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            One

            Travis

         

         The one I’m eyeing for the night bends at her waist and lines her pool stick up with the cue ball. She slowly pulls the wooden rod through her fingers until the felt top finally connects. The hard, white plastic ball rolls toward her target, hitting it perfectly and stalling as the blue-striped ball rolls into the pocket. I let out a massive sigh and lean on my stick, waiting my turn. I should’ve known better when she approached me, asking if I wanted to play a game or two of billiards with her. I know better than to let a good-looking woman hustle me out of money, but I wasn’t thinking with my right head. I never am, and once again I’m getting my balls busted, no pun intended, by a pool shark.

         “Sweetheart, are you going to let me play? My balls are getting lonely.” If she thinks I’m crude, she doesn’t say anything. In fact, she looks at me from over her shoulder and winks before shimmying her ass toward my crotch. My internal groan is epic. For almost an hour, she’s been leaning over, licking her lips, showing her ample cleavage, and shaking her ass. Not to mention, she brushes against me each time she passes me. And the touching isn’t subtle. I can read her loud and clear, all the way from her tight-as-sin jeans to her plunging neckline.

         “I can’t help it if you suck.”

         “Do you?” I ask, stepping in behind her. My crotch is lined up perfectly with her backside, earning me another hair-tossing look over her shoulder.

         She stands and turns to face me, sitting her ass on the edge of the table. “What do you have in mind?” Her finger trails down the front of my shirt until she reaches the buckle of my belt. The tug is slight, but definitely felt. Message received loud and clear.

         “What’s your name?”

         “Are names important?”

         “Of course. When I demand that you come for me, I need to know what to call you.”

         “Demand?” she questions.

         “I’m greedy like that,” I tell her, placing my cue stick against the table as I step closer to her. I lean in and try to get a whiff of her perfume, but a mix between the stale air from the bar and the beer on her breath makes it hard to tell what she’s wearing. I do love a woman who takes the time to add the perfect scent on her skin, though.

         “Blue.”

         “My balls aren’t blue, darling, and haven’t been in years.”

         “No, my name is Blue.”

         “That’s a very unique name,” I say as my hand rests on her hip.

         “What can I say? I’m a unique woman, Travis.”

         Ah, she knows my name. That’s usually how things go for me. Rarely am I given the opportunity to introduce myself. Everyone knows who I am, and while I enjoy the fruits of my labor, sometimes anonymity would be nice. One day, I’d like to talk to a woman who doesn’t know that I’m Travis Kidd, left fielder for the Boston Renegades and one of the town’s most eligible bachelors. “You know who I am?”

         “Doesn’t everyone? I’m a Boston girl; I know my Renegades.”

         I nod and reach for my beer. It’s the off-season, and technically I shouldn’t be here. I usually head south for the winter but opted to stay home this time. After a long season, one that saw my former manager die and one of my closest friends on the team become a dad to twins, I thought I’d stay around and see what the winter had to offer. Aside from the cold, I haven’t found much, except Bruins hockey and Celtics basketball. Those games have been the highlight of my time off.

         The pickings for women have been slim. Without trying to bag on the female population, it’s evident that they’re seasonal as well. Right now, the puck bunnies, gridiron groupies, and court whores are in full effect, and the cleat-chasers are resting like the rest of the baseball world. Maybe I should’ve been a dual-sport athlete. That way I would’ve had the best of both worlds.

         “Travis?”

         “What?” I ask, mentally shaking the cobwebs out.

         “Where’d you go? It’s your turn.” Blue nods toward the table, and I look over her shoulder to see the cue ball sitting there.

         “Why don’t you help me?” I know how to play the game of pool, but since she seems to be a pro, why shouldn’t she show me? I would’ve happily slid up behind her and taught her how to handle her stick, but she took the fun out of it.

         Instead, she’s off to my side and leaning into me, giving me a perfect sideways glance down her shirt. I smirk, ignoring everything she tells me, and watch as her mounds of flesh move each time her hand does. They’re real, that’s for sure. None of that fake silicone shit on this chick.

         “And that’s how it’s done,” she says, righting herself. She continues to slightly lean over the table, though, jutting her chest out for me to ogle. I cock my head to the side and wink before taking aim at the cue on the table.

         My first shot goes in, and the second quickly follows. I line up the third and fire, and that is when I see a raven-haired beauty nursing a drink at the bar.

         Saylor Blackwell is off-limits to anyone her agency represents. That includes me. Although I wish it didn’t. I would have switched managers to be with her if she asked me to, but I fucked that up. When she needed me, I wasn’t there. And I haven’t spoken to her since.

         It’s my dumb luck that she’s sitting at the bar with her long, slender legs crossed. She’s dressed like she recently got off work, and her eyes are set on the television, ignoring the gaggle of men staring at her. I remember that she was a hard nut to crack back when I wanted to know her better. I can’t imagine what she’s like now that she’s even more successful.

         My last shot is sunk into the corner pocket. “Eight ball, right side,” I say, nodding in the same direction I plan to send the black ball in order to finish this game. I’m in a rush now, eager to speak with Saylor. I know I shouldn’t but I can’t help myself.

         “Where ya going?” Blue calls out.

