were pressed against my tennis shoes. Even his feet were intimidating.

"Sorry, sir."

"Now come on. Your mama's waiting and I'll have to call your lawyer. Never thought I'd have a lawyer for my sixteen-year-old son, shit."

I stared at the mirror. It wasn't exactly a mirror. I guessed it was one of those two-way windows so the suits behind it could watch me as I was questioned, which I had been for the past hour.

The door opened and the police officer came back in, accompanied by a guy with a gray crew cut and the sleeves of his button-down shirt rolled up, like he was trying to say that he was just another average Joe. The average Joe who was on the better side of the interrogation table.

"Mr. House," he said, smirking.

Everyone always had that smirk when they read my name. It worked well in the stripping industry, I didn't even need some crazy nickname like "Wild Wes". I was just "Brick House", I even had a song to go with it.

"I'm Detective Wood," the guy added, taking the seat across from me and setting down a folder.

"I'd tell you my name, but I guess you already know it."

His lip twitched but he didn't smile. His face didn't move at all as he set some papers down on the table in front of me. They were different photos of men that looked really similar. They were all older with Italian noses, gray hair, and bored looks on their faces.

"Do you recognize any of these men from earlier tonight, Mr. House?"

I ran my hand over my chin. I hadn't shaved in a few days and was more than stubbly. I guess Paige didn't complain about it, but she might have a little razor burn later. Maybe she'd let me make it better. "Uh, yeah, I guess this guy does."

I picked up one of the photos. It was dark, but this was definitely the guy. I could spot that half-ass toupee and half-smirk-half-scowl anywhere.

Detective Wood looked at the officer, raising an eyebrow, then looking back at me. "Are you sure this is the man you saw shoot the other man in the alley?"

I looked at the picture and nodded, setting it back down. "Yeah. That's the guy. So, can I go now?"

I didn't have my phone on me. I should have grabbed that before we left the apartment. I had no idea what time it was. Not that Wes or Valerie would have been looking for us. They had to have known Paige and I were screwing around.

Well, Wes knew for sure, but Valerie I think liked to pretend it never happened. I guess she was the only one that could hook up with a male stripper and have it be okay. That, and Paige told me to keep it our little secret. She liked to dig at me, but I knew she liked it. The way she came so damn hard was a sure sign of that.

Officer Wood stood up. "Not quite yet. But sit tight."

I stood up, gripping my hands on the table. "Not quite? What the hell, man? I've told you everything that you want to hear. What more do you want? Are you trying to corroborate my story with Paige's? Because you know we're telling the truth. You know you're going to get the same story. This isn't a prank or a cover up, okay? So, can I just get the hell out of here?"

Officer Wood put his hands up. "There's no need to get angry, Mr. House."

"Look, Mr. Wood, I'm trying not to be, but my patience is being tested, okay? I'd just like some answers. I'm not a criminal am I? Am I being charged?"

Officer Wood forced a half smile. "I can assure you that you're not being charged, Mr. House. We just have to sort out some details and then we can bring in Ms. Yavru, so sit tight."

He patted the door with the folder before he walked out, followed by the other officer.

I sat back down, raking my fingers through my hair. What the hell was going on? Maybe I should have watched more Law and Order or something.

No, that was fiction.

Shit, Brick, get yourself together.

The door opened again and I jumped to my feet. I expected Officer Wood to come through the big steel door, but instead I heard the familiar clicking of heels.

I jumped out of my seat. "Paige!"

I'd never been so excited to see the dark-haired beauty. Even when she was naked and bent over the side of her bed.

"Brick!"

She ran into my arms and I wrapped them around her, inhaling all of her sweet scent. What the hell was this? I couldn't go and hug her like this. She was just a fling. A girl I was banging on the side. Never mind the fact that I kind of liked her.

Obviously she thought the same thing because she let go of me and straightened out that little referee outfit she was still wearing.

Officer Wood cleared his throat.

