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Chapter One

 

I turn on my side and open my eyes to find that I’m alone in the bed. 

Again.

Since we got back together, Jordan and I, we barely spend any time together. Not that we don’t want to, but Jordan works almost around the clock these days. Of course, things haven’t really been easy since he told me he loved me. I was with Ben, at that time. Then I kidnapped a girl (to save her, don’t get me wrong), got accused of being the new leader of the Mafia, and was hunted down by every cop in the city and in the state, the Feds and the DEA. The name Matt Glenn ring a bell? That’s me.

Big yay!

My name was cleared, but all the policemen involved haven’t been so lucky. Some had been working more or less willingly—a few knowingly—for the real Mafia boss. Including the chief of police. The witch-hunt is still going on. So now the whole police department is in complete disarray, and Lieutenant Jordan Cobbers, my sexy and loving Jordan, has to make up the shortfall.

There’s no other way. I get dressed, eat a quick breakfast, and head for work.

When I reach our temporary office, which we’re using as the real one burned down, Cathy is already sitting at her desk. She’s my best friend and only employee, though I consider her more like a partner. She too is working extra hard. She blames herself for missing important information about our last client. Despite the fact that he turned out to be the real Mafia boss, I really don’t blame her. We’d been framed by pros.

“Are you sure you don’t want to take a few days off?” I ask her for the umpteenth time.

She doesn’t even bother glaring at me. Instead, she hands me a file. “Here is the info about our new client, a Mr. Tarren. He’s clean. I did a complete check.”

We only check the client’s whole life for special jobs, like our stealing something from them, but here, we’re just talking about a security system upgrade. “I’ll read it and ask Jordan about him.” I really don’t need to ask Jordan, but it’s as good an excuse as any to see him.

This time, she does glare at me. “I didn’t miss anything.”

“I know you didn’t. You didn’t even have to do it. But this way I’ll get to see my boyfriend. It’s not because you prefer coming to work rather than having your husband fuck your brains out like everyone else does.”

She smiles faintly. “A relationship isn’t just about sex, you know…” 

I snort. “We don’t see each other often enough or for long enough to have any. Sex would be a good beginning.” The day hasn’t started all that great, and this topic makes my mood deteriorate quickly. “I’m off. I’ll check on the state of our offices on my way back.” I turn around and walk out before she can say anything else. 

* * * * *

Maybe I should have waited for Jordan to come home…

As I walk down the aisle of the open-plan space of the police headquarters, surrounded by cops moving from desk to desk, I try to ignore the gazes. Many of the cops just look at me and then ignore me, but quite a few glare at me, as if I were still Public Enemy Number One. Strangely enough, the most openly friendly among them is Detective Angborn, who comes over to me to shake hands. We only exchange a few words, but I take it as a good omen. He doesn’t hold any grudge for my using him when I stole a diamond-and-pearl tiara from Ben’s mother, nor for getting his boss’s ass kicked out of the department.

I throw a quick glance at Jordan’s former desk, and then keep walking until I face a door with “Chief of Police” written in black letters on it. I knock softly and enter without being called.

“Chief Cobbers,” I say jokingly. “Sounds good.”

Jordan’s sitting behind his desk, wearing his uniform. He doesn’t like it, but his new job requires it. I can’t complain. He looks gorgeous in it. Not quite as gorgeous as when he’s naked, though. He looks up at me. “I’m just filling in. What are you doing here?” 

The tinge of annoyance in his voice takes me aback. He doesn’t rise to kiss me either. This, at least, I can understand. What if one of the other cops comes in and sees us kissing? I decide to shrug it off. Maybe I came at the wrong time. Maybe I just imagined the annoyance. I won’t admit that I just came to see him, though. I’m not sure what to tell him, lacking a reason to be here.

His gaze shifts to my hand, and I remember the file I’m holding, and why I’m holding it. I hadn’t really intended to ask him this, but at least it’s an excuse. “I’ve got a new client. I’d like you to check if we missed anything important about him.”

“I’m not at your service! If you can’t do it yourself, find another job!”

It’s a double blow that makes me take a step back. He doesn’t sound annoyed anymore. He is angry. And questioning my job when he claimed it was a misunderstanding about it that had kept us apart for years is…

I breathe slowly through my nose. I don’t want to say things I’ll regret. Instead, I say, “See you later,” through gritted teeth and walk out.

* * * * *

Half an hour later, when I reach the office, five of Grandby’s men are hard at work, renovating the place. They work fast. Already, all traces of fire or water damage have vanished. It looks like Cathy and I will be able to work here again in a week.

I should be happy, but I’m not. Instead of walking back to the temporary office, I take the riverside walk and sit on a bench facing the water. Since Jordan got promoted, we’ve barely seen each other, even though I spend more time at his place than at mine. I know the whole police mess isn’t easy for him, but I could be his moral support. Instead, I feel like he’s avoiding me. 

No. I’m wrong. He can’t be avoiding me. Not when we’re finally together. But however I look at it, I always reach that conclusion. I surprise myself, recalling wistfully how wonderful Jordan was, before he became chief. Before he changed. 

I stay on the bench most of the afternoon, eyes lost in the water, mind lost in memories. But memories are the past, and now I have to face the present. And I can’t live like this, in a one-way relationship. I love him, and I have to make him change back to his normal self.

With my mind set, I go back to his place and pack all my stuff. Talking has gotten me nowhere. I’ll take a more aggressive path. I leave him a note on the table.