         “To the bar. Rack ’em,” I tell her. It’s not a lie. I am going to the bar, but with the intention of speaking to another woman. I’m smooth, though, and I can easily play it off while I order another round of drinks.

         “Two, please.” I put up two fingers as I motion toward the bartender. Leaning in, I know I’m blocking Saylor’s view of the television, which is all in my game plan. “Hey, Saylor.”

         “Travis,” she says coldly. I often remember the night we spent together and the regret that was on her face when we were done. Even though we were at my house, I wanted to leave. I had never felt so uncomfortable after getting laid. Everything was awkward, from the way she spoke to how fast she dressed and ran out of my place. Rarely do I bring women home, opting for theirs so I can bail, but Saylor was different. I still can’t get that night out of my mind, and it’s been almost two years. With Saylor, everything was backward. It’s like she used me to scratch an itch, and once I took care of that, she didn’t need me anymore. “What brings you in?”

         She looks everywhere but at me. “I’m meeting a client.”

         “And nursing your what?” I take her drink from her hand and sniff. “Scotch? When did you start drinking the hard shit?”

         That gets her to look at me. Her glare is deadly as it penetrates mine. “As if you know anything about me.”

         “I know enough.”

         “You don’t know shit, Travis Kidd. Go back to your booty call. She’s looking at me like she’s ready for a catfight, and I assure you, you’re not worth fighting for.”

         Saylor turns, giving me the cold shoulder. If I weren’t so stunned by her outburst, which I did not deserve, I’d tease her. But there’s obviously something bothering her, and I’m the last person she needs making shit worse.

         With the bottles of beer dangling between my fingers, I go back to the pool table where Blue is indeed throwing daggers at Saylor’s back.

         “Down, kitty. She works for my manager.” I run my hand down her arm, trying to defuse the situation. Jealous women usually turn me off, and this should be my sign to hit the road, except I’m an idiot and want to stay mostly so I can watch Saylor.

         Taking Blue by her hand, I lead us over to the stools, and I sit down, pulling her between my legs. My hand is planted firmly on her leg right under her butt cheek. It’s a risky move, given all the nosey Renegades fans who are always around, but I don’t care right now. It’s the off-season. I’m allowed to have a little bit of fun.

         “You have nothing to be jealous over,” I tell her.

         “Okay.”

         “We good? Wanna go back to kicking my ass at pool?”

         She looks over at the table and nods. “You rack, and I’ll break.” Blue saunters away, giving me space to watch Saylor, who turns and makes eye contact with me. I wish I could tell what she’s thinking. Is she second-guessing her harsh words? I am. I want to go back over and offer to pick up her tab. Or ask how she’s getting home. It’s late, and the roads are shit. If she’s driving, she shouldn’t be drinking. She has a kid that depends on her.

         “I’m ready,” Blue says seductively. The tone of her words catches me off guard. It’s hard to decipher if she’s ready to play another game or two of pool. I hope that’s what she means because I have no intention of leaving as long as Saylor is at the bar. Or is Blue ready for me to fuck her and never ask for her number? Because that is bound to happen as well.

         I break, sending the balls off in every direction. Four drop. Two of each, giving me the choice of what I want to be. Blue is yammering in my ear about the setup and which would be the best. Her angles only work for her, though, and I see that I can run the table on her if I line up correctly.

         “We should’ve bet,” I tell her as I walk around the table.

         “I’d hate to hustle you out of your money, Travis.”

         I laugh off her comment and proceed to clear the table. She huffs when the eight ball falls into the designated pocket.

         “Well, would you look at that,” I say, taking a bow. Blue pushes me lightly and falls into my arms. Her lips are on mine before I can push her away, and doing so now would be embarrassing for her, so I kiss her back and find myself opening my eyes to watch Saylor watch me.

         As soon as I pull away, Saylor is sliding off the bar stool and heading toward the door.

         “Be right back. I need some fresh air.” A true gentleman would’ve invited his lady friend outside, but that is not who I am.

         “Do you need a ride home?” I ask as soon as I see Saylor standing near the curb. “And what happened to your client?”

         “He canceled.”

         It didn’t strike me as odd earlier when she said she was meeting a client, but it does now. I’ve never met anyone from the agency at a bar, let alone this late at night.

         “How about that ride home?”

         “Travis.” She draws out my name and then drops her head into her hands. Without thinking, I pull her into my side. “Come on, Saylor. It’s a ride. Nothing else.”

         “What the hell is going on? I thought you were taking me home.” Blue speaks loud enough for everyone on the block to hear.

         My arm drops, and Saylor steps away from me. I turn at the sound of Blue’s voice behind me.

         “I’ll be in. Give me a minute.” I smile, hoping to placate Blue, but it doesn’t work.

         “I see some things never change,” Saylor says as she steps off the curb and waves at a cab, only to be passed by.

         Shaking my head, I push my hands into my pockets for a bit of warmth. If I knew Saylor would be out here when I returned, I’d run in and grab my jacket. “It’s not like that.”

         “What, do you like her or something?” The sound of Blue’s voice grates on my nerves.

         Saylor looks over my shoulder and rolls her eyes.