"Can we go now, Dick?" Paige asked.

I widened my eyes. Did the girl really have that much moxie?
"It's Richard, Ms. Yavru. And we would like to talk to the two of you together for a few minutes, if that's possible."
The door opened again and a middle-aged man with bright red hair came through the door, holding a stack of folders. "Brick, Paige, this is Steve Dorsey. He works with our Witness Protection Program."

"Witness Protection? What the fuck?" Paige asked.

"Ma'am, I assure you that we've assessed the situation and we believe that Witness Protection is the best fit with the severity of this case and the fact that you've fingered a major player in the Ragusa crime family," Steve said with a Southern accent that was thicker than mine.

"Ragusa crime family? Is this some sort of mob thing? I thought that didn't exist and went out with Capone," I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Steve smirked. "The good ones went out with Capone, that is, the ones that actually wanted to help their community. Guys like Vince Ragusa are just pure evil, killing and squandering for their own gain. If we can get him off the streets, it will be a win for everyone."

"So, what, we go hang out somewhere upstate for a few days and come back for a trial or something?" Paige asked, stepping away from me and crossing her arms over her chest. I guessed that she was trying to look tough, but it just made her boobs pop out of her top even more.

Steve sucked in a breath and sat down at the table, opening the folders. He laid out two sets of birth certificates, drivers licenses, passports, every kind of document I could think of that would identify someone. These documents had mine and Paige's pictures on them and were all Texas based. They also had our names listed as Brad and Penny Hall.

"What is this?" Paige shrieked, picking up a blue piece of paper with a Texas Lone Star seal on it. "A marriage license? And for someone named Penny? What the fuck?"

Steve looked at Dick, or Richard, or whatever the hell his name was. "Officer Wood informed me that you two were in the act of love making at the time you two witnessed the incident. He also said that Ms. Yavru had a large diamond stone on her finger and assumed it was an engagement ring."

Paige rolled her eyes. "First off, an engagement ring goes on your left ring finger and this one is on my right hand, dumbass. Second off, this dipshit probably couldn't afford to even set foot in Tiffany's, let alone near the Victoria section. Third, we were hooking up. This wasn't love making. This was pure and simple sex."

Steve cleared his throat, throwing a look at Officer Wood before he picked up the papers and put them back in the folder. "My apologies, Paige. I can have these changed right away."

He glanced at his watch. "Actually, it's pushing midnight and our guys in processing won't be able to get this filed until Monday. But we can put you in a holding cell until then and get you and Brick both assigned to new places."

"A holding cell? Like prison?" Paige's eyes bulged.

"Yes, ma'am."

"Don't I have another option?"

Officer Wood smirked, getting exactly what he wanted. "We have a car waiting for you out back. You two will be briefed on the way to Friendship, Texas. We have a rental house set up for you and a job at the local bakery. I'll personally debrief both of you and get you settled."

Paige snorted. "Friendship, Texas? What the hell kind of irony is that?"

"Better than Hell, Texas." I smirked.

Paige glared at me. "You're probably loving all of this."

I shrugged. "It could be worse."

"Really? And how could it be worse?"

"We could be dead."


Chapter 4 

There was a dark SUV parked out in the back of the police station just like Officer Wood said there would be.

Of course I didn't expect him to follow us out, or to change out of his suit and into a  pullover sweatshirt and jeans.

"What is this? Dressing down for us?" I asked, arching an eyebrow as he opened passenger side door of the SUV.

He smirked. "No, just dressing for the trip."

"You're coming with?" I asked.

"Of course. Officer Jones and I will be escorting you. It's policy to have two officers."

"So, you're going with us into my apartment too?" Paige asked.

Officer Wood looked down and shook his head. "We won't be going to your apartment, Paige. We're heading straight for Texas and should arrive tomorrow afternoon."

"What?" Her eyes looked like they were about to bulge out of her head.

"What about my stuff? What about telling my
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