I know a lot of policemen still think I betrayed them and hate me, and I understand it must be hard for you. I think you don’t dare say it to me, and prefer avoiding me. Therefore, I’m moving back to my apartment permanently. I need to be with the man I love. I don’t want you to avoid me, and I don’t want to be a burden. I know you love me too, and we can find a way to make it work. Call me, and we’ll talk about it. If you don’t call, I will know it’s over, and I won’t bother you anymore.

To make sure he comes home tonight and sees the note, I send him a message on his phone, telling him I’ll stay at my place. When I push the “send” button, my heart beats faster. I really, really, really hope he’ll call.

After this, going back to work is easy. I know he’ll call me. Probably not before this evening, yet I can’t help checking my phone every couple of minutes. I’m jittery, and at the same time, I can’t help smiling. In a few hours he’ll call me. We’ll talk, and we’ll find a way. I don’t care if we have to meet outside the city. I can rent an apartment somewhere. He can even pretend to be going out with someone else if it helps. We’ll love each other secretly.

I don’t tell Cathy anything. She misinterprets my mood when I come back and thinks everything’s back to normal between Jordan and me. Well, it will soon be. I stay at work long after she’s gone, knowing that Jordan will work late, and that once at home, I’ll have nothing to do except wait for his call. Around half past nine, I close the office and head home.

As soon as I’ve showered and eaten, the wait begins. The TV’s on, but I spend more time staring at my phone than at the screen. Time drags on. As midnight comes and my phone still remains silent, doubts assail me. He’s certainly home by now, and he will have read my note. What if he doesn’t want to call? Maybe I should call, I…

No! I won’t call. I have to wait for him to call me. He’ll do it. 

I can’t stay on the sofa. Instead, I begin cleaning the whole place.

At two o’clock, my whole apartment is sparkling clean, but my phone remains silent. I must face it; he won’t call tonight. There must be a reason. He’s probably spending the night working, as he’s done so often before. It doesn’t mean anything. He’ll call tomorrow.


Chapter Two

 

I didn’t sleep much, but at least today I’m busy upgrading a client’s security system. It keeps my mind off my phone. It’s a good thing I’m working alone on this one, though. Security systems are usually less likely to get offended when I vent my mood on them than people. I manage to spend seven hours on the damn thing without shooting anything or uttering the same curse twice.

Facing another evening waiting for my phone to ring is too much for me. Especially if said useless phone never rings. So instead, I decide to go to the MacMhuircheartaich, a Scottish pub with enough hustle and bustle and beer to sidetrack me. Honestly, how could a pub owned by someone named Amhalghaidh MacMhuircheartaich fail to be successful? It took me about a month and an extravagant amount of Guinness just to pronounce his first name (sounds like Auwulghee). The first time I managed to say it properly earned me my worst hangover ever. I’ve given up trying to pronounce his last name and have settled for MacMurray. My liver would never survive it.

Best guy ever.

When I enter the pub, half the tables are taken. I choose one at the back, with a view on the whole place. 

“Hey! Mucker! Hou’s it gaun?”

I look up at Amhalghaidh’s smiling face. I’ve always suspected him of exaggerating his accent just for me. “Guid. An ye?” I’m not as good as he is, but I’ve learned a few words…

He laughs out loud. “My dog has a better accent. You need a drink. Scotch? Want to try to beat the seventh?”

That’s a bet he has with me. If I can say his first name after my seventh scotch, I get the bottle free. If I can say his last name too, I get a month of free drinks. Needless to say, I’ll never win. “Oh no! You won’t get me there. I have to be able to answer my phone when it rings tonight. But I’ll have the first one.”

After the first drink, I’m still glued to my phone, and begin regretting coming here despite Amhalghaidh’s attempts at cheering me up. Say what you want, you can’t lie to a barman. He’ll know the mood you’re in before you know it yourself. My father used to say, “If you need a shrink, go to a bar and buy the most expensive bottle. It will cost you less than a shrink, and the barman will do a better job. You may even enjoy what you bought.”

After my second drink, a man gets a fiddle out and starts playing. He’s soon joined by other musicians. I listen, sipping from my glass that has magically filled itself, and begin forgetting my phone.

* * * * *

“Owwwww.”

I wait a few seconds before opening my eyes. Okay, my head hurts, but it’s nothing a couple of pills can’t take care of. I take my phone from the bedside table. No message, no call from Jordan. Everything I worked—make that drank—hard to forget yesterday comes back.

Maybe he hasn’t been home yet?

Unlikely. He needs to shower and change his clothes. 

I look at my watch. Six thirty. I dress quickly, eat a fast breakfast with two aspirin, and then take a taxi. It drops me off at a safe distance from Jordan’s apartment. I slowly approach his building and look at the windows. The lights are on. He’s there and already up. 

So he did come home and read my note. But he chose not to call.

A shadow walks past the window, and then a second, and my heart shatters. I can’t believe he’s already replaced me. I turn around and walk away.

* * * * *

When Cathy arrives at the office, I immediately tell her it’s over.

“What? Why? I knew you had problems, but couldn’t you have talked it over?”

I snort. “Things couldn’t go on the way they were. So I left him a note.” I tell her everything, including the second shadow in his apartment.

Cathy hugs me. “I’m so sorry.” She breaks the hug and looks at me straight in the eyes. “You should take the day off.”
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