         “Or something,” I say, without taking my eyes off Saylor.

         As soon as a taxi pulls up to the curb, Saylor is sliding in.

         I make a split-second decision to get in with her, but not before Blue yells at me. “Where the fuck are you going?”

         I answer her by slamming the door shut. I have Blue on the outside screaming and Saylor looking at me like she’s going to kill me. Saylor opens the door, and I hear Blue say, “Fuck you, Travis Kidd. You’ll pay for this.” And before I realize what’s happening, Saylor is standing outside the cab. When we drive off, my tongue is tied, and I watch through the back window as Saylor disappears the farther I get down the road.

      

   


   
      
         
            Two

            Saylor

         

         My phone vibrates repeatedly on my kitchen counter, causing it to move as if there were an army of ants underneath it. I glance at the clock on my microwave before picking it up. The motto at work is that it’s never too early to start working. Unfortunately, being a single mom, that isn’t how I can function. My daughter comes first, and my employer is very aware of this fact.

         Except this morning seems to be different. A quick swipe and his text message, along with numerous others from my co-workers, appears on my screen. The message is simple: Get to work ASAP. That’s code for something, and likely something has happened to one of our clients. It could be anything from a Good Samaritan deed, the birth of a child, a divorce, or the type of publicity I don’t like to deal with, accusations for rape, murder, and the like.

         Being a public relations specialist has its perks. If I want to attend a sporting event, I call my client. If I need to woo the pants off a prospective client, I set them up with a luxury suite at whatever game they want to attend. And as with any job, it also has a downside. My hours are long, the job is never ending, and sometimes I feel like a babysitter. But I wouldn’t trade what I do for anything. My clients and co-workers have become my family.

         Lucy, my five-year-old daughter, comes sashaying into the room, dressed as her favorite princess for her school’s character festival today. Her blue Cinderella dress is one that we bought last year from Disneyland, along with her matching tiara.

         “Well, don’t you look like a pretty princess?” Crouching down so we’re eye level, I push a lock of hair back up into the bun she attempted to do on her own.

         “Cinderella doesn’t have brown hair,” Lucy tells me.

         “No, I suppose she doesn’t, but that’s the best part about make-believe. You can make her look like anything you want.”

         The smile she gives me feels like I’ve won Mother of the Year, even though I feel far from it. I struggle emotionally when it comes to Lucy. Her father, my ex, has wanted nothing to do with her until yesterday. I haven’t heard a peep from him since the day I told him I was pregnant, and now he’s asking to see her. It would be easy to say yes and give Lucy the answers to all her questions. Hell, I want answers, too. I’m like her. I want to know why her father hasn’t wanted to see her. But I don’t trust him. If he could so easily dismiss her before she was born, what’s to say he won’t do the same after he meets her?

         Deep down, I feel it has to do with his wife and the family they’ve started. Some of my clients are in constant battles with their exes, and it’s never pretty. Most importantly, I want to know why now, after all this time, he’s interested in Lucy.

         “Have you brushed your teeth?” Lucy nods. “Okay, let’s get ready to go.” I kiss her on her nose before she runs off. I can hear her singing “Bibbidi-Bobbidi-Boo” and getting only a few of the words right.

         Slipping my phone into my messenger bag, my hand brushes against the envelope that brought me to my knees yesterday. I intercepted the handwritten letter about Lucy that has the power to ruin everything I’ve built. I thought I could go to the bar and seek comfort in an old friend, but I was mistaken. Holding the glass with two fingers of Scotch only reminded me of the hell I’ve been through. I purposely ordered liquor that I can’t stomach, hoping that it’d curb my desire to drink. It didn’t. A man in the bar did.

         Once I saw Travis Kidd standing next to me, I knew I had to get out of there. He’s trouble—he knows it, and I know it. I’ve been down this road with him before, and I’ve determined that he’s not worth my career. One mistake with him led to a long line of legal troubles for me. My employment agreement states that I will stay away from the athletes, despite how appealing they can be, and the indiscretion with Travis nearly cost me everything.

         Lucy comes out of her room, ready to go. Her tiara has been replaced with a knit cap to keep her head warm, and her fingers are covered in mittens. It’s chilly, but not overly cold at the moment. Although the cold weather is right around the corner, and that isn’t something I’m looking forward to. Winters in Boston can be brutal.

         Walking hand in hand, Lucy and I make our way to her school. It’s only a few blocks from our apartment and close to the subway, which makes it easy for me to get to work, because my office is only two stops away. I remind Lucy that her grandmother will pick her up from school today and tell her to be good before I make sure she’s in the hands of her teacher.

         Now that she’s in school, my mode switches to work. With my phone in hand, I’ve quickly become one of those people who walk and text at the same time. I look up periodically to make sure I’m not about to be run over or, better yet, crash into someone while I answer what feels like a hundred messages.

         As soon as I step into the office, the assistant I share with my boss takes my coat and bag and tells me that my boss is waiting. Stepping into Jeffrey Tay’s office is like walking into a sports museum. His walls are covered with pictures of him and most of his clients. Jeffrey motions for me to sit down as he continues his phone call. He pinches the bridge of his nose while pacing back and forth, agreeing to whatever is being said on the other line.

         “Fuck,” he roars, throwing his headset across the room. The somewhat flimsy product lands with a loud thump against the wall, causing me to jump. Jeffrey faces the large window that overlooks the Boston Harbor and laces his fingers behind his head. By the shudder in his shoulders, I can tell he’s let out a sigh or maybe even two. “Travis Kidd needs our help.”

         The mere mention of Travis’s name has me feeling uneasy and uncrossing and crossing my legs to find a bit of comfort. While Jeffrey continues to stare out the window, last night’s encounter runs through my mind. Nothing I said last night, or any actions on my part, could be construed as a violation of my employment contract. Only my actions years earlier, but I’ve kept those under wraps.

         Then I remember what Jeffrey said, and that Travis Kidd needs our help, and that seems to quell a bit of the building anxiety. He’s done something that has Jeff visibly upset, which means it’s going to be a lot of work for me. But it means that my secret is still safe.

         I’m afraid to ask what he’s done. The list running through my mind right now is a mile long. It could be drinking and driving, although I saw him get into the cab last night and watched it leave. Assault is always a possibility. Or maybe he was drunker than I thought and he wound up walking into the wrong house. It’s bound to happen and, unfortunately, is an action we, in the business of sports management, have had to deal with, especially in the off-season.

         Regardless of the situation or how I feel about this particular client, I have a job, and I take immense pride in it.

         “What’s he done?” I almost add “this time” to the end of my question but that would be unfair to Travis. Yes, he’s wild and a publicity nightmare but he’s rarely in trouble. I can usually put a positive spin on his actions, and while some may be questionable, I make him look like a saint. I was able to turn one of his dumbest ideas—of opening a kissing booth outside of Faneuil Hall and charging five dollars—into a massive fund-raiser for the children’s hospital. Even though he gave me little warning, one phone call to the local radio station had women lining up for hours. The donations poured in, and at the end of the night, he was the town’s hero again.

         Jeffrey turns, and the turmoil on his face tells me that it’s something bad. Reaching for the pad of paper and a pen that I see on his desk, I prepare to take notes.

         “That was Irvin Abbott on the phone.”

         “Travis’s lawyer?” I ask, interrupting Jeffrey.

         Jeffrey makes eye contact quickly, telling me that he doesn’t appreciate the interruption. “He called to let me know that Kidd voluntarily went to the police station after being visited this morning. It seems that he’s being accused of rape.”

         I swallow hard as I listen to Jeffrey’s words. That means that Travis went somewhere else last night. The woman he was with at the bar seemed rather put off that he was speaking to me. I can’t imagine she would have given him the time of day after the way he brushed her off.

         Jeffrey sighs, running his hand through his hair before sitting down and resting his face in his hands.

         “This isn’t our first accusation of rape,” I remind him, although it’s the first for Travis.

         “No, it’s not, but this is Travis Kidd. His antics alone, his habits and the lifestyle he leads, have made him a prime suspect, and according to Abbott, the district attorney is ready to throw the book at him. You can bet that the media will be all over this. The DA is always looking to have his face in front of the cameras.”

         “Was he arrested?”

         Jeffrey shakes his head. “Not yet, according to Abbott. He got the call from Kidd and went right there. He called me on the way, telling me what he knew. Kidd is saying he’s innocent and has an alibi who can testify that he left the bar by himself.”

         My throat swells, and my palms begin to sweat. “Did he say who?” I croak through my question. Relief washes over me as Jeffrey shakes his head. I may have been in the cab with Travis but didn’t stay, and the woman at the bar got into a car before I walked off. That doesn’t mean he didn’t circle back, though. And that doesn’t mean I’m his alibi.

         “Abbott indicated that Kidd wants to speak to this person before he gives the police their name.”

         “And I gather the police aren’t that easily swayed?”

         Jeffrey’s lips go into a fine line as he shakes his head. “Unfortunately no.” He stands and moves to the far wall, looking at the framed images. “I need you to go down there for the press conferences. The DA is hungry. It’s an election year, and Kidd handed him the case of the decade. Abbott is planning his own press conference to plead Kidd’s case to the public. The people of Boston love him, and we need the fan support. Stand with Abbott and protect Kidd.”

         As much as I want to tell Jeffrey no, I can’t, it’s my job, despite how I feel about this particular client. What Travis and I shared was a mistake, and I vowed to never let anything like that happen again. I’ve made good on my promise, and I refuse to let anything come between my job and me.

         I’m excused from Jeffrey’s office and head to my own. I don’t have much time to do anything except ask my assistant to clear my schedule for the day. A quick glance at my calendar tells me that it’s five meetings that she’ll have to move, three of which are new clients. I ask her to reschedule them for tomorrow and make the necessary travel arrangements for those who aren’t local.

         Jeffrey was right. By the time I reach the police station, the media is lingering around, waiting for someone to come out and talk to them. My name is called out, asking for a comment as I pass by, and I ignore each and every reporter. They know better than to ask, but they wouldn’t be doing their job if they didn’t. I run smack into Paul Boyd from ESPN, falling off-balance until he catches me.

         “Thanks, Paul,” I say, straightening my clothes. I offer him a soft smile and sidestep to go by him.

         “Hold up, Saylor.” I shake my head and take another step toward the entrance, only to be halted.

         “What do you know?”

         This is where the sports business is tricky. If I need something to be leaked, I make a few phone calls, and any one of my clients is front-page news. The media wants something in return, so they expect the same from me. I can’t work like that. The privacy of my clients is first and foremost for me.

         “You know I can’t say anything, Paul.”

         “Did he do it?”

         I look away, fearful that my eyes will tell him something when my mind and heart mean something else. “Wait for Abbott’s press conference.”

         “Wait—we were told only the DA is making a statement.”

         I look over Paul’s shoulder and frown. It seems as if the state is already trying to manipulate the news with only one sports outlet being on-site.

         “Abbott’s having one. Spread the word for me, okay?”

         “What’s in it for me?”

         This is the nature of the beast in this business. You scratch my back, and I’ll scratch yours. Pushing my hands deep into my jacket pockets, I shrug. “You can have the first public interview that Kidd gives.”

         I don’t wait for Paul to agree before making my way up the last few stairs to enter the police station. The desk sergeant knows why I’m here and motions for me to walk down the hall after telling me they’re in room five. I knock and enter. Both Travis and Abbott’s eyes are on me.

         “Travis is in trouble,” Abbott says. Those are the last words I expected to hear when I walked in.

      

   


   
      
         
            Three

            Travis

         

         If there is one thing I’ve learned from my former coaches, it’s to always be honorable. To show respect, even in situations where it may not be shown toward me in return. I may not always be this way, especially when it comes to women, but you can bet your ass I am when it comes to Boston’s finest. So when I answered someone knocking on my front door and the man dressed in a suit introduces himself as Detective Hook and asks for a minute of my time, I let him in.

         Maybe if I had known what he wanted when he was standing on my stoop, I wouldn’t be here right now. Here, being the Boston precinct, where people who were in the drunk tank are calling my name out, and the officers I pass are asking what my predictions will be for next season.

         Detective Hook leads me down the hall and into a box-shaped room. Now, in the off-season, I watch a lot of television, with crime shows being my favorite, and I can tell you that this interrogation room looks nothing like the ones in Hollywood. It’s dark, drab, and doesn’t even have a small window. Also missing is the two-way glass I’d really like to see.

         Hook motions for me to sit down and pulls out his chair. I cringe at the sound of the metal legs scraping against the flooring. As I sit in the metal chair with a ripped seat cushion that is missing half the foam insert, the errant pieces of vinyl dig into my legs through my track pants. In hindsight, I probably should’ve changed my clothes or grabbed something to eat before coming here.

         “Mr. Kidd, I want to first thank you for coming down here.”

         “Please, call me Travis.”

         Hook nods, opens his folder, and silently reads over a sheet of paper before closing the folder. He pushes it aside, and then he slides a yellow legal pad in front of him, folding his hands, while smiling at me. It’s all very mechanical, and if I didn’t know better, I’d think this is a speed-dating course. I did that once for the hell of it. Some guy taught us how to pick up chicks in under three minutes. I don’t know if it was successful or not. Most of the women figured out who I was and rang their bell.

         “Travis, I’m going to ask you a few questions, and please remember that you can leave at any time. Can you tell me where you were last night around eleven thirty?”

         I scratch my head, not out of confusion, but habit. “I think I was home.”

         “You think?” Hook picks up the pen that is sitting next to the folder and leans back in his chair. He depresses the button repeatedly, filling the room with that annoying clicking noise.

         As if it’s an automatic response, my shoulders shrug, and I nod.

         “But you’re not sure?” Hook sets his pen down and folds his hands together.

         By the way he’s looking at me, something in the back of my mind is telling me that I really shouldn’t be here, that volunteering to come down to the station to chat was a mistake.

         “Am I in some sort of trouble?”

         “Travis, do you know Rachel Ward?” Hook asks. As I shake my head, he opens the folder and pulls out an image, sliding it over to me with his finger pinning it to the table.

         “I met her last night, but uh…she introduced herself as Blue.”

         “Blue?”

         “Yeah, we shot a few games of pool. Had some beer.”

         “Anything else?”

         This is where you keep your mouth shut, Kidd. “We kissed a little.”

         “And where did you take Ms. Ward when you left the bar?”

         I shake my head. “Nowhere.”

         “Are you sure about that?”

         “Yeah, I am. Did she say she was with me? Did she do something wrong?”

         Hook takes the photo and places it back into his folder. “No, Travis. Ms. Ward went to the emergency room last night and informed the nurse that she had been raped…” Hook lets that sink in for a minute before he goes in for the kill. “By you.”

         My back pushes into my chair as if a bucket of bricks has been thrown at my chest. The imaginary force causes my breathing to labor and my fists to clench. I shake my head as I try to regain my composure. I didn’t touch that woman once I left the bar. In fact, we never left the general bar area together, so how can she say something like this?

         “Nah, man. She’s lying. It wasn’t me.”

         “Travis—”

         I put my hand up to stop him. It’s disrespectful, I know, but I’m not answering any more of his questions. “I think I need to wait for my lawyer.” With his cold, dark eyes focusing on me, Hook picks up the folder and taps it a few times on the table before pushing his chair back. The nerve-grating sound of the legs pushing into the floor from his body weight sends a warning signal to me: He’s pissed and thinks I’m guilty of rape.

         
            *  *  *

         

         “Travis?”

         My head pops up when I hear my name. Irvin walks in. Our eye contact is brief, and I can see it in his eyes. I know his question before he even has to say it, and I hate that I’ve put the doubt in his mind. “No, I didn’t. I left by myself, but someone saw me leave.”

         Irvin sighs and sets his briefcase and jacket onto the table. “I already called Jeffrey. He’s sending someone over.”

         “Why?” I ask. I don’t see why my public relations manager needs to be involved. I didn’t do anything wrong, so Irvin should be able to get everything taken care of, and I can be on my way.

         “Because you’re Travis Kidd and you’re sitting in a police station. Whether you committed a crime or not, you’re newsworthy, and the district attorney will use the media to his advantage to get them on his side.”

         “But I didn’t do anything!” I say rather loudly with my hands in the air.

         “They don’t seem to think that’s the case, Travis. I’ve already met with Detective Hook, and he’s certain that the case he’s building is going to be solid. He wants to talk.”

         I let my head fall forward, already feeling defeated. “So now what?”

         Irvin sits down and pulls out his legal pad, much like the detective. “We’re going to get your story, speak with Hook, and let Jeffrey’s team take care of the media.”

         The door opens suddenly, and my eyes open wide as I take in Saylor, dressed similarly to the way I saw her last night, except now she’s in work mode. I groan internally, wishing that Jeffrey would’ve come himself and not sent her.

         “The media is preparing for something big. Jeffrey said you plan to speak on Travis’s behalf after the DA gives his press conference?” Saylor states.

         Saylor all but ignores me and focuses on Irvin. This is how things should be, right? The people I pay to protect me, doing their job?

         “Of course. I’m not going to allow the DA to railroad my client,” Irvin says, and she nods, finally looking at me, although it’s brief.

         There’s a quick knock on the door, and Hook walks back in and takes a seat across from me and next to Saylor. There’s a tinge of jealousy coursing through me that he gets to be next to her and I can’t.

         “Travis, now that you’re in the company of your lawyer and—”

         “My public relations team,” I say, interrupting him.

         “Right,” he says, sighing. I’m sure he doesn’t like dealing with athletes, but I have to protect every side of my life here, and the last thing I need is a scandal. Saylor can, and will, prevent that. “Tell me about last night.”

         Instantly, I look at Saylor, who peers down at the table, avoiding eye contact with me. I shake my head and start. “I met Blue while I was in the bar. We shot a few games of pool. I let her think she was hustling me, so she won a few games. We kissed a few times, but I ran into a friend, and when she left, I did as well.”

         “And Ms. Ward?”

         I shrug. “I left her standing on the side of the road. I was more interested in my friend.”

         “And who is this friend?”

         Once again I seek out Saylor. She shakes her head slightly, confusing me. “Um…”

         “Do you know her name?” Hook asks as he slides the yellow legal pad over to me with a pen resting on top.

         I can feel everyone’s eyes on me, and I’m afraid to look back at Saylor out of fear that I’ll give her away before we have a chance to talk about last night. “I need to talk to her first. I, uh…I can’t do this to her without some warning.”

         “Do what, exactly?” Hook asks.

         I wave my hand dismissively. “The attention that is sure to come with being tied to something like this.”

         “Travis, it’ll help if you give them her name. We can protect her. Besides, she’s not the one facing this accusation. You are, and let’s face it, your reputation isn’t going to help you here,” Irvin says.

         I process his words, knowing he’s right. Another glance at Saylor, though, and I can see torment written all over her face. Something isn’t right with her, and I want to know what it is.

         “Was a rape kit done?” Irvin asks, steering the question away from me.

         “Yes; we’re waiting for the results.”

         “Great. Let us know when it comes in. Until then, we’re done talking.” Irvin and Saylor stand and motion for me to do as well. I follow them out and right into a media shit storm. The second the doors are opened, microphones are thrust into my face. The DA looks smug and pretentious as he glares at me.

         Questions are thrown at me right and left, most of which I can’t even comprehend. Every time I hear the word rape, I die a little on the inside. I don’t have to force myself onto anyone, and I definitely know what no means.

         Two police officers appear out of nowhere and try to put some distance between the crowd and us. Irvin holds his hand up, and microphones are pointed in his direction.

         “We know you have questions, and while it seems that the state’s attorney feels like he has an open-and-shut case, I assure you no charges have been filed. My client was here to answer questions and came in willingly. He was not, and has not been, arrested.”

         Irvin motions for us to leave. One of the officers leads us down the stairs while the other follows behind us. A black town car is waiting at the bottom of the steps for us to climb into. Once the door shuts, we speed off. While Saylor and Irvin talk about what happens next, my life, my career, and everything that I know flash before my eyes, and I don’t like what I’m seeing.

      

   


   
      
         
            Four

            Saylor

         

         While I’m busy with the sports media angle for Travis, I assume Abbott is doing the same, only on the legal side. Abbott and I have one common interest, and that is Travis. I’ll work to keep his endorsement deals intact and make sure he’s still given the same opportunities he would’ve been given days prior to the news breaking. Abbott should be working to prove that Travis is innocent, which I do believe he is.

         Travis Kidd is a lot of things. He’s a womanizer, a player, the quintessential bad boy, but never in a million years would I peg him for a rapist or a man who doesn’t take no for an answer. In the years that I have known him, seen him in action so to speak, I’ve never witnessed him be forceful with anyone.

         We pull up to the law office, and the media melee continues. Cameras are flashing before we even step out of the car. Abbott leads, with me following behind Travis. I remind him to keep his head down and mouth shut. The last thing I want is a sound bite of him spouting off with one of his one-liners. On a normal day, I welcome the media taking his comments and making memes and YouTube videos. Fans have a habit of keeping Travis, and my other clients, in their newsfeed, and today will definitely be one of those days. He will be a trending topic, and it won’t be in a good way.

         Abbott ushers Travis and me into a conference room, leaving us in here alone. I busy myself by making a cup of coffee. “Do you want a cup?” I ask with my back facing him.

         “No.”

         I jump slightly at his tone, spilling some coffee not only on my hand but the cart as well. His demeanor shouldn’t shock me. All it takes is one accusation to destroy a life. I can’t let that happen. My next call will be to Ryan Stone, the general manager of the Boston Renegades. It’s important that the organization stand behind their star left fielder.

         “We need to talk, Saylor,” he says, letting out a long sigh.

         “I know.” I turn and find him sitting at the end of the table with his head down and his hoodie pulled over his brown hair. “I don’t want you to worry about the BoRes. I’ll speak to Stone today. I promised Paul Boyd from ESPN that he would have your first interview. Once the rape kit comes back and you’re cleared, we’ll schedule that interview to take place in your home. We want the viewers to have sympathy for what you’ve gone through by the time this is all over.”

         “I don’t care about any stupid interviews,” he says. His voice is strained and laced with anger.

         “Travis, I know things look grim right now, but—”

         He lifts his head, and from across the room, I can feel his blue eyes, eyes that have seen every part of me, boring into mine and making me feel about two feet tall. My hand shakes as I set down my cup of coffee, afraid that I’m going to spill the hot liquid again if I don’t.

         “You know I didn’t leave with that woman last night, Saylor.”

         “Travis, I—” He stands, effectively cutting my words off. I cover my face, shaking my head in the process. I know what I saw when I got out of that taxi, and I know that I could give him a witness, but it may not be enough. What if he doubled back?

         “Listen to me, Saylor. I didn’t rape that woman. I kissed her and may have touched her ass. But once I went outside with you, I never gave her a second thought. I got in that cab with you, and I know you watched me drive away, because I was watching you until I couldn’t see anymore.”

         “What if you came back for her?”

         Travis walks over to me. He’s within arm’s reach, causing me to step back. The more space between us, the better off I am. I made a mistake with him once. I will never do it again.

         “If I did, why would I leave my car sitting at the bar?”

         “Because you had been drinking.”

         He shakes his head. “Not enough to impair my driving abilities.”

         I used to think the same thing until I wrapped my car around a telephone pole and had to be cut out of it. I was lucky. I escaped with no major injuries, my life still intact, and a huge blemish on my driving record. Not to mention probation and the loss of my license and car, but at least I was still alive.

         “Saylor, I need you to tell them that you were in that cab with me. Tell them the truth. Tell them what you saw and how she acted when I tried to leave with you.”

         Tears begin to form, blurring my vision. “I can’t, Travis.”

         “Why not?” he asks, his arms flailing about in frustration.

         “Because I’ll lose everything.”

         He stares me down, making me feel like I’m the worst person in the world. Here he is, on the cusp of a crisis, feeling as if I’m the answer when I’m not. When I can’t be. I have too much at stake, and while I know he does as well, he has lawyers at his disposal that can help him. I only have me.

         Before Travis can say anything else, Irvin and his team come in. Each associate is poised and ready for action as they gather around the conference table, taking their respective seats. A plate of bagels, assorted cream cheeses, and bowls of fresh fruit are set in the middle, making my mouth water. My stomach growls, catching Travis’s attention, and I watch while he reaches for some fruit. When he hands me the bowl, he does so with a smile. I know he’s genuine, but at the end of the day, he’s Travis Kidd, and that’s not enough for me to jeopardize everything I’ve worked for.

         “All right,” Irvin says as he sits down, effectively breaking the trance that Travis has me under. “Travis, we need to go over your story.”

         He sits down and sighs. I’m tempted to fix him a bagel or get him a cup of coffee but I take my seat instead. The bowl of fruit mocks me, though. Travis did something nice for me, and I could easily return the favor. Except when I stand to do so, a young woman, who I would guess is an intern, is handing him everything he needs. She leans into him, brushing her breasts along his arm, and when he looks at what she’s offering, a little piece of me dies on the inside. Not because I like him, but because he’ll never learn. The man is facing a rape charge and he’s gawking at this young woman’s breasts.

         “Tell me about last night,” Irvin says, breaking Travis’s concentration on the intern.

         “I was bored and decided to hit the bar. I thought I’d play some darts, shoot a little pool, and wait for the hockey game to be let out.”

         “And Rachel Ward?”

         Travis picks at his bagel, taking small bites. “She approached me, asked me if I wanted to play a few games with her. I bought a few rounds and let her hustle me for a game or two before I showed her I actually knew how to play pool.”

         “Did you kiss her? Take her to the bathroom for sex? What about touching?”

         Travis frowns and holds his head in his hands before looking back at Irvin. “Lots of touching, but nothing close to having sex. She’d brush up against me or bend over to give me a view of her cleavage. I touched her butt. We kissed, once or twice. I don’t really remember.”

         “You need to remember, Travis.”

         “I know,” he says. “My mind last night—it was elsewhere. On someone else.” He looks up and straight into my eyes. I deviate and take a sudden interest in what everyone else is doing. As I look around the table, everyone has their pens moving fluidly along their legal pads. A few scribble faster than others, flipping pages, drawing arrows, and adding sticky notes to the sides.

         “On who? Is this the person you left with?” Irvin asks. He leans forward, knowing that this could break their case. I find myself doing the same, wondering if he’s going to out me. Knowing that if he does, I could face jail time and lose my job.

         “I need to speak with her before I can give anyone her name.”

         Irvin throws down his pen in frustration. “Travis, I need her name. I can subpoena her to testify.”

         Travis pushes his bagel away from him and folds his hands. “It’s complicated. I’ll talk to her. Besides, I didn’t do this. Shouldn’t the rape kit be enough to prove that?”

         “Some rape kits come back inconclusive,” an associate says. “We want a strong case moving forward, which is why we’re getting all of this down now. It’s fresh in your mind. When the DA submits their fact finding, we want to be prepared.”

         “Fine, so you left the bar with who?” Irvin sighs at the end of his question.

         “The other woman, sort of.”

         “What do you mean, ‘sort of’?” Irvin asks, his frustration level growing, which is evident by the veins in his forehead.

         I have to bite my tongue to keep from speaking out. I hate knowing that I could have a say in this, but at what cost? Travis leans back in his chair and pushes his hoodie off. His hair is wild, crazy, and the exact reason the phrase sex hair was invented. I’ve seen this look on him before. I put it there.

         “We both got in a cab together, leaving Rachel on the sidewalk. She yelled something about how I’m going to pay for this. My friend got out of the cab, though, before it could pull away.”

         “Where’d you go from there?”

         “Home.”

         “Anyone witness you entering your house?” Irvin asks, while Travis shakes his head.

         “Okay, how’d you get to the bar?”

         “I drove.”

         “And where’s your car now?”

         “I’m hoping at the bar, along with my jacket. I was in a hurry to speak to my friend and left my coat inside.”

         More scribbling is done, and this time I pull out my cell and send a message to Jeffrey about Travis’s car. I think we need to get it picked up before the police do. He’s not under arrest, so they can’t impound it, but the bar could have it towed.

         “How’d you get to the police station?”

         “Uber,” he says. “I need to use the restroom.” Travis exits, leaving us all a bit dumbfounded.

         “This woman sounds like she’s been scorned,” one associate says.

         “You can’t say that. She was raped last night,” another says.

         “That’s what she’s claiming. Doesn’t mean it was by our client.”

         “Are you calling her a liar?”

         “No, I’m simply stating it wasn’t our client who did it.”

         This ping-pong match goes back and forth until Travis walks back in. He’s run some water through his hair, taming it slightly. When he returns to his seat, he picks at his food a bit more.

         “Saylor, does Travis have any charity events coming up?”

         I already know that he doesn’t but pick up my phone anyway and go through his calendar. “No, but I can get him on the list for some. Jeffrey will think it’s a good idea. We don’t want Travis hiding from the public.”

         “Or answering questions. Right, Travis?” Irvin’s voice is stern. Travis nods in agreement and hopefully he’ll obey his attorney.

         “I think, until the rape kit comes back and the DA moves forward, we have everything.” The associates gather their things and start to exit the room, but Irvin stays behind. “I don’t have to remind you that cooperating is in your best interest, but you will do so only if I’m by your side. Do not talk to or engage the media, fans, or anyone else regarding this matter. In fact, it’s best that you ignore everyone except the people who are paid to protect you.” Irvin stands and moves toward the door, only to look back at Travis. “And don’t think about leaving town. Doing so would only raise suspicion that you’re guilty.”

         “I’m not, though. I didn’t touch her.”

         “I know, Travis.”

         Irvin walks out, shutting the door once more. There’s awkwardness between us. It’s personal and not work related.

         “I should get back to the office. I’ll call you with your schedule.”

         “Saylor, wait.” He reaches for my arm, keeping me stationary. “Can I come over tonight? After Lucy has gone to bed. We need to talk.”

         I pull my arm away. “There’s nothing to talk about.”

      

   

OEBPS/images/grand_slam_ebooktitle1800_online.jpg
GRAND
SLAM

HEIDI McLAUGHLIN

O

FOREVER
New York Boston





OEBPS/images/9781455598304_cover_epub.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR





