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There is no such thing as a one-night stand…

 

Detective Olivia Hardy was excited to meet the new detective. Word in the office had spread quickly on his extensive list of solved cases. Even the Captain was impressed. 

 

The silly rumors on how hot and charming he was couldn’t be ignored either. Detective Hardy knew she had to keep a careful eye on this newcomer.

 

Now imagine her surprise when last night’s big mouth hookup strolls through the door… The Captain brought the room to attention.

 

“Allow me to introduce the newest member of our team, Detective Damien Macken. Detective Hardy, meet your new partner.”

 

Good Cop, Bad Cop is a standalone romance novel for readers who love second chances. Which cop will you side with?

 

Chapter One

 

 ‘Macken. Are you even listening to me?’ Olivia slapped his arm, pulling him from his daze. She was looking down at him, hand on hip, with her usual look of disapproval. Her other hand was holding a case file on the latest New York drug bust. How was she the same woman that drove him crazy that one amazing night of passion?

 ‘What?’ He asked, rubbing his arm.

 ‘Why do I even bother?’ She threw her arms up in disbelief, then stormed to her side of the desk they shared. ‘Why do I always get stuck with your ignorant ass?’ She asked. What did she say about his ass? ‘Honestly, I must have been a puppy murderer in a past life or something.’

 ‘I’m sorry.’ He put on his charming smile, though he knew it never worked on her. Not since that night. Unsurprisingly, it didn’t help the situation.

 ‘I don’t give two fucking shits.’ Ah, there it was. That lovely, sinful mouth of hers. ‘Get your act together, I’m sick of checking all your paperwork because you’re too busy flirting with every woman who walks in here.’

 ‘Jealous?’ He raised an eyebrow. ‘Come on, Hardy. Let me make it up to you.’

 ‘Unless you’re buying me a holiday in the Bahamas, miles away from you, then no thanks.’ She said, opening the file. She shot him one more look of disapproval and started reading.

 He sighed and decided it would be best to keep his mouth shut.

 

 ‘Detective Hardy, Detective Macken. I’d like a word, please.’ Captain Steven Johnson called from his office. He was a young but efficient captain. Everyone respected him, though he received his fair share of banter concerning his age. When it was appropriate, that is.

 ‘After you.’

 ‘No, after you. I insist.’ Damien smiled and Olivia rolled her eyes.  

 ‘Detectives!’

 Damien took the lead, rushing into the office. The captain was sat behind his desk and Olivia shut the door gently behind her, cutting off the chatter from the other room. They stood in front of him, waiting for his questions. It wasn’t the first time they had been called into his office together; sometimes it was to discuss cases, other times, it was because their jokes against each other had gone too far.

 ‘I’d like the debrief on the Alaska drug case.’ He said, leaning forward a little in his seat.

 ‘Well, Mackie, I know you enjoyed this one so much. Why don’t you take the lead? We were just discussing it anyway.’ She offered, giving him a wink.

 What? Debrief? He didn’t have anything planned. Crap. This was what she had been telling him about and now she was making him suffer.

 ‘Urm, well, sir.’ He stuttered. ‘We caught the bad guys.’

 ‘Is that all you have to say?’ He asked, unimpressed.

 ‘No, urm, the Alaska drug is now off the streets.’

 ‘Macken?’

 ‘Sir?’

 ‘Get out.’

 ‘Yes, sir.’ Damien walked out of the office, not looking either the captain or Olivia in the eye.  

 

 Sat back at his desk, Damien was sulking. How could she make him look like such an idiot, especially in front of the captain? He picked up a picture of his old dog from his desk and sat back in his chair. Before moving to New York, Damien had been a dog handler in the British police force and now here he was, being embarrassed by his partner in front of the most important person in the office. It was times like this that made him miss home.

 ‘You never stabbed me in the back, bud.’ He sighed, placing it back down after a moment.

 He heard the door of the captain’s office open and looked over to see what was happening. Olivia was smiling and shaking the captain’s hand. What a kissass. He had done just as much work on that case as she had. They’d been working on it for three months and cracked the case together, yet there she was, getting all the reward.

 ‘Stop sulking.’ It was Sergeant Sinclair. She was leaning against his desk, arms folded across her chest, following his gaze across the room. ‘You look like a baby.’

 ‘Sorry, Sarge, but she made me look like a dick.’

 ‘Then maybe you should have listened to her.’ She said.

 ‘Do you even know what happened?’ He asked, perhaps a bit more rudely than he should have.

 ‘I don’t need to know, Macken. The captain called you both in, you walk out of his office with your tail between your legs, she’s shaking the captain’s hand and you’re complaining because you don’t like doing paperwork. It’s what I call a usual Thursday morning.’

 ‘Yeah, well…’

 ‘I don’t want to hear it, Dame. You knew what you were signing up for when you took the job. So, get your shit together.’

 ‘Yes, sergeant.’

 ‘And apologize to her.’ She commanded, walking off.

 ‘What?!’ Sinclair turned back to him, unimpressed he’d raised his voice. ‘Me apologize to her? No way.’

‘That wasn’t a suggestion, detective. You messed up and you’re punishing her for it.’

 ‘How exactly is she getting punished?’ He asked, looking over to see her chatting amicably with the captain.

 ‘Liv’s now having to do the work for both of you, making excuses for you yet again. Don’t you think she wants her partner in there with her?’ She asked.

 ‘Probably not, no. She hates my guts.’ He said, flicking through a file.

 ‘Only because you never finish the job properly. How would you like it, if she only half-assed the physical work? What if she made you chase down a perp with no back up?’

 ‘Then she wouldn’t be a very good partner… Oh, I get it.’ He sighed.

 ‘There we go.’ She smiled. It always made Louisa happy whenever she helped her detectives with something they struggled with. Especially when it was Damien.

 ‘I’ll apologize.’ He said.

 ‘Always nice chatting with you, Mackie.’ She smiled, clapping his shoulder.

 

 Damien watched Olivia walk into the breakroom at lunchtime. Perfect time to apologize. He stood up from his desk, rehearsing what he was going to say, and the captain’s voice called him from across the room, asking him to come to the office again.

 ‘Sir, I just have to do this one thing.’ Damien tried to avoid it.

 ‘Now, Macken.’ That was his commanding voice and if he wanted to avoid more trouble, he had better listen. He walked into the captain’s office and shut the door behind him.

 ‘Sir.’ He greeted.

 ‘Do you want to explain what happened earlier?’ He asked, hands clasped together.

 ‘I’ve just got a lot on my mind, sir.’ He said.

 ‘Leave it at the front door, detective. If it’s so troubling that it’s disrupting your work, talk to one of our welfare officers.’ Encouraged the captain.

 ‘It’s not that serious, sir.’ He said, not being entirely truthful.

 ‘Then why such a big mess up before?’

 ‘I guess I wasn’t taking the job seriously enough, sir. But, I’ve had a word with the sergeant and she’s put me on the straight and narrow. I was just about to apologize to Detective Hardy.’ He said.

 ‘Oh, well, that’s good to know. You’re a good detective, Macken, but you let yourself down. Work on it and you’ll do well for yourself.’ Said the captain.

 ‘Yes, sir. I also want to apologize to you, so, I’m sorry.’

 ‘Thank you. Now, I’ve got a new case for you.’ He said.

 ‘I’m all ears, sir.’

 ‘It’s an arson case. With Davies.’ He said. Damien’s face dropped instantly.

 ‘Sir, please, I know I wasn’t perfect on the drug case but, come on, this is punishment.’ He moaned. As if an arson case wasn’t bad enough, he was put on the job with the worst detective in the precinct.

 ‘Yes it is. Maybe after this case, you’ll appreciate what it’s like to have a good partner, like Hardy.’ He said. ‘Dismissed.’

 ‘Wait, sir. If I can convince Hardy to forgive me, can we take the case together?’ He begged. The captain handed him the case file.

 ‘If you convince Hardy to take you back, I’ll consider changing Davies onto another case. If not, Macken, you know where to find him.’

 ‘Thank you so much, sir.’ He smiled, leaving the room before the captain changed his mind.

 

 Olivia was sat on her own in the breakroom, eating lunch and checking emails at the same time. It had been a morning full of filling in reports and sorting through the shit Macken had left her with. It wasn’t the first time he had been sent out of the captain’s office for inadequate paperwork and she knew it wouldn’t be the last time. She wished he’d just pay a little more attention. He was a great cop on the street; he always had her back, and even though they didn’t get on personally, she could always rely on him professionally.

 

She looked up. Macken was stood in the doorway, but he looked different. For once, he didn’t have a cocky grin plastered on his face.

 ‘Can I have a word, Hardy?’ He asked, coming to stand behind the chair opposite her.

 She gestured for him to sit down, ‘Be my guest.’ She shrugged, looking down at the rest of her lunch, which was some fruit she had very little interest in eating. ‘But if you’re here to have a go at me, then you can get lost.’

 ‘I’m not, I swear.’ He said, sitting down. ‘I’m here to apologize.’ She looked up at him, confused.

 ‘What?’

 ‘I’m sorry.’ He was genuinely apologizing.

 ‘Are you feeling okay?’ She asked, concern on her face.

 He chuckled, ‘Come on, I’m trying to be serious here.’

 ‘What are you even sorry for?’ She asked. She was the one who had dropped him in the shit with the captain. If anything, she should be the one saying sorry.

 ‘Because I was a bad partner. I should have listened to you.’

 She got up and walked over to him, placing the back of her hand on his forehead.

 ‘No fever. Hmm-’

 ‘Will you cut it out!’ He laughed, pushing away her hand gently. ‘I was wrong. You never let me down in the field, I should never let you down here.’ She moved back to her seat.

 ‘Well, thank you, Mackie.’ She smiled. She looked back at her lunch and sighed. ‘If you’re not going to eat that, can I have it?’ He asked.

 She slid the fruit his way, ‘I’m attempting to be on a diet.’ She laughed.

 ‘Why?’ He frowned at her. ‘You don’t need to.’ He shrugged, popping a grape in his mouth. ‘You’re the fittest detective here, other than Hoffman.’ Hoffman was the muscle of the precinct, they all joked saying he was Bruce Willis’ twin brother.

 ‘I know, I’m just trying to cut some sugars and salts out.’ She sighed.

 ‘I have a chocolate bar in my desk if you want it.’

 She perked up, ‘Really?’

 ‘Yes.’ He laughed. ‘Go and get it, call it a trade.’

 ‘No, I shouldn’t.’ She sighed, picking up her sandwich.

 ‘Good willpower. Anyway, I have a question.’ He said.

 ‘Shoot.’

 ‘I’ve been asked to work an arson case.’

 ‘That’s a punishment if I’ve ever seen one.’ She said, taking a small bite of her food. ‘Who with?’

 ‘Davies.’

 ‘Oh boy, the captain really is pissed off with you then.’ She chuckled. ‘Sorry about that.’

 ‘You’re not that sorry, or you wouldn’t be laughing.’

 ‘You shouldn’t have been daydreaming! What were you thinking about anyway?’

 

‘Nothing.’ He shrugged. ‘The captain said I can do the case with you if I could convince you. So, will you help me out?’

 ‘Nope.’ In a way, he deserved the punishment. Davies, without any doubt, was the worst detective in the precinct; it wasn’t that he was bad at his job, but he was controlling and mean. He was like a terrier. Short and scary. ‘You can learn to appreciate me.’ She grinned.

 ‘You know how much I’ve appreciated you in the past.’ He smirked, reminding her of that night. He often did, he would always wind her up about their night together, before either of them knew they’d be working together. She didn’t mind really, she wasn’t ashamed of that night so she didn’t mind teasing him back.

 ‘Well, maybe this will jog your memory. I’m not working that case with you.’ She said.

 ‘I will beg. I will get on my knees and beg, please do the case.’ He pleaded.

 She raised an eyebrow and smirked, ‘Now that brings back memories.’ True to his word, Damien crossed to her side of the table and got on his knees in front of her, his hands clasped together.

 ‘Come on, for old times sake. Will you do this case with me?’

 ‘No.’ She laughed. She wouldn’t actually mind working the case with him, it’d be easy enough anyway, but if she wanted him to take paperwork seriously, he needed to actually do some instead of passing it off to her.

 ‘Please.’

 ‘If the captain thinks you need to learn a lesson, then take the case with Davies and get it over with.’

 ‘Liv.’

 ‘Don’t call me that.’ She said, standing up so suddenly that he fell over. Everyone else could call her Liv, it was second nature to her friends, but he didn’t have the privilege, he lost it the morning he turned up to work.

 ‘Why does it still turn you on?’ He winked.

 ‘I’m definitely not doing that case with you now.’ She said, helping him up. If he wanted to act like a pain in the ass, she would treat him like one. ‘Find Davies. It’s an easy case, the owner did it. Prove you’re willing to make a change.’ She said, throwing her lunch in the bin and walking out.

 

 ‘Mackie!’ There it was. The noise he’d been dreading. ‘Where’ve you been, man?’

 ‘Davies.’ He said through gritted teeth. ‘At my desk, where I usually am.’

 ‘Ahh, shut up, you dog. Picked up any chicks recently?’ He asked. ‘Don’t worry, you can tell me in the car.’

 Damien shot Olivia the dirtiest look he could muster over the desk. Davies was a jerk and both of them knew it. It was her fault he was standing at Damien’s desk right now.  

 ‘Well, Davies, shall we get going?’

 ‘Sure. Hey, Liv.’ She hated it when he called her that, she’d rather Damien call her it. ‘When are you going on a date with me?’

 ‘When hell freezes over.’ She smiled sarcastically.

 Damien stood up with his bag ready, pulling Davies away from Olivia. He hated it when Davies tried to hit on women, it was painful to watch and never failed to make him cringe. Damien did his own fair bit of flirting, of course he did, but it was more to get people to open up. Davies just wanted to get in their pants.

 ‘I’ll never know how you got into that one’s bed.’ He said, clapping his shoulder as they left the station. ‘She’s impossible.’

 ‘Maybe just don’t be a creep.’ He sighed, pushing past him to get to the driver’s seat first. Davies was an awful driver and Damien didn’t want to die today.

 ‘Why the hell aren’t you together?’ He asked. Davies had always paid Olivia too much attention, more than Damien was comfortable with. He hovered around her a lot and asked her out as many times as he could. She’d reject him every time, but Damien was worried that, one day, she may give in.

 ‘Everyone knows we don’t get on, why do you think?’

 ‘You clearly got on once.’ He grinned, showing his rotted teeth which had half of his lunch in them.

 ‘It was just a one-night stand, before we knew we were working together.’ He said.

 ‘What’s she like?’

 ‘What do you mean?’

 ‘In bed? Is she good? I don’t like wasting time on the shit ones, man. You get me? Did she do everything you wanted?’

 What a creep. If anything good was going to come out of this case, Damien would get Davies to leave Hardy alone. Just a few little lies would do the job.

 ‘Oh, no. She’s awful. Boring.’ He assured him, starting the car and pulling away from the building.

 ‘Really?’

 ‘It’s Hardy. Of course it’s boring. It felt like hours before the job was done, nothing worth pursuing there, my friend.’ He said.

 ‘Yeah, I guess she does seem a little bland.’

 Damien smirked on the inside. Idiot. She was honestly the best he’d ever had. It had gone on for hours between them, he never wanted it to end. Maybe if they hadn’t been working together, there’d be something between them still.

 ‘Find someone more interesting, pal.’

 

 The next morning, Olivia was sat at her desk, looking over another drug case. There’d been a call the previous afternoon, a tip off that a deal was about to go down. It would be an easy case; stalk them out, catch them red handed, make the arrest. She just needed a stakeout partner, but everyone she liked was busy with other cases.

 ‘Hey, Liv. How’s it going?’ Becca Jones, her best friend, came to sit at Olivia’s desk, dropping her bag on the floor with a thud.

 ‘Not bad, I don’t suppose you’ve got a little spare time this afternoon?’

 ‘Sorry, honey. I’m swamped.’ She shrugged. They were both early birds and were almost always the first people in the office. It gave them time to have breakfast together to catch up before the work really began.

 Damien trudged in soon after, looking exhausted, but still offered them a bright smile when he sat down.

 ‘You okay, Dame?’ Becca called across the table. She and Olivia had been friends for years and when Damien arrived, Becca found him amusing and helped him settle in. There was tension between Olivia and Damien for a long time, anyone in the office could see it, but she never let it get in the way of being friends with both of them.

 ‘I was up all night on that arson case with Davies.’

 ‘Oh, not good. How was it?’

 ‘He acted like a dick, as usual. But the paperwork is already done.’ He smiled, offering Olivia the file to browse. She accepted it, nodding as she flicked through it.

 ‘Not bad, why don’t you just do that on every case?’ She asked, passing it back.

 ‘From now on, I will.’ He said. ‘I’ll be the partner you always dreamt of.’ He winked.

 ‘You kids need to get a room - again. Clear the sexual tension from out of here.’ Becca chuckled, pretending to cut the air with a knife.

 ‘The evidence room is free if you just want to get it over with.’ Smirked Damien, biting his bottom lip at her.

 ‘Yeah, in your dreams.’ She shot, rolling her eyes. Their friend just laughed, then he got up and left for a coffee.

 ‘You shouldn’t encourage him.’ Sighed Olivia.

 ‘Come on, Liv, you know it’s just harmless fun. He’s attractive, funny, knows how to flirt without being a creep.’

 ‘May I remind you that you have a girlfriend?’

 ‘He’s not interested in me anyway. It’s your pants he wants to get into.’

 ‘Don’t be ridiculous.’ She slapped her arm, looking over to check Damien wasn’t listening in on their conversation.

 ‘You know he’s still interested, don’t even lie to me. He’s clearly not found anyone better since you guys did it. You even said yourself that it was a pretty amazing night.’

 ‘Because I thought he was a handsome, British stranger! I thought I’d never see him again! I didn’t expect him to appear at work the next day.’ She stressed.

 ‘Honestly, your face was a picture when he walked through that door. Come on, he’s still handsome and British, just not a stranger anymore.’

 ‘He’s coming back, shut up!’

 ‘Are you ready for your date tonight?’ Becca asked, changing the subject suddenly like Olivia wanted. It just happened to be the worst subject she could bring up.

 ‘You have a date?’ Damien asked, sitting back at his desk.

 ‘Yes.’

 ‘Who with?’

 ‘My firefighter neighbour.’ Smirked Becca.

 ‘What? Tom?’ He asked, a look of confusion on his face. Damien knew Tom, not well, but he came into the precinct sometimes for lunch with Becca. The two had dated for a while but it just didn’t work out romantically, Becca had told Damien all about him so he already knew that he wasn’t the right guy for Hardy. ‘You can’t seriously be going on a date with him.’

 ‘Why not?’ She frowned. ‘What’s wrong with him?’

 ‘He’s so boring. Hi, I’m Tom, yawwwn.’ He pretended to fall asleep.

 ‘Shut up, he’s a nice guy. And mature, unlike you.’

 ‘And mature, unlike you.’ Damien mimicked and Olivia threw a piece of scrunched up paper at him. ‘Come on, I know you’re a bore at work, but he’ll drive you insane.’ He said.

 ‘Oh, because you know me so well?’

 ‘I know you better than you think. You like a bit of fun.’ He smirked, leaning forward a little. ‘I’ve still got the bite marks to prove it.’

 ‘You’ll have a gunshot wound if you don’t watch it.’

 ‘Alright, kids. Time to end this conversation. Let’s get to work before Dame’s desk becomes a crime scene.’ Becca chuckled. ‘Time to get to work anyway, so I will see both of you later, if you’re both still alive.’ She got up and moved to her own desk just as the Captain arrived for work.

 ‘Good morning.’ He smiled. ‘Do you have that arson case sorted, Macken?’

 ‘Yes, sir. It’s right here.’ He smiled, handing it over.

 The Captain flicked through it, ‘Good work. I’m impressed. Have you learnt your lesson?’

 ‘Yes, sir. Thank you for teaching me what a good partner Hardy is here.’ He grinned towards her.

 ‘Glad to hear it, detective.’ He nodded and walked off, leaving the pair alone.

 ‘Have you really learnt your lesson?’ She asked, looking through her own file.

 ‘I honestly have, all jokes aside. You’re a good partner, sorry for putting you through shit.’ He smiled.

 ‘It’s fine. Look, I’ve been tipped off for a small drug bust. You wanna come with me?’ She smiled. ‘I need a partner.’

 ‘Really?’

 ‘Sure.’

 ‘I’d love to.’ He smiled back at her. Maybe they could get on, if they just put a little effort into it.

 

 On the way to the stakeout, Olivia made them stop at a drive-thru and picked up two burgers for lunch. After just a couple of minutes, she was nearly through her first one. It really did impress him how much she could eat.

 ‘Slow down, it’s like you’re never going to eat again.’ He laughed. ‘You’ll make yourself sick. I thought you were on a diet anyway?’

 ‘Yeah, that lasted all of two minutes. Plus, I’m only on salad and water tonight.’ She reached into the bag and handed him the other. ‘Eat, it makes me sad when you only eat healthy food.’

 ‘Some of us have to actually try to stay in shape.’ He chuckled. ‘Why are you only on salad and water?’ He asked.

 ‘My date with Tom.’

 ‘You do realise you can eat more than that, you know?’

 ‘Not if I want a second date, I can’t.’ She sighed, finishing her burger and throwing the wrapper in front of her. She was always messy, it’s probably her biggest flaw. Her desk was a dump compared to his and, when he thought about it, he remembered her apartment having mugs and magazines all over the place.

 He handed the burger back, ‘Well, I wouldn’t want to deprive you of this if you’re going to be hungry later.’ She smiled at him appreciatively. ‘Why are you even seeing that guy, you deserve better than that.’

 ‘There’s not many offers coming my way. Dating a cop isn’t easy, you know that. Tom understands, his job is just as time-consuming. Plus, it’s been a while since, you know…’ She shrugged.

 ‘If that’s all you wanted, you know my number.’ He laughed. She rolled her eyes. ‘Come on, you know it was a good night. What was it? Four times?’

 ‘You know damn well it was five.’ She said, punching his arm. ‘You always remind me, every fifth of the month you crack the same joke. Besides, I haven’t had a real relationship in ages. It’d be nice to try at least.’

 ‘I guess I can understand that.’ He smiled.

 ‘Heads up. I think that’s our guy.’ She said, discarding the burger and paying closer attention.

 

 It was evening by the time they got back to the office; their guy was in the holding cell and they even had time to finish their paperwork before it was time to go home.

 ‘Nice work today.’ Olivia smiled at him, pressing something to his chest.

 ‘What’s this?’ Damien asked, looking down. ‘A sticker?’ It was a picture of a lion, underneath which it read ‘well done’.

 ‘Well, you did a good job. I’m proud of you.’ She smiled, hitting his arm.

 ‘I shall wear it with pride.’ He said, sticking his chest out.

 ‘You two need to get a room.’ Sighed Jason, the office secretary. ‘Honestly, there could be kids around here.’

 ‘Shut up, Jay.’

 ‘It’s nice to see you too, Jay. I’m just going to go submit the drugs we busted.’ She chuckled, walking away. Damien’s eyes followed her. Today had been fun, as fun as stopping a drug trade can be, and he couldn’t help but smile.

 ‘Ask her out for God’s sake.’ Jason sighed, taking a break from his computer screen to watch Damien. ‘Honestly, you’ve been pining over her for months.’

 ‘Shut up, no I haven’t.’ He sighed. ‘Anyway, she’s got a date tonight, not to mention she wants something serious. I’ve not got the time for that right now. Okay?’

 ‘You’re letting a good girl go.’ He said, but left it at that. ‘How’s your mother?’

 ‘As good as she can be, I reckon. You still coming round tomorrow morning? Usual time.’

 ‘Do I ever let you down?’ He asked. ‘How did the drug bust go?’

 ‘Just usual, not very eventful, but I’m glad Olivia and I smoothed things over.’

 ‘It’s better for everyone at this precinct.’ Agreed Jason.

 

 A few hours later, the shift was coming to an end and the office was already half empty. The Captain was flying out to Boston for the weekend so many people saw it as a chance to leave early but Damien was staying behind, mostly to keep Hardy company.

 ‘Hey, Hardy.’ He smiled, coming to lean on her side of the desk before he left. She was clearing some rubbish from her side of the table, finally, but smiled when she looked up at him.

 ‘You okay?’ She asked.

 ‘I just want to say thank you, for giving me another chance.’

 ‘It’s okay, you seem to have your act together a bit better.’ She rested her hand on his upper arm for a moment. ‘Thanks for today.’ She started getting ready to leave, putting on her coat and shouldering her bag.

 ‘Enjoy your date.’ He smiled, as she walked off.

 ‘Will do!’ She called back, waving a little.

 He felt somewhat sad when she left. He didn’t realise how easy it could be for them to just talk, they were always arguing, always at each other’s throats. He couldn’t help but wonder if she had forgiven him for turning up to her work that morning two years ago.

 

Chapter Two

 

 It was dark by the time Damien got home. Since he didn’t live far from the precinct, the walk home helped him clear his mind. He couldn’t help but think of Hardy, sitting somewhere in a restaurant with boring firefighter Tom, eating a stupid salad. She was probably looking stunning and he knew Tom didn’t deserve any of it. He knew he was jealous, but only because he knew it wouldn’t work out with Hardy and him, not when his mum was so sick. Their apartment was on the first floor and, even from outside, he could tell no lights were on. Almost running up the stairs, he pushed open the door and switched on a light.

 ‘Mum!’ He called.

 ‘In my bedroom, dear.’ He sighed a breath of relief, then walked into her room. The lights, except a small lamp next to her bed, were all off and in her hand was a puzzle book. Some days, after treatment, it’s like she can’t stand to look at a bright light. ‘Good day at work?’

 ‘Yeah, it was actually.’ He smiled. ‘What do you want to eat?’

 ‘I’m not very hungry, Dame.’ She sighed. ‘I don’t think I could keep anything down.’

 ‘I know, but you need to try and eat something.’ He smiled, sitting on the bed next to her, placing his hand on top of hers. ‘Jason is coming around tomorrow morning.’

 ‘Oh, what a lovely boy. Is he bringing that fella of his?’

 ‘I can ask him. Now, back to food, do you want something light? Maybe an omelet?’

 ‘Will you put sausage in it?’ She asked, struggling a little to get up to walk to the kitchen. Damien followed and helped her sit down on the couch, giving her a hug.

 ‘Anything you want, mum.’  

 He made her the omelet, one for himself too, but couldn’t get Olivia out of his head. Why was she bothering him all of a sudden?

 ‘Something on your mind, son?’ His mother asked, turning the TV down when he joined her on the couch.

 ‘Nothing you should worry yourself with.’ He smiled as he began eating.

 ‘You’re not struggling with work, are you?’ He shook his head. ‘And money is okay?’

 ‘Money is fine, mum, honestly everything’s okay.’

 ‘It’s that girl, isn’t it?’ She teased. He almost choked on his food. How did she know?

 ‘What girl?’

 ‘That one at work, the one who drives you crazy. You always moan about her.’ She laughed. ‘How has she gotten under your skin this time? Did she prank you? Show you up? Shout at you?’

 ‘No, nothing like that.’ He sighed. ‘It’s just… I think I might-’

 ‘Like her?’ She smirked. Sometimes, it was like his mother could read his mind. He couldn’t hide anything from her.

 ‘I... I don’t know. Usually, we just fight but today, we just talked, just had some fun.’

 ‘Whenever you talk about her, no matter how much you say she annoys you, you always have this little smile, like you’re actually quite fond of her.’ She laughed, as her son turned a bright shade of red.

 ‘I don’t!’ He defended himself.

 ‘You do! Why don’t you ask her out?’ She suggested.

 ‘Because I already have my number one woman right here next to me.’ He tried to joke but his mother frowned, as if it was the exact opposite of what she wanted to hear.

 ‘You shouldn’t be putting your life on hold for me. You should be out there, finding the girl of your dreams but, instead, you’re couped up in here with me, watching girls pass you by.’ She was getting frustrated. ‘I don’t want to hold you back.’

 ‘You’re not. Besides, she’s on a date tonight anyway.’ He shrugged. He tried not to imagine her sat with Tom, tried not to imagine them going home, his hands on her skin.

 ‘Why don’t you go out? It’s a Friday night, Dame. Go and blow off some steam.’

 ‘I’m fine, really. I just want a quiet night in.’ He said. He knew nothing would keep him from thinking of Olivia.

 ‘Alright, if that’s what you want.’

 

 He heard his mum crying from the next room later that same night. He’d tried to sleep but his thoughts wouldn’t settle. He knew exactly what his mother was thinking, she’d all but said it, and knowing that she was thinking it only hurt Damien more. He loved his mom, more than anything, and he wanted to care for her as well as he could. Cancer is shit, there’s no way around it, but making her happy seems like the best thing he could do. There just wasn’t time for anyone else in his life, not Olivia, not anybody, and he was okay with that.

 It was ten the next morning when Jason came around with Joshua, his new boyfriend. His mother was chatting to them both in the front room when Damien joined them, carrying plates full of freshly made pancakes and waffles.

 ‘Honestly, you’ve raised a great cook, Amanda.’ Jason smiled. ‘I keep telling him he needs to quit that police lark and go and open a restaurant.’

 ‘But Olivia isn’t at a restaurant, she’s at the police station.’

 ‘Oh, has he been telling you about Liv?’

 ‘All the time. He never shuts up about her. She made me look like an idiot today, she did that yesterday, blah blah blah.’ She mimicked him and the room filled with laughter, only making Damien blush more and more.

 ‘Mum!’

 ‘Yes, well, it appears our boy has a little crush on her.’ Jason smirked. ‘I’ll try and do what I can to help, you can trust me.’

 ‘I do, get my boy a lovely girl.’ She smiled.

 

On Monday morning, Damien felt pretty miserable. He hadn’t slept great; the weekend had been too hot and his fan had broken. Plus, he couldn’t get Olivia out of his head. It felt like every time he closed his eyes, he could see her at the restaurant with Tom, his stories about rescuing cats from trees boring her to death. But, at the same time, he knew it couldn’t have gone that badly.

 He went to his desk, fresh coffee in hand, and flicked through some files, trying to ignore the empty desk opposite him. Olivia was usually at work before him and he didn’t even want to think about why she was later than usual. He had to get her out of his head, or stop trying to think he had a chance. He had to focus on his mother, she didn’t have long left.

 ‘Morning, Mackie.’ Came Olivia’s bright voice behind him and he looked up as she sat opposite him.

 ‘Morning, Hardy. Good weekend?’ He asked politely, hoping she didn’t give him too many details.

 ‘Yeah, not bad. I went to Coney Island with my niece and nephew yesterday.’ She smiled. ‘What about you?’

 ‘I just had a quiet, relaxing weekend.’ He shrugged, sipping his coffee.

 ‘You look exhausted, how relaxing could it have been?’ She laughed. ‘Unless some woman was keeping you awake?’

 

He thought. ‘Not exactly, it was just too hot for me, I didn't sleep well.’

 ‘You had a free weekend and you didn’t go find someone to spend it with? Bad boy Damien Macken actually had a quiet weekend? Are you feeling okay?’

 ‘I don’t go around sleeping my way through New York, you know.’ He snapped, a little sharper than he should have and he regretted it instantly.

 ‘Alright, don’t shout. I’m only teasing.’

 ‘Yeah? Well, it’s not funny.’ He said, opening a file a little too roughly, small rips appeared in the corners.

 ‘What the hell is wrong with you?’ She asked.

 ‘Nothing, everything’s fine.’ They sat in an awkward silence for a little while. Sometimes, he wanted to just get it all off his chest, how his mother was dying and he was terrified of it happening, but, he never said anything. ‘How did your date go?’

 ‘Not bad.’ She was quieter now, guarded. It was like the progress they’d made last week had completely erased itself. He’d blown it. ‘No second date though.’

 ‘Was the salad really that bad?’ He asked, trying to make a joke.

 ‘Dinner was fine, but then we went back to his.’ Oh no, he didn’t want to know. ‘And, well… he couldn’t, you know… perform.’ Then she burst into a fit of giggles, the noise echoed in the empty room. He laughed along with her.

 ‘Really?’

 ‘Yeah, jesus, I felt bad for him. It must be embarrassing.’

 ‘Especially on a first date.’ He couldn’t contain his laughter. ‘I would blame you for not doing a good enough job, but I certainly never had any trouble. I’d never been so ha-’

 ‘Yes, thank you. You don’t need to finish that sentence.’ But she was smiling again.

 ‘You could do better anyway.’ He smiled.

 ‘I think I’m just going to leave it for now, you know?’ She sighed. ‘Dating at least, I just need to get some.’ She started logging onto her computer. ‘Last night only made things worse.’

 ‘Well, you know where I am if you’re desperate.’ He winked, making sure she saw it, before he got up and walked off.

 

 Olivia sat at her desk, watching him walk away, the offer running through her mind. She knew he was probably joking, but, after last night, she would gladly take him up on his offer. All she needed was a quick fuck, no strings attached. She already knew he was good...

 Damien was washing his face in the bathroom, splashing himself with cold water to wake himself up. He shouldn’t have shouted at Hardy like that, but luckily, she just passed it off as him being tired. He looked up at his reflection and smiled to himself. All weekend, he’d been so jealous that Olivia was with someone, and now, he knew it had all been pointless. He even felt a little sorry for Tom. Maybe now, he could let it go, whatever he’d been feeling, and just get on with his day. As he went to leave the bathroom, the door opened hard in his face and he stepped back quickly.

 ‘Hardy, what are you doing in he-’ He was cut off by her kissing him hard on the lips. His hands automatically grabbed her waist, pulling her body against his, his hands exploring her curves. She moaned and pulled him into a cubicle by his tie, slamming the door shut.

 ‘No one’s in here, are they?’ She asked quickly, pushing him against the door as he started kissing her neck. Even if someone was, he doubted that would stop them now.

 ‘Just you and me.’ He whispered.

 ‘Thank God for that.’ She laughed, untucking his shirt and unbuckling his belt quicker than he’d ever done it himself. ‘You don’t mind, do you?’ She asked, her hands already reaching for the hard bulge in his pants as she stripped him down.

  ‘Not at all.’ He assured her, kissing her again as he unzipped her jeans. He was breathing hard, her touch was sending him wild. ‘Are you sure you want to?’ He didn’t want her to do anything she might regret. Both of them knew what this was, just another hook-up, but she still had to want it.

 ‘I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.’ She said, pushing her pants off herself, impatient he was taking so long. He picked her up and rested her against the door of the cubicle, her legs circling his waist tightly.

 ‘Fuck.’ He moaned as he pushed into her. ‘Jesus, two years has been too long.’ He sighed. She nodded in agreement, kissing him more, wanting him to go faster.

 ‘We’ve not got long.’ She whispered.

he thought. ‘God, if you weren’t so annoying…’ She trailed off, letting out a moan. They climaxed together, both of them left panting when it was over. After a little while, he put her down, a bit reluctantly, and watched her get dressed. She was silent now, her cheeks pink. She didn’t quite look him in the eye.

 ‘Erm…’

 ‘Don’t tell anyone.’ She mumbled, pulling her pants back on. He just nodded. She walked around him and unlocked the door. In the mirror, she straightened her clothes and checked her hair and then left as quickly as she came in. What the hell had just happened?

 

 When he came back to his desk, she was talking with the sergeant, pointing at a case file they were both looking at. The room was almost full now, everyone had suddenly arrived while they’d been… busy. She gave him a nervous glance when he sat down but he was stunned, he couldn’t focus. He hadn’t even thought twice about it, his whole body had wanted her and now, he didn’t know what to think.

 ‘You want me to pretend we didn’t just-’

 ‘We’ll speak later.’

 ‘Hardy, come on.’

 ‘Becca!’ She beamed, jumping up from her seat. ‘Ready to go check out that apartment?’ She asked. Becca was stunned by the vigour in which she stood up and gave her an odd look.

 ‘I’ve just got in, give me five, yeah?’

 ‘But we should really check out that apartment before any evidence disappears.’ Even Damien could tell she was desperate to leave, desperate to get away.

 ‘Okay, I’ll be two seconds.’ Becca nodded, grabbing some things from her desk and then, they were gone.

 

 ‘What the hell is going on?’ Becca asked, once they reached their car in the garage. Getting inside, Olivia rested her head against the dashboard.

 ‘I fucked him.’ Olivia sighed.

 ‘Who?’

 ‘Damien!’

 ‘What? When?’ Becca’s interest peaked instantly.

 ‘Like half an hour ago. In the men’s bathroom.’ She was appalled with herself, but god, she felt good.

 ‘What?!’ She laughed, the smile on her face brighter than it perhaps should have been.

 ‘Keep your voice down.’ She begged, looking around the garage as if someone could hear them from inside the car.

 ‘How the hell did that happen?’

 ‘I don’t know! The date with Tom didn’t go well and I was really in the mood, he made a joke that he’d… offer his services and I practically pounced on him.’ The words left her mouth quickly, hoping to move on. ‘God, I’m such an idiot.’

 ‘Do you regret it?’ Becca asked. No-one knew them as well as Becca and she knew exactly how they felt about each other, even if they didn’t want to admit it.

 ‘No, not one bit. In fact, I’d do it again.’ She covered her face with her hands, her cheeks were burning. ‘I can’t stand the man, but god, he’s so bloody good.’

 ‘You need to be careful, Liv. Feelings could get hurt here.’

 ‘You know I don’t like him that way.’ She shook her head.

 ‘I didn’t mean your feelings.’

 She rolled her eyes, ‘He doesn’t like me!’

 ‘Clearly.’ She sighed sarcastically. ‘Liv, he’s a good guy. You can’t just pay him attention when it works for you. Just be careful.’

 ‘I will.’

 

Damien was sat at his desk, his mind still running through his encounter with Olivia. He understood why she got shy afterwards, they were both shocked that it had even happened, but avoiding him was childish. He took a deep breath and tried to get on with his work, but his phone rang and distracted him. Mom.

 ‘Hey, mum. You okay?’ He asked straight away, she never rang him at work. 

‘I’ll be there soon. Give me twenty minutes. I love you.’ He hung up the phone, then rushed around gathering his stuff. He’d been so distracted by Olivia, so caught up in what that morning had meant, and now when his mother needed him, he wasn’t there.

 He bumped into Olivia when he was leaving and, as much as he wanted to talk to her, she wasn’t important right now.

 ‘You shouldn’t have run off like that.’ He said, unimpressed as he walked past her.

 ‘Where are you going?’ She asked, grabbing his arm to stop him.

 ‘Home.’

 ‘Why?’

 ‘I have something to do. Keep your nose out of my business.’ He snapped, pulling his arm out of her grip. She scoffed as he walked past but he didn’t care. She could think what she wanted.

 

 ‘Mum, you okay?’ He called as he rushed into the apartment. A terrible smell hit him the moment he opened the door.

 ‘Dame?’ She called from somewhere in the apartment. Following the sound, he found his mother sat on the bathroom floor, leaning against the toilet. She looked small and frail, as if she’d thrown up everything her body was holding. Sometimes, Damien believed her chemotherapy hurt her more than it helped. He crouched down and moved some hair from her face and that’s when she started crying.

 ‘Hey, come here.’ He wrapped his arms around her.  

 ‘I don’t want to do it anymore, I want it to stop.’ She sobbed against him. There was a lump in Damien’s throat and it took him a moment to answer.

 ‘Come on, mum. We’re going to the hospital. We’ll talk to them about it, get everything sorted. I promise.’

 ‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry.’ She murmured as he helped her stand.

 ‘There’s nothing to be sorry for, let’s clean you up and then we’ll go.’

 

 When they left the hospital, his mother had decided to stop all treatments. It hadn’t been an easy decision for anyone. Even after a lot of arguing, and trying to convince her to carry on, nothing had changed her mind. She just wanted to spend the time she had left with as little stress as possible.

 ‘Do you think you’ve made the right choice?’ He asked as he drove her home. Of course, Damien didn’t want her to stop; he wanted her to keep fighting, to live, but he knew she was hurting, even if she didn’t say it.

 ‘I do. It’s what I want.’ She smiled and it was the first genuine smile Damien had seen in a long time from her. ‘I’ll be okay, love. You should get back to work.’ She said.

 ‘Are you sure?’

 ‘Honestly, I’m fine. Go on, I don’t want you getting in trouble.’ They pulled up to the house soon enough and she rested her hand on top of his.

 ‘I love you.’ He smiled, reaching over to kiss her cheek. Everything felt limited now, like he’d run out of moments with her. He didn’t want to think about losing his mom.

 

 He got back to the office in the afternoon and he could feel the tension before he even sat down. Olivia didn’t look up when he reached his desk, she was typing away on her computer, the sound of the keys was probably audible from every corner of the room. She looked pissed off. He sighed and looked around the office; it was quiet, everyone was slowly getting through their work, but he knew something was wrong. Damien looked down at the papers on his desk and sighed. He just wanted to talk to someone, tell someone that his mother was choosing to die and that he had to deal with that, but no-one but Jason knew.

 ‘Detective Macken, my office, now.’ The captain called from his door, his words clipped and angry. He’d been expecting that. He took a deep breath and made his way to the office, closing the door behind him. ‘Do you care to explain where you went?’

 ‘I had to nip home for a bit.’ He explained and the captain folded his arms across his chest.

 ‘You’ve been hours, detective. Hours you should have spent doing your job.’ Damien started to get frustrated, it felt like nothing was going right today. No matter what he did, it backfired. ‘Do you think it’s acceptable to behave like this? Are you trying to get fired?’ The captain continued throwing questions at him but he stopped listening after awhile. Nothing seemed to matter anymore.

 ‘I’m sorry, Captain.’ He just wanted to go back to his desk, start work, distract himself for a few hours.

 ‘Get out of my sight.’ The captain sighed. He was disappointed in Damien, saddened he was wasting himself.

 Damien left without saying a word and went back to his desk, almost every pair of eyes in the room followed him, perhaps expecting him to pack up his things for good. He didn’t want to do the stupid paperwork, he wanted to go home and sit with his mom, talk to her about everything that came to his head because she wasn’t going to be here forever.

 What made things worse was that Olivia was the only one who didn't look up at him. She was ignoring him completely, acting as though there wasn’t anyone sat across from her. She hated being snapped at, he knew she hated it, but he’d snapped at her regardless earlier.

 ‘May I borrow a pen, please?’ He asked, trying to test the waters. She just threw one his way, not even looking up from her work. ‘Thanks.’ He mumbled.

 Hours passed by, pointless hours of pointless paperwork, and she still hadn’t said a word to him, let alone looked at him. The day had been a rollercoaster, especially between them; first thing this morning they were going at it in the bathroom, and now she was pretending he didn’t even exist.

 ‘Do you want a coffee?’ He offered.

 ‘I’m fine.’ She said, still not looking up.

 ‘You sure?’

 ‘I said I’m fine, Macken.’ She snapped.

 ‘Fine, act like a fucking child, see if I care.’ He raised his voice a little and then stormed out the room.

 Everyone looked up, wondering what had just happened. It’s common knowledge that they don’t always get along, but this was a whole different level. Olivia tried to ignore them all, turning her attention back to her work, but she also knew something was seriously wrong with Macken. Maybe after a little while, when he’d cooled off, she’d look for him.

 

Damien was hiding in the evidence locker, sitting on the floor in the corner, his knees hugged to his chest. He wiped at his eyes before whoever was at the door entered, not bothering to check who it was.

 ‘Mackie?’ Came a soft voice. It was her. Of course it was. He sniffled and wiped the last few tears away, but his eyes were so red, it was obvious he had been crying. ‘You in here?’ He waited until she found him, not bothering to call out. He wasn’t sure his voice would be loud enough. ‘There you are.’ She smiled at him a little, an uncertain smile, before she sat next to him. ‘Talk to me, what’s wrong?’ She asked.

 ‘What isn’t wrong?’ He sobbed, not able to fight the tears anymore.

 ‘Oh, come here.’ She said, pulling him to her, his face resting in the crook of her neck. She felt the tears drip onto her shoulder. ‘I’ve never seen you like this.’

 ‘There’s just so much going on.’

 ‘You can tell me.’ He shook his head. ‘Damien, come on.’

 ‘Why? So you can go out there and tell everyone that Damien Macken cries in the corner of the evidence locker when life gets shit?’

 ‘Damien, we’re friends.’ She sighed, knowing he needed her to be patient with him. He was quiet for a while and she stroked his hair as he cried, holding him until he could speak again.

 He took a deep breath. ‘My mother’s ill, and we’re thousands of miles away from home, struggling for money in a city I barely even know.’

 ‘We can talk through this.’ Liv assured him. ‘I’m sorry about your mom, Dame. I don’t really know how to help with that, except saying it’ll get better eventually. With money, I can always help out if you need it, and I can be a good tour guide if you need it.’

 ‘I’m not asking you for money, Hardy.’

 ‘What about your dad? Can’t he help?’

 ‘He’s back in England with a twenty-something year old fiance who likes spending whatever money he has. Plus, he’s a stubborn arsehole, he doesn’t care about us.’

 ‘Shit.’

 ‘And now the captain’s threatening to fire me and I’m head over heels with a woman who can’t stand the sight of me half of the time. So I’m sorry I’ve been shitty but everything just seems-’

 ‘Fucked up.’ Olivia agreed, hugging him a little tighter. ‘You’ve been carrying that around for ages and didn’t say anything? If I’d have known, I wouldn’t have made you work with Davies.’

 ‘You weren’t to know, and it did make me appreciate you more.’ He shrugged, closing his eyes for a moment, enjoying her fingers running through his hair.

 ‘The captain won’t fire you either, you’re a good detective, Dame.’ She smiled. ‘And… I can stand the sight of you, you just piss me off sometimes.’

Damien blushed a little; he hadn’t exactly intended to admit anything, but everything just came out.

 ‘Modesty at its finest.’ He chuckled a little.

 ‘After this morning, I think we can be open with each other.’ She chuckled and Damien moved his head from her shoulder to look at her.

 ‘I get that it probably didn’t mean anything but-’

 ‘No, it did, I mean…’ Olivia stuttered for words, her cheeks reddening. ‘It’s just, the past few days, you’ve been different, in a good way. It was like you were that guy at the bar all over again.’

 ‘He was a charmer.’ Damien smirked.

 ‘He was definitely a charmer.’ She agreed. ‘But it’s also nice to see this side of you, the hard-working guy who’s looking out for his mom.’ She smiled, reaching to smooth his hair back down.

 ‘Who also cries in the evidence locker. You sure like your men vulnerable, Hardy.’ Damien chuckled, moving to stand up. Holding out his hands, he helped Olivia to stand up with him and he smiled that she was stood so close.

 ‘Best get back before the captain tries to fire you too.’ He chuckled weakly.

 ‘Go and wash your face.’ She smiled.

 ‘Are you coming in with me or have you seen enough of the gents today?’ He asked, opening his arms for a hug, which Olivia happily gave him, wrapping her hands around his neck. Now that she knew the truth, or knew most of it at least, he felt better than he had in weeks.

 ‘You think you’re so funny.’ Olivia laughed and he smiled. As she started to pull away, he kissed her cheek without even thinking about it. He wanted to say thank you, say that she meant a lot to him, and just a simple kiss felt right. She stopped moving and, for a moment, he thought she was going to slap him, maybe push him away, but she gave him a small smile as she bit her lip, her cheeks tinged red. Her eyes flicked down to his lips and he leaned forward slowly, kissing her lightly, just once. Then, he kissed her again, hungry for her, pulling her body as close to him as he could. Her fingers played with the hair at the nape of his neck.

 ‘Damien.’ She whispered, pulling away for a moment. He pulled her back to him, pressing his lips to hers, letting himself get carried away.

 ‘We can’t do this.’ She pulled away again, stepping out of his arms. She pushed her hair behind her ears and sighed, putting some space between them.

 ‘What do you mean?’ He asked, a little breathless. To him, it felt natural to be together.

 ‘You and me. Us. It’s too complicated.’ She sighed as Damien closed the gap between them once more. He put a hand on her cheek and rested his forehead on hers.

 ‘Give this a chance, please.’ He sighed, closing his eyes. She moved her hand to rest on top of his and he opened his eyes to find her smiling sadly at him.

 ‘It’s not the right time, Dame, you know it’s not.’

 ‘But we’re great together, it’d be so easy.’ He tried to change her mind.

 ‘Easy?’ She laughed. ‘We hate each other half the time.’

 ‘I’ve never hated you.’ Damien pointed out, moving back a little.

 ‘Really?’

 ‘Why? Did you hate me?’

 ‘Of course I did!’ She exclaimed.

 ‘What did I do?’ He was more confused than anything, not necessarily upset.

 ‘You are very capable of being a pain in the ass.’ Olivia explained. ‘You can’t even deny it.’ He smiled a little.

 ‘We don’t have to put a title on it. Like, we could just stay at each others places sometimes, have breakfast, go to the movies together, maybe a meal… and we happen to not see other people romantically?’ She gave him an unimpressed look.

 ‘You know it’s not that easy. We’ve both got stuff to focus on, stuff that’ll get in the way. It’s not worth it, Dame. I’m sorry.’ She kissed his cheek and walked away, leaving him stood alone.

 

Chapter Three

 

 Olivia shot awake, her heart pounding. Why was she dreaming about her night with Damien? Pushing her hair away from her face, she could feel his touches as though that night had just happened, instead of two years ago. She blamed it on the way he was with her yesterday. He had been on her mind a lot; she had toyed with the idea of them being a couple all evening, it wasn’t surprising he was in her dream. Even so, her decision hadn’t changed, he had more important things to focus on.

 

 When she arrived to work, he was already there, typing away on his computer. They were the only two in the bullpen and Olivia was worried that their conversation would be awkward. What if he hated her now? What if he couldn’t stand to talk to her, even look at her? It was better than bickering all the time, but she couldn’t cope if they became strangers. Maybe, sometime soon, she could consider his offer seriously.

 ‘Good morning, Damien.’ She smiled, placing a coffee cup on his desk before making her way around to her own.

 ‘Good morning to you too, Hardy. What’s this?’

 ‘I went to Starbucks, thought you’d appreciate a proper coffee.’

 ‘Someone’s being awfully nice today.’ He beamed. ‘You know, you don’t have to act differently around me because of yesterday.’

 ‘Are you talking about the breakdown, or when you asked me out?’ She teased, hoping he was in a playful mood.

 ‘Both, I guess.’ He smiled back. ‘The offer’s still open, you know.’

 ‘I might take you up on it… one day.’ She smiled as she shrugged.

 ‘Once you stop hating me?’ He laughed.

 ‘Once you stop being an ass.’

 ‘You love my ass.’ Damien smirked and Olivia threw a mini basketball at him, hitting his head.

 ‘You’re in early.’ She said, catching the ball as he threw it back to her. He rolled his chair out into the middle of the room, bringing his empty bin with him to be their net. Olivia rolled over to join him.

 ‘Mum was quiet, so I slept quite well.’ He explained, taking the ball back and taking a shot, missing the bin by an inch or so.  

 ‘Not up thinking about me then?’ She smirked as he rolled off to grab it, throwing it back to her. ‘Score!’

 ‘There goes that modesty again.’

 Her desk phone started to ring and she rolled herself over to answer it.

 ‘Hello?’

 

A female voice asked through the phone.

Yes, this is Hardy. Can I help you?’

 

‘Oh, great, thank you. Is she talking?’

 

‘Is it possible to come and visit her now? We won’t be asking any serious questions for the moment, but it would be nice to see her.’ She smiled.

 

Olivia hung up the phone and smiled at Damien.

 ‘Everything okay, Hardy?’

 ‘Remember that domestic abuse case we did a few months back?’

 ‘The one with the psycho ex that put her into a coma?’ He asked, rolling his chair back to his desk.

 ‘Yeah, well, she’s just woken up. You want to come with me and see how she’s doing?’ She asked.

 ‘Sure, didn’t the guy get out on bail?’

 ‘Yeah, what a fucking joke. He almost killed her, bastard should be in jail.’ He could see she was getting angrier by the second. Cases didn’t affect Hardy very often, but these ones never failed to piss her off.

 ‘Hey, come on. Let’s go see what she says, we can still put him down for this.’ He smiled, moving to her side of the desk to pat her shoulder. She nodded and then they started to leave.

 

 When they arrived at the hospital, Damien looked uneasy. He hated it; he no longer saw them as places to get better, instead, hospitals felt like places where people came to die. He’d been here too often. The receptionist recognised him as soon as they came through the door and he hoped she didn’t say anything about his mother. Olivia didn’t fully know what was wrong with his Mum, and he didn’t really want anyone to tell her. It was still a sensitive subject and if she knew he’d lied to her, she’d hate him.

 ‘Hey, Damien. Everything okay?’ The woman behind the desk smiled. ‘How’s your mother?’

 Olivia didn’t miss the exchange and watched his expression.

 ‘She’s good, thanks. We’re actually here on police business to see Miss Ferguson.’

 ‘Oh, of course. I’ll show you the way.’

  The receptionist led them near the ward they needed and, on the way there, Damien had bumped into a handful of nurses he knew. A few had asked how his mother was, asked why they hadn’t seen her for a while, but nothing too incriminating.

 ‘You seem to know a few people around here.’ Olivia pointed out just before they entered the ward. ‘What’s wrong with your mom exactly?’

 ‘Nothing serious.’ He brushed her off, shrugging. ‘Honestly, don’t worry.’

 

 ‘Damien!’ A high pitched voice called almost as soon as they’d opened the door. He knew who it was before he saw her but Olivia looked around till she saw her. The voice belonged to a nurse on the ward, a petite blonde woman. She was beautiful, model worthy, and the look she gave Damien didn’t quite sit right with her. ‘How are you doing?’

 ‘Meghan. Hi.’ He ran a hand through his hair awkwardly. Never good for a one-night stand to meet the woman you’re trying to impress.

 She wrapped him into a big hug, ‘What are you doing here?’

 ‘I’m working a case.’ He said, barely hugging her back.

 ‘Saving the world as always?’ She giggled, only then realising Olivia was next to him. ‘And I see you brought a friend.’ She looked Olivia up and down, an eyebrow raised at her.

 ‘This is my partner. I’m tagging along on her case.’ He said, resting a hand on Olivia’s shoulder with a smile. He noticed she didn’t smile back

 ‘I’m Detective Hardy.’ She offered a hand but Meghan just looked at it and ignored her, purposely turning her body so she could only see Damien.

 ‘God, I haven’t seen you forever!’ She smiled, blocking Olivia out of the conversation. ‘Last time must have been...that really amazing night last year, do you remember?’ He knew exactly what she was doing and it made him nervous.

 ‘Yeah, sure. We’re actually here to see-’

 ‘Oh, and your mom! I haven’t seen here for a while, is she okay?’ Meghan pushed on, flipping her hair off her shoulder so it hit Olivia. Damien stiffened at the mention of his mom. Meghan had looked after her a few times, it was how they met in the first place and he knew she’d be the one to ruin things for him.

 ‘Look, Meghan, we just need to-’

 ‘Cancer’s hard, Damien.’ She sighed, resting a hand on his upper arm, taking a step towards him. ‘If you ever need a shoulder to cry on, or something a little more… distracting, you can always call me.’ Meghan winked at him and Damien felt his cheeks redden.

 ‘Your mom has cancer?’ Olivia scoffed and he pushed Meghan’s hand off him to face her. She was pissed and disappointed all at once. He tried to reach for her hand but she backed away.

 ‘Liv-’

 ‘Wow, you really don’t get to call me that.’ She shook her head. Meghan rolled her eyes at Olivia.

 ‘You’re a pretty shitty partner if you don’t know about his mom.’ She scolded Olivia before turning back to Damien. ‘You can do so much better.’ She shrugged and he knew she meant more than finding a better partner.

 ‘I’ll see you in the room.’ Olivia muttered, scowling at him. ‘Don’t let your dick get in the way of your work.’ She walked off without another word, her shoulder clipping Meghan’s as she went past.

 ‘Olivia, wait!’ Damien called but she didn’t stop, she didn’t even look over her shoulder.

 ‘Well she seems like a bitch, sorry you’re stuck with her.’ Meghan shrugged, smiling at him brightly after a moment of glaring down the corridor at Olivia. ‘So, it’s been awhile since I’ve seen you around here.’ She fluttered her eyelashes at him. ‘Where have you been?’

 

‘Oh you know, they put mum on a few different wards.’

 ‘Do you want to come over to mine tonight? You look like you need a distraction.’ She smirked, putting a hand on his chest.

 ‘Look, I’m kinda seeing someone at the moment.’ He lied, looking down the corridor for where Olivia went.

 ‘I’m not.’ She shrugged. ‘What’s the harm in-’

 ‘Look, Meghan. I’m really not interested. What happened a year ago was a mistake, I was freaked out by my mum’s diagnosis and you happened to be there.’

 ‘You know, you’re a real jerk.’ She slapped him, hard, and stormed off.  

 

 Olivia sat by the woman’s bedside, holding her hand and speaking to her softly. She looked tired, even a little thin, but she looked a lot better than she had a few months ago. Her face was bloodied and bruised back then.

 ‘This is my partner, Detective Macken.’ She explained when he walked into the room, standing silently near the door. ‘He’s helping me with your case.’ At least she was being professional.

 ‘Thank you.’ She smiled at them both. He thought about taking the chair next to Olivia, then thought against it. He didn’t want to frighten the patient, and he especially didn’t want to piss Hardy off more.

 They asked the woman a few questions, about her whereabouts, what had happened, but her memory wasn't the strongest. It didn’t take very long and the pair excused themselves politely. In the corridor, Damien grabbed Olivia’s arm.

 ‘Hey, about-’

 ‘Detective!’ Someone called from behind them. Damien turned to see a nurse coming towards them, Casey, if he remembered correctly. A young boy was holding her hand. ‘We hoped we’d catch you before you left, someone wanted to see you. The boy was perhaps ten, at most, but he was frail and thin, his head completely shaven.

 ‘Callum?’ Damien smiled, kneeling so they were the same height. The boy grinned and ran up to him. ‘Hey buddy! Looking good, how are you?’ He lifted the boy into the air, making him smile and laugh, before holding him to his hip.

 ‘Have you been catching a load of bad guys?’ Callum asked, picking the badge up around Damien’s neck.

 ‘I have, it’s why I’ve not been to visit recently. How’s the drawing going?’

 ‘He’s gonna be the next big thing.’ The nurse smiled and Callum shrugged.

 ‘Do you want to meet my partner?’ Damien asked.

 ‘Is she nice?’ He whispered, clinging onto him.

 ‘She’s lovely, and she’s a much better detective than I am.’ He smiled, taking a few steps towards her. She was already watching them and smiled. ‘Olivia, this is Callum. We spent a lot of time together when my mum was getting treatment. He’s the one who drew that picture on my desk.’

 ‘The one of you and me?’ She asked, thinking about the crayon drawn picture that sat proudly on his desk. ‘It’s really nice to meet you, Callum. I love that drawing.’

 ‘Thank you. Do you help Damien catch the bad guys?’ This kid clearly saw him as a hero.

 ‘I do, and he’s very good at helping me.’ She smiled.

 ‘Callum got some good news today.’ Casey smiled; she’d worked with a lot of the children with cancer, and loved it when Damien visited. He was great with the kids and he always made them laugh and smile.

 ‘Oh yeah, what’s that bud?’

 ‘My cancer is gone!’ He beamed. Damien couldn’t believe it; it was a miracle, no-one had imagined he could get better after so long.

 ‘That’s great! So, this your last hospital appointment for a while, eh?’ Callum nodded.

 ‘I’m happy for you.’ Olivia smiled.

 ‘Hey, you said if I’m ever better, I can come to work with you!’

 ‘So, you remember that?’ Damien chuckled. ‘Of course you can, we’ll sort something out with your parents.’

 ‘Yaay! Can I come see your car?’ He smiled.

 ‘Well, we’ve got a tiny little bit of work to do, but if you’re still here later then of course you can.’

 ‘Callum, we need to leave the police alone now but we’ll find them in a while.’ Casey assured him as Damien put him back down.

 ‘Okay, goodbye Olivia!’ She waved and smiled. ‘See you soon, Damien.’ He gave him a big hug and a fist bump.

 ‘See you soon, bud.’

 

 Olivia and Damien were sat in their car a little while later. After a few more questions with Miss Ferguson, they showed Callum around their car, even turned on their siren for him. He loved every second of it but now, the excitement had worn off and the detectives were sat in an awkward silence.

 ‘Aren’t you going to drive?’ Olivia asked impatiently and Damien turned in his seat to face her.

 ‘I want to talk.’ He said. Jesus, they had never talked so much in their lives. ‘About what happened with Meghan. I gather you’re upset about her.’

 ‘You think that’s what I’m upset about?!’ She raised an eyebrow at him. ‘Damien, I don’t give a shit who you stick your dick in.’

 ‘You sure about that? You seem pretty pissed back there.’ He snapped and Olivia scoffed. ‘You know what, if you’re really not that bothered, maybe I will see her tonight.’

 ‘Do what you want! Why are we even talking about her?’

 ‘Because you’re upset about her!’

 ‘I’m upset because you said your mom was just ill, Damien! She’s got cancer, fucking cancer, and you didn’t trust me enough to tell me! You think I’m pissed that I’m not your only one-night stand?’ She was almost yelling now, getting more and more frustrated with him.

 ‘Wait, this isn’t about Meghan?’ Damien said slowly, a little confused.

 ‘No! Why didn’t you tell me about your mom?’

 ‘Because it’s none of your business!’

 ‘No, it’s because I said I couldn’t go out with you, isn’t it? You didn’t get what you wanted so you didn’t tell me about the most important thing in your life. Is that it?’

 ‘It fucking hurts to admit!’ His voice broke and he took a moment to compose himself. ‘Every person I tell makes it more real. She decided to stop her treatment yesterday and now she’s dying. I don’t want to go around shouting that my mum’s choosing to die quicker.’ He ran a hand through his hair, frustrated, and when he looked back to Olivia, she had a sad look on her face, one he didn’t quite understand.

 ‘I… I just, I thought I was different.’ She whispered. ‘I thought you trusted me. I know we argue, but…’ She trailed off. How can you open up to someone and yet not tell them the most defining piece of your life? Was she not important enough to know? She opened the car door and went to step out but Damien grabbed her arm.

 ‘Where are you going?’ He looked as broken as Olivia felt. They were both hurt, both stinging from the realization that whatever they thought they had was disappearing.

 ‘I need some air. I’ll see you at the precinct.’ She pulled her arm away and shut the door before walking off in the opposite direction.

 

Damien was sat at his desk later that day. Olivia had stopped to grab some small things and had left again, he felt useless when he looked at the empty desk. Slowly making way through his work, Jason grabbed the empty chair opposite him and sat down next to him.

 ‘Jesus, pal. You look shit.’

 ‘That woman is driving me crazy.’ He sighed. Maybe he should have told her about his mother, he’d told her just about everything else, but saying it out loud hurt him every single time. At the same time though, he shouldn’t have assumed it was Meghan she was upset over. Of course it would be his mother, Olivia doesn’t get jealous easily.

 ‘Let me guess, you fell out again?’ He nodded. ‘What about this time?’

 ‘She found out about mum’s cancer.’

 ‘And you argued about that?’ Jason was confused.

 ‘Well, we bumped into Meghan too. You know, that nurse?’

 ‘Oh, the really weird one in bed?’

 ‘Yeah, well she was flirting with me and I thought Olivia was upset about her, so when we started arguing I said maybe I’d go meet Meghan but I’ve been trying to make a good impression and-’

 ‘You’re an idiot. You’re an actual idiot.’

 ‘Girls get jealous! I just thought- God, I’m stupid. It’s a good job I didn’t make a joke.’

 ‘You’d have been castrated.’ Jason agreed.

 ‘So what do I do?’ He asked, completely clueless on how to make it up to her.

 ‘Let her calm down before you do anything. You’ve both had a rough few days, keep it professional for a while. No flirting, no teasing. Just keep it nice and simple. Do you really like her?’

 ‘Yeah and I want to be with her, but I keep blowing it.’ He sighed, rubbing his eyes. ‘Yesterday, she even said she’d consider it one day.’

 ‘But not if you keep being a jerk.’

 ‘Yeah, I guess.’

 ‘Heads up, she’s coming over.’

 ‘Hey, Jason.’ She smiled. ‘Hey, assumptive asshole.’ She sat down, flicking through her files.

 ‘Come on, it was a mistake.’ He sighed and she scowled at him. ‘I thought you were jealous of her!’

 ‘Oh, so now you think I’m insecure? So I’m jealous, insecure, anything else you’d like to add to the list?’

 ‘You know I can’t think straight when I’m with you.’

 ‘And I mess with your head.’ She scoffed, reaching down to open her drawer. ‘You make me sound like a pathetic teenager!’ Both men jumped when she slammed the drawer shut.

 ‘I’m sorry, really sorry, okay? Let me make it up to you. ’

 ‘I don’t think you can.’ She shrugged. ‘You know, the worst thing is that I actually liked you. But if you think I care more about some slutty nurse than I do about your mother, then you clearly don’t know me at all.’

 Damien was stunned. Olivia walked back out of the office, muttering a goodbye to Jason as she passed, but she said nothing to him. Maybe, once and for all, he’d pushed her too far away.

 

Becca came to Olivia’s house that night for their weekly takeout and movie night, not that they actually watched the film, using time to instead catch up on work gossip.

 ‘So, Jason told me that you and Damien had a fight.’

 ‘Does that surprise you?’ She rolled her eyes

 ‘Not really, I’m surprised you’ve not killed each other yet. What was it about this time?’

 ‘I don’t want to talk about it.’ She sighed, grabbing another slice of pizza from the table.

 ‘If you’re this upset with him, then he’s got under your skin.’ They were sat opposite each other on the couch, their legs intertwined. ‘Has someone got a little crush?’ She laughed.

 ‘No.’

 ‘You do, just admit it. You wouldn’t have banged him if you didn’t. So, what did he do?’

 ‘We went to check on that domestic abuse case at the hospital and bumped into a one-night stand of his.’ She shrugged.

 ‘So what?’

 ‘Basically, he told me about… some stuff going on at home, he was stressed and upset. But he said it wasn’t important. So we bump into this nurse and she knows everything that’s going on with him. Turns out it’s really serious and he didn’t want to tell me.’ Olivia explained

 ‘And he thought you were jealous about the one-night stand?’

 ‘How did you know?’

 ‘Because men think all women hate each other.’ She laughed, acting as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

 ‘That’s ridiculous.’

 ‘That’s men.’ She shrugged. ‘He really likes you, Liv. Maybe go easy on him.’

 ‘So I should just forgive him for lying to me?’

 ‘I didn’t say that. But sometimes, especially when you fancy someone, you don’t want to dump all your problems on them at once.’

 ‘I know but-’

 ‘No buts, it’s wine time and you can’t complain when we have wine.’ Becca smiled, grabbing the bottle of red on the table.

 ‘We’re working tomorrow.’ Olivia pointed out and Becca shushed her.

 ‘It’s only one glass.’ It was not one glass.

 

 Hours later, they were both sitting on the floor laughing.

 ‘God, you should have seen his face when I stormed in on him!’ Howled Olivia. ‘He was like a deer trapped in headlights.’

 ‘I can’t believe you did it in the men’s room.’ Becca laughed. ‘You know what would be a really great idea?’

 ‘What?’ She giggled.

 ‘You should call him!’

 ‘That’s a great idea!’ Olivia smiled, looking frantically for her phone. ‘What should I say?’

 ‘Tell him what an asshole he was, and that he better shape up.’ Becca started singing

to herself.

 ‘It’s ringing!’

 ‘Hello?’ He sounded concerned.

 ‘Well, helloooo, detective! I’ve got a bone to pick with you!’ She chuckled.

  ‘Are you drunk?’ He asked.

 ‘Does it matter if I am?’ Her words started to slur. ‘I really don’t care if you slept with the slutty nurse, she was really pretty, but I bet she was nothing compared to me.’

 ‘Well, you better start shaping up, Mr.’ Becca grabbed the phone and started singing loudly.

‘Wait, give it back!’ Olivia reached for the phone again.

 

He laughed and Olivia bit her lip at the noise.

 ‘Your laugh is really sexy.’

 

 ‘And you have a lovely ass.’ She paused. ‘Wait, no. You are an ass, is what I meant. But you do have a good ass too.’

‘Has someone been thinking about my offer?’ He asked.

 ‘Yes, get your shit together. Stop being a dickhead. I like you, you know, but you mess things up a lot and it annoys me.’

 

A woman’s laugh came from his side of the phone.

 ‘Who was that?’ Olivia asked, getting an uncomfortable feeling in her stomach. ‘Is someone with you? Is it Meghan?’ She accused as he started stuttering for an excuse. ‘Yeah I really mean a lot to you, don’t I?’ She put the phone down and threw it at the sofa.

 ‘Is everything okay?’ Becca asked, grabbing the wine bottle and offering it to her.

 ‘He’s with that bitch.’ She muttered, taking the bottle and drinking out of it. ‘The nurse one from today.’

 ‘What a fuckboy. Honestly.’ She liked that, and decided to send him a text.

 

 ‘I want to go to bed.’ She sighed, stumbling out the room, leaving her phone wherever it was.

 It was 7am when her alarm screamed down her ear. Whacking her clock until it turned off, she moaned as the headache hit her. Becca’s feet were in her face, kicking her as she woke up.

 ‘Get off!’ She sighed, sitting up slowly, her hands holding her head. ‘What happened last night?’

 ‘I don’t have a clue.’ Becca groaned, pulling a pillow over her head.

 ‘Coffee?’

 ‘Please.’

 Olivia shuffled to the front room after switching on the coffee pot. Her phone was flashing on the couch.

 Damien:

Oh, no. What had she done? She vaguely remembered calling him and… were they watching Grease? Reading through their messages, the blood drained from her face.

 ‘Where’s this coffee at?’

 ‘I drunk called and texted Damien.’

 ‘Oh shit, what did you say?’

 ‘Something about a slut.’ She sighed, rubbing at her eyes.

 ‘That nurse.’ Becca reminded her as she helped herself to some coffee. Oh yeah, work was going to be fun. ‘Well, I’m going home. Get showered, look pretty, you’ll have some making up to do.’

 ‘Bye, Bex.’ Olivia sighed.

 

  ‘Well, well, well. If it isn’t Miss Alcohol On A Work Night. I’m not impressed.’ Damien was sat in her chair, his feet up on her desk as he smirked at her.

 ‘You’re being very loud.’ She sighed, pushing his feet off her table.

 ‘I thought you could use this.’ He reached for a large coffee cup and handed it to her.

 ‘You’re a gem.’ She smiled, sitting on his chair. He rolled over to sit next to her.

 ‘You realise you drunk called me?’

 ‘Yeah. Sorry.’ She sighed, taking a much needed drink.

 ‘Sounds like you and Becca had a fun night.’ He smiled.

 ‘It started that way. Sorry about the call, and the text.’ She leaned her head back and closed her eyes.

 ‘Let’s go and recap, shall we? So, you said you were really good in bed, you think my ass and laugh are very sexy, Becca likes to sing Grease when she’s drunk and then you got really pissy and thought I was with Meghan.’ Damien explained and Olivia groaned, embarrassed.

 ‘I heard a woman laugh!’ She suddenly remembered, sitting upright.

 ‘My mother was in hospital again and you heard her nurse laugh.’ He chuckled. ‘I did try to ring and explain, but you ignored me.’

 ‘I was asleep.’ She shrugged, pulling the mug near her lips so he couldn’t see her smile. ‘So, you didn’t sleep with Meghan?’ She asked shyly.

 ‘I did not, I promise. It was a big mistake anyway.’

 ‘Why? Not into doctor and nurse roleplay?’ She raised an eyebrow.

 ‘Now I’m not.’ He laughed. ‘Let me explain. So, we went back to her place, and she excuses herself for a minute. She comes back and she’s in her literal uniform, no sexy lingerie, she’s fully clothed.’ Olivia was already chuckling. ‘And she calls me to the bedroom like an actual patient, checks my pulse and my temperature and, after like an hour, we start doing it. Then she starts making these noises.’

 ‘Noises?’ Olivia asked, trying to control herself.

 ‘Like a whale, I shit you not. And nothing about it was appealing, believe me. I had to pretend to finish just so I could leave.’ Olivia couldn’t hold it in any longer; she laughed loudly, startling a few people around them. Damien laughed with her and soon, their eyes were filled with tears from laughing so much.

 ‘Wow, okay that was hilarious.’ Olivia wiped the tears from her eyes. ‘Sorry I ever thought you enjoyed sleeping with her.’

 ‘It was definitely an eventful night, but I did not enjoy it.’ He agreed, nudging her knee with his.

 ‘Sorry, again.’ She shrugged, nudging him back.

 ‘Anyway, terrible nurse sex aside, there’s something I want to ask.’ He smiled, a blush rising in his cheeks. ‘Last night, you said you actually liked me, and you’ve said before that it could maybe work one day. I know I mess things up but-’

 ‘Look, I do like you, most of the time, and of course I care for you. But, sometimes we’re just so toxic for each other, we mix good and bad feelings together and it explodes. I just think we need time.’ Olivia explained and, as much as it hurt, Damien agreed.

 ‘How about we just cool off for a while? Give each other some space, put our feelings to the side for now and just be partners for a while?’

 ‘Yeah, I’d like that. A new start.’ She winked.

 

Chapter Four

 

 Six weeks later, the pair were sat in a car on surveillance duty. They’d been given the boring part of the job; it was an easy case, no-one was expecting any action but it was always smart to have a back-up plan. Since they’d agreed to put their feelings to the side, everything seemed to work better. They argued occasionally but it was never too serious, never personal, and they could joke again without offending each other. The whole precinct knew something was different but they never missed the small flirting they did when they thought no-one was watching. Sooner or later, they were expecting them to get together.

 Damien had been more open with her; he told her everything about his mother, called when he needed help and it took the pressure off his shoulders. In turn, she told him more about herself and her family as well, they talked a lot when they were on stakeouts.

 The radio had been quiet for a while and Damien sighed, annoyed they couldn’t turn any music on.

 ‘Everything good at home?’ Olivia asked, biting into an apple. A while ago, he’d bet her she couldn’t eat a piece of fruit a day and, unable to resist a challenge, she’d successfully eaten a piece of fruit, in front of him, every day for just over a month.

 ‘Mum seems to be doing better, but there’s plenty of bad days for every single good day. I’m just taking each day as it comes.’

 ‘I’m glad she’s okay though.’

 ‘She really wants to meet the woman who drives me insane.’ He laughed.

 ‘Oh, so you still describe me like that to her?’ She smiled, playfully hitting his arm. ‘I can’t wait to meet her to show her what a delight I am.’

 ‘You are a delight but you still drive me insane.’ He winked

 ‘Stop it. You’re going to make me vomit.’ She rolled her eyes and threw her apple core at him.

 ‘Hey! This is my car, treat it with some respect. We’re not in your garbage truck.’

 

 ‘That was uneventful.’ He sighed. ‘Do you want to go for a coffee? We don’t have to be back straight away.’

 ‘I guess a coffee can’t hurt.’ She shrugged, putting her seatbelt back on.

 

 Damien drove them to his favourite coffee shop, not too far from the precinct, and chose a small table in the corner. They’d been put on the night shift and having a coffee wasn’t a bad way to start the shift.

 ‘You know, I heard it’s going to be a quiet shift tonight. Just you, me, a few odd cops walking around.’ She smirked and Damien raised an eyebrow at her.

 ‘I don’t like that look on your face. What are you up to?’ He asked, his interest peaked.

 ‘Well, since the Captain isn’t in for the next few days… fancy a little game of dares?’

 He was hesitant, ‘You know what happened last time. I’m not sure it’s the best idea.’

 ‘You scared?’ She teased and he nodded.

 ‘Scared of getting suspended again? Yes.’

 ‘We only got suspended last time because you got caught putting laxative in the water tank.’ She burst out laughing.

 ‘What do you reckon would have happened if we got caught doing some of the more… riskier things?’

 ‘Jail. For sure.’ She was still laughing. ‘Come on, that was one of the best nights of my life.’ She grinned.

 ‘They always seem to be with me, don’t they?’ He smirked.

 ‘Shut it. Come on, please. We could use a laugh.’

 ‘Fine. But, if we get caught, you take the blame.’

 ‘Deal.’ She shook his hand and began plotting their night.

 

 ‘Okay, you know what you need to do?’ Olivia whispered and he nodded before looking around, making sure no-one else was around. They were back at the precinct, waiting outside the security room. ‘Good luck.’ He walked away from her and into the room.

 ‘Hey, Tim. Can I ask you something?’ He asked, opening the door. Tim, the night guard, turned in his chair and smiled at him. That was her cue. She ran into the bullpen, dodging around people’s desks and chairs. Climbing up on a desk, she stuck a photo of the bullpen against the lense and jumped down as someone walked in.

 ‘You’d be a terrible criminal.’ Damien smiled at her and she scowled at him for a moment before running over to her desk.

 ‘Silly string time.’ She threw a can at him and kept one for herself.

 ‘Why do you already have some?’

 ‘In case of emergency.’ She grinned. ‘Get spraying.’

 

One very colorful office later and the real game began.

 ‘Alright, you didn’t wimp out, Mackie. Time for a real dare.’ She grinned.

 ‘Give me your worst.’

 ‘Go to the men’s toilets, draw a dick, and write Davies over it.’

 ‘You already realize there’s like a hundred of those?’ He laughed, she wasn't the first to think of that one.

 ‘Fine, the women’s then.’

 ‘You’re on.’

 It didn’t take him long to finish the job.

 

 A few hours passed with them daring each other to do stupid things, some of them requiring a sneaky trip out the office. They had replaced the coffee with mud, put the captain’s name tag upside down on his door, taken everyone’s mouse and put them on the floor next to a block of cheese, moved everything in the breakroom five inches left, and they weren’t finished yet.

 Their next task was moving everyone’s family photos around onto other people’s desk, including their own. They didn’t want to look suspicious. Then they managed to set a small fire in one of the interrogation rooms, but put it out straight away. Accidents happen.

 ‘Shall we call it a night before anything else serious happens?’ Damien asked. ‘That was a close call, and I need this job.’ He laughed. ‘It’s nearly time to go anyway.’

 ‘Yeah, I guess you’re right.’ She said. The sun was rising and the day shift would be starting in the next few hours, but she’d had great fun with him, she wasn't really ready for the night to end.

 ‘Do you want to grab some breakfast?’ She asked.

 ‘Yeah, you driving?’ He smiled and she nodded, looking around at the chaos in the room one last time.

 

 They were sat in a pancake house a little later, giggling about the pranks they’d pulled. Olivia had ordered a large serving of pancakes for them to share, covered in syrup, which was too sweet for his liking

 ‘Captain’s gonna be pissed.’ He smiled, taking a sip of tea. ‘I hope you know what you’ve done.’

 ‘We’ve been good for months, we should be okay.’ She shrugged, pulling a pancake onto her plate. ‘Aren’t you eating?’

 ‘I’m not really feeling pancakes.’ He admitted and Olivia’s face turned sad.

 ‘Why didn’t you say? I would’ve ordered something else’

 ‘Come on, you and I both know you can finish those off perfectly fine on your own. I’m just going to get some toast. Do you want another coffee?’ He asked.

 ‘Yeah, that’d be great.’ She smiled, watching him walk to the counter and order. His ass looked great in those jeans, and his sweater clung to his arms and chest. She saw a few other women look over to him, others who were just starting or finishing work, and even Olivia struggled to take her eyes off him. It was difficult to overlook Damien; he was practically perfect, both in looks and personality, and it seemed like everyone around him could sense it. He walked back a moment or so later and pushed a cup of coffee towards her.

 ‘No toast?’ She asked.

 ‘The waitress is a little busy, she said she’d bring it over when it’s done.’ He shrugged and then he leaned across the table and wiped something off Olivia’s cheek without warning. ‘Can’t take you anywhere.’ He smiled to himself and she felt her cheeks redden. For a moment, she thought he was going to kiss her and, if only for that moment, she wouldn’t have objected.

 ‘Okay, I got some toast for you, honey.’ A voice came from next to them and Olivia jumped a little at the noise.

 ‘Thanks.’ He smiled as she placed them down on the table. She hovered for a moment and then pulled a napkin out of her pocket, placing it down next to the plate, before walking away. She looked back at Damien before she reached the counter again and Olivia couldn’t help but notice. He took a bite of the toast without realising something odd had happened.

 ‘You realise her number is on that napkin, right?’ Olivia pointed out and he shrugged, pushing it towards her.

 ‘Keep it, I don’t want it.’ He shrugged, not bothering to check whether the number was there or not.

 ‘Got a girl I don’t know about?’ She teased and he ran a hand through his hair, nervous all of a sudden.

 ‘Are you free sometime this week?’ He asked just as Olivia finished eating.

 ‘Yeah, I mean, other than work. Why-’

 ‘Do you wanna go on a date with me?’ He said quickly, almost too quick for her to hear exactly what he’d said.

 ‘You’re asking me out on a date?’ She checked, smiling a little. His cheeks turned a very noticeable shade of red as he nodded. ‘I guess a date wouldn’t be awful.’

 ‘Really?’

 ‘I thought about asking you a couple of weeks ago.’ She shrugged and he looked surprised.

 ‘Wait, so why didn’t you ask me?’

 ‘I thought you’d lost interest.’ She explained. ‘Sure, you were flirty, but it was just the same level you use with other women. I thought maybe someone else had grabbed your attention.’

 ‘Unfortunately, it’s still you running around my thoughts, plaguing me at night.’ He smirked.

 ‘Has it been awful?’ She smiled, putting some money on the table before he could, refusing any he tried to put down. She stood up to leave and he had to follow her.

 ‘Unbearable.’ He agreed. ‘I’ve been all alone in a large, cold bed.’ He pretended to sniffle, as they walked to the car park. There were a few cars parked up, their owners inside the pancake house, but there was no-one coming or going. No sane person chooses to be awake at this time. ‘It’s so much better when you’re in it.’ He smiled, winking at her.

 ‘I’ve never been in your bed.’ She reminded him, going to unlock her car. He stood right behind her, his hands on her hips, pulling her to him.

 ‘It’s only ten minutes away if you want to try it.’ He practically growled in her ear.

 ‘What a good first impression that would be on your mother.’ She smiled, turning to face him. He kept her pinned against the car, his face close to hers.

 ‘Well I’m sure your bed would be just as good.’ He smirked, every inch of their bodies touching. His hands moved back from her hips and touched the small of her back, his fingers played with the waistline of her pants.

 ‘You’re actually being serious, aren’t you?’ She laughed and he watched her lips move.

 ‘A hundred percent. After all, six weeks is a long, long time.’

 ‘We went two years without jumping into each other’s beds, we can last a couple more days. It wouldn’t be right.’

 ‘No, you just jump me in the men’s bathroom instead.’ He smirked, leaning in to kiss behind her ear.

 ‘Damien! Cut it out!’ She laughed, pushing him back a little, her hands staying on his chest. ‘It’s not happening.’ God, she wanted to though.

 ‘It’s almost as if you’re scared…’ He smirked. No, no way would she give in to that crap, wouldn’t fall for her own trick. ‘After all those risky jokes I’ve done tonight, I can’t even get a kiss for my efforts.’

 ‘Because we both know you want more than a kiss, Dame.’ He didn’t bother speaking after that. He just stared down at her, flicking from her eyes to her lips, slowly getting closer, taunting her. ‘Fuck sake.’ She pulled his lips down to her, hungry for him.

 ‘God, you’re so easy.’ He smirked as she pushed him away a moment later. ‘All I have to do is challenge you.’

 ‘The annoying thing is, you’re the only one it works for.’ She complained, pushing the hair out of her face. ‘And you’re the only one who ever does it.’ She moved past him and opened the door to the back seats. ‘Get in.’ He did, sitting in the middle seat. She slammed the door, and was soon on his lap, grinding against him and kissing his lips hard. Pulling his jumper off, she threw it to the front seat and started kissing his jaw, his neck, anywhere she could touch.

 ‘You’re going to leave a mark.’ He moaned. ‘How are you going to explain that?’

 ‘I won’t have to.’ She smiled, biting him harder.

 ‘You know, you’re single-handedly ticking off half of my sex bucket list.’ He chuckled, his hands grabbing at her waist again  

 ‘You don’t actually have one of those, do you?’ She asked, pausing for a moment.

 ‘I mean, it’s not written down.’ He laughed, moving to do the buttons on her shirt. He only opened to where he needed, revealing the top of her breasts. ‘I guess I have a favor to return.’ He said, kissing her collarbone, moving lower to bite her.

 ‘Jesus, Damien. Don’t stop.’

 

A tap at the window made Olivia yelp and bump her head on the roof.

 ‘Excuse me.’ Came a muffled voice. ‘This is a public area. Can you move on, please?’

 ‘Another tick on the list.’ He grinned at her as she scrambled off his lap, tugging her shirt back into place. ‘I guess it wasn't meant to be today.’

 ‘Yeah, we should save it.’ She said, her hands trying to cover her red cheeks. He reached to the front for his jumper and put it back on. ‘I’ll drop you off at home.’

 They were quiet for the ride home, feeling a little embarrassed they had been caught, and a little disappointed the moment was ruined. He paused when she pulled up outside his building, turning in his seat to look at her.

 ‘So, when are you free for a date?’ He smiled, reaching over to move a stray piece of hair from her face. He was exhausted, but the night had been great.

 ‘How does seven sound on Saturday?’ She suggested. ‘We can figure out what to do at work, or we can text-’

‘No, let met plan the evening.’ He smiled. ‘I want to impress you.’

 ‘It can’t just be an evening of sex.’ She clarified. ‘I want a real, proper date.’

 ‘But what are my chances of getting some?’

 ‘Well, you’ll just have to wait and see.’ She laughed but Damien knew his chances were good.

 ‘Speaking of which, you sure you don’t want to come test out my bed?’ He winked and Olivia rolled her eyes before leaning in to kiss his cheek.

 ‘I’ll see you at work.’ She smiled.

 Getting out the car, he walked up to the apartment block’s door and turned back to wave. God, she was amazing. No one ever made him feel like she did, he couldn’t wait for their date. It would be perfect. He tried to unlock the door and his key got jammed in the lock like usual. He sighed to himself.

 ‘All the fucking time.’ He muttered.

 ‘Hey, Damien!’ It was Olivia, running up to him, her car unmoved. He turned to her and her arms wrapped around his neck, pushing him against the door. Then, she kissed him, tenderly, sweetly. ‘I just had to.’ She explained herself before he’d even asked. She kissed him again, tugging lightly at his hair. His hands were at her waist, sneaking up her shirt a little, feeling the warm, smooth skin underneath.

 He heard the door twist open too late and, for a moment, felt himself fall backwards. If it wasn't for Olivia pulling him into her, he would have tumbled onto the floor.

 ‘Damien!’ Said one of his neighbours, staring at the couple. Shock came over her face when she realised what she had caught them doing. ‘I’m so sorry.’

 ‘Mrs Maddison. Good morning. You’re up early.’ Mrs Maddison lived across the hall from them and was a similar age to his mother, the two spent a considerable amount of time together.

 ‘I’m just nipping to the shop, do you need anything?’

 ‘I’m fine, thank you.’ She carried on with her task, but was a rather slow walker, and was clearly walking slower than usual to eavesdrop.

 ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’ Olivia smiled.

 ‘See you tomorrow.’ He said, kissing her quickly. He watched her go, even waiting to watch her car drive away.

 

Upstairs, he headed straight for the shower; the night itself had been warm and running around pulling all those pranks had only made him sweaty. Not to mention their little adventure in the back seat of the car. Not long after, he jumped into bed, pulling the duvet over him. The morning sun began lighting up his room but his eyes slowly began to shut. He heard his mum start shuffling around, but he soon fell asleep, letting the thoughts of Olivia lull him into a dream.

 It was two in the afternoon when he woke up, his room was bright and it took him a moment to adjust. He grabbed his phone and saw a message from Olivia.

 

 He smiled to himself and got out of bed, throwing on a t-shirt and some shorts. His mum was in the lounge, sitting in her comfy chair, sipping a cup of tea as she watched a game show. Damien joined her, finding a warm mug waiting for him.

 ‘Look who decided to wake up.’ She smiled, turning the TV down a little. ‘How was your shift?’

 ‘Quiet. We had some fun in the office causing a little mayhem, playing a few pranks.’

 ‘You know what happened last time-’

 ‘It didn’t get out of hand this time, we’ve been given the all clear.’

 ‘You and who exactly?’ She asked, spotting the bruise on his neck. She had a pretty good idea who he’d been spending time with.

 ‘My partner, Olivia. It was her idea.’

 ‘And whose idea was it to give you that hickey?’ He choked on his tea and went bright red, covering his neck.

 ‘Mum!’

 ‘Well, you didn’t exactly hide it! Jesus, it looks like a vampire bit into you.’ She laughed. ‘Julie said she caught you with a young woman outside the apartment block anyway.’

 ‘She dropped me off after shift. It’s not as bad as you think, we just… kissed a little.’ He defended.

 ‘A little?’

 ‘Alright, a lot.’ He chuckled. ‘But I did get a date.’

 ‘You did?’ She beamed.

 ‘Yeah, we’re going out Saturday.’

 ‘I’m happy for you, Dame, you finally got the girl.’ She joked and Damien only blushed more. ‘Do you need me out of the house on Saturday?’

 ‘If anything happens, we’ll just go back to hers.’ He said, feeling a little uncomfortable. ‘We wouldn’t want to bother you.’

 ‘You mean you don’t want me bothering you?’ She laughed. He closed his eyes but laughed with her. ‘I was young once, you know.’

 ‘I know, mum. Well, thank you for this delightful conversation but I’m going to the gym.’

 

 Going into work the next day, he did everything he could to hide his bruise but it was in too awkward a place. Before he even reached the office, he knew someone would say something. Walking towards his desk, he saw Olivia was already typing away on her side.

 Before he even got chance to say hello to her, they were interrupted.

 ‘Damien Macken, what is that on your neck?’ Becca shouted, attracting everyone’s attention, including the captain’s. What a friend she was.

 The whole squad joined him at his desk.

 ‘Jesus, what’s been at you?’ Hoffman asked, pulling at his collar to get a better look.

 ‘It starts with an O and ends in an A.’ Jason laughed and Olivia rolled her eyes at him from across the desk.

 ‘Alright, I was with a chick. Lay off.’

 ‘Believe me, we all know that.’ The captain laughed. ‘Anyone we know?’

 ‘Just some woman from a bar.’

 ‘Uh-uh. No way.’ The sergeant objected. ‘We all know who’s responsible for that.’ She smirked, staring at Olivia.

 ‘You think it’s me? Gross.’

 ‘You two spend all night together, ruining the office and god knows what else, he comes back with a black and blue neck and you’re acting all coy. Come on, you two. Spill the beans.’

 ‘Alright, alright. It was me.’ She admitted, shrugging at Damien, who had the biggest smirk she had ever seen on his face. ‘Things got a little heated.’

 ‘They can’t keep their hands off each other recently.’ Becca smiled and Olivia shot her a look that could kill.

 ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ The sergeant didn’t miss what Becca had said, no-one did.

 ‘It means nothing.’ Damien explained. ‘Liv and I are going on a date, if you all must know, and we’d respect some privacy, if you wouldn’t mind?’

 ‘They’re right.’ The Captain called, starting to gesture people away. ‘Leave them alone, show’s over.’

 ‘Thank you, sir.’ Smiled Olivia.

 ‘Hardy, please leave his neck alone. Leave the assaulting to the criminals.’ He grinned, walking to his office.

  Eventually, they were left alone as everyone else started to get on with their work.

 ‘Is it safe to say good morning?’ He smiled and a wolf whistle came from across the room.

 ‘Good morning,’ She smiled back. ‘You couldn’t hide that any better, huh?’

 ‘I tried! Would it have been less obvious if I was wearing a scarf?’ He teased. ‘Anyway, it’s your fault I’m in this position.’

 ‘How was this my fault?!’ She laughed.

 ‘Well, I didn’t put that bruise there.’

 ‘You asked for it when you pushed yourself against me on that car.’ She shrugged, throwing their mini basketball at him.

 ‘At least you didn’t have to explain it to your mother last night.’ He laughed, throwing it back as she gave a sympathetic smile.

 ‘I’d say I’m sorry but-’

 ‘But you love to see me being embarrassed.’ He finished her sentence for her. ‘She’s happy for us, anyway.’

 ‘Is she giving you dating tips?’ Olivia teased.

 ‘I don’t think I need tips on how to impress you.’ He winked. ‘And, I’ve got it all planned already.’

 ‘Oh, yeah? What are we doing?

 ‘Well, I was thinking dinner-’

 ‘Of course.’

 ‘Then, because I know you don’t like going to the movies for first dates. I was thinking either bowling-’

 ‘I’m not allowed to go bowling.’ She said quickly.

 ‘Who says? You’re mom?’ He joked and she nodded.

 ‘Yes. And my dad. And the bowling alley. And the paramedics.’

 ‘Paramedics?’

 ‘I hit an old lady. Don’t ask.’

 Damien suddenly looked a little fearful. What on earth was he getting himself into?

 ‘Okay… well, option two is crazy golf.’

 ‘Oh! That could be fun!’ She beamed. ‘You any good?’

 ‘Am I any good? Trust me, you’ll be wanting me on the course when you see my skills.’ He smiled.

 ‘Crazy golf it is then, I’ll try and not tear your clothes off you.’ She joked and he pouted in disappointment. ‘But, for now, I have a school talk to get to and you have paperwork to do.’ She started packing a bag before walking over to his side of the desk.

 ‘Are you in later?’ He asked, looking up at her from his chair.

 ‘No, sorry. And I’m in a conference tomorrow morning so I won’t be in the office.’ She shrugged and he sighed.

 ‘So not only am I working on a Saturday, I’m working alone.’ He complained. ‘I guess the next time I see you will be at your door with a bunch of flowers.’ He smiled.

 ‘If you think flowers is the way to go.’ She shrugged. ‘I’ll see you then, Macken.’ She smiled, scruffing his hair up. Is it needed?

 ‘See you later, Hardy.’ He laughed. She left and he watched her go, sighing as he turned back to his desk. ‘Best cancel that bouquet.’

 

Becca’s voice called from the phone speaker as Olivia rummaged through her wardrobe.

 ‘We’re playing crazy golf, Becca. If I move too fast my boobs will fall out of that dress.’ She sighed, feeling like she had nothing suitable.

She laughed.

 ‘And what about shoes? I can hardly play golf in heels.’ This was the most stressed she had ever been about choosing an outfit.

 

 ‘It’s a relaxed date.’ She argued, pulling out another dress just to put it away again.

‘What about some pants and a nice blouse?’

 

 ‘He knows exactly what he’s getting.’ She pointed out.

 

Becca sighed.

 ‘I think I’ve got it. Thanks for all the useless help.’ Olivia laughed. ‘Wish me luck.’

 

 ‘All covered. I need to go, he’ll be here soon.’

 

She hung up.

 Olivia started running around her flat, trying to get ready in time. It was nearly seven. Becca had wasted some of her time but she was sure she’d make it.

 

This was it. She felt a little nervous and checked her reflection before she answered the door. She’d settled on a simple, dark blue dress that fell to her knees and pair of black ballerina pumps. At the last minute, she’d grabbed a cream cardigan too and smiled as she saw the finished outfit. Not too revealing, but it was obvious she had made an effort. Her dark hair framed her face and she’d used her best perfume.

Damn, she’d left him waiting. She jogged to the door and took a deep breath before opening it.

 ‘Hey,’ She smiled. Damn, he looked good and she wondered if it had taken him as long as it had taken her to choose the right clothes. He was wearing a white t-shirt with a dark blue blazer and a pair of jeans, which fitted him in all the right places, matching his all black vans.

 ‘Wow, you look beautiful.’ He smiled, leaning in to kiss her cheek before handing her a small box of chocolates. ‘I decided against flowers.’

 ‘You know me so well.’ She chuckled, checking the bottom of the box for the flavors inside. ‘Come in.’ She stepped back from the door to let him in.

 ‘Wow, you cleaned.’

 ‘I went all out.’ She shrugged, picking up her purse from the side, checking to see if the chocolate box would fit, which it did not. He rolled his eyes at her and laughed.

 ‘If you leave them here, they won’t disappear.’ He assured her and she left the box on the side with a small frown.

 ‘Never hurts to try. Shall we get going?’ She smiled, starting to walk out the door. Before she could, Damien grabbed her arm and pulled her to him, a hand on her waist. Leaning down, he kissed her, gently at first. Before he could get carried away, Olivia pulled away. ‘Come on.’ She said, pulling away. ‘You promised me a real date, Macken.’ He let go of her reluctantly.

 ‘One real date, coming up.’ He smiled, offering her his arm, which she took with a bright smile. On the sidewalk in front of her house, a cab was parked waiting for them. Damien opened the door for her and told the driver where to go.

 

Damien had booked them a table at one of Olivia’s favourite Italian restaurants, one Becca had told him to book, and when they arrived, he couldn’t stop staring at her. He couldn’t believe he was finally here, finally the one taking Olivia Hardy out on a date. No more Tom, no more gossip about failed dates in the breakroom, it was his turn and he never wanted to stop smiling. They ordered wine, trying to look like a sophisticated couple, but they both knew the other preferred different drinks.

 ‘What are you getting?’ She asked, looking up suddenly. He stuttered a little, embarrassed she’d caught him staring.

 ‘Oh, I haven’t decided. Are you having salad and water?’ He smirked.

 ‘Only if we’re getting actual food after.’

 ‘What are you looking at?’ She sighed, biting her lip a little.

 ‘I was looking at the pasta, it’s amazing. I could eat everything here, if the portions weren’t so huge.’

 ‘Jesus, they must be big if you can’t manage.’ He smiled. ‘This place is a little fancy for my tastes so I have no idea either.’ He whispered.

 ‘We could share a pizza?’ She smiled.

 ‘Pepperoni?’ He suggested and she nodded.

 ‘Would it be anything else?’

 It took them a while to eat their food, they kept making each other laugh. It was the easiest date either of them had ever been on; they weren’t trying to pretend to be people they were not, they didn’t need to give picture perfect stories about their lives. They could be honest and never had a meal been more fun.

 ‘More wine?’ Damien asked when they eventually finished the pizza.

 ‘No, thank you. I don’t think I should be given a golf club if I’m drunk.’ She had a sip of water instead.

 ‘Yeah, you’re right. Dessert?’

 ‘Now you’re talking.’

 

 ‘Oh my God, this chocolate cake is amazing.’ He moaned, closing his eyes. ‘You’ve got competition.’ He winked, having another bite.

 ‘It’s sounds like you don’t need me here.’ She smiled. ‘You and that cake need to get a room.’

 ‘We really do.’

 ‘Okay, let me try some.’ She said, leaning over with her spoon to take some. He pulled the plate back defensively. ‘Woah, I’m not going to hurt it. I just want a tiny piece.’

 ‘I didn’t see you sharing your cheesecake. You slapped my hand away when I asked.’

 ‘You know how I am with food. Let me try!’

 ‘Get lost. This is my cake.’

 ‘Let me feed you some then.’ He paused a moment before moving the plate a few inches towards her, just enough so she could reach. She scooped a small bit onto her spoon and moved it towards his mouth then, at the last second, she ate it instead.

 ‘Oi!’ She licked the spoon clean, giving him a wink. ‘No fair!’

 ‘Mmm, it is delicious.’

 ‘You know, we’re supposed to be building a trusting relationship.’

 ‘Get over it. What’s the worst you can do? It’s not like you’ll ban sex.’ She shrugged her shoulders.

 ‘I’ll get you banned from here instead.’

 ‘Oh yeah, how you gonna do that?’

 ‘I’ll say you assaulted a pensioner.’

 ‘When?!’

 ‘At bowling.’

 ‘I was eight, Macken. They won’t care.’

 ‘Eight! What the hell happened?’ She still didn’t tell him.

 After deciding to get another chocolate cake and share it between them, a difficult task, they asked for the bill. Olivia turned to get her purse.

 ‘Ah, ah. This one’s on me.’

 ‘I only let the guy pay when he’s a jerk.’ She said, pulling some money out. ‘Let’s split it. It’s not like one of us earns more.’

 ‘Come on, let me be old-fashioned for once.’ He pleaded.

 ‘Macken.’

 ‘Hardy

 ‘Let me pay the tip at least.’

 ‘Fine.’ He sighed.

 

 The crazy golf center wasn't far from the restaurant and they decided to walk, hand in hand. They were still laughing and joking, enjoying each other’s company away from work.

 ‘We’re here. I’ll go get the clubs.’ He smiled, kissing her before going to find the counter. When he returned, she was watching the other people playing on the course, her concentration obvious.

 ‘I’ve not a clue what to do.’ She admitted, looking a little nervous.

 ‘Hey, it’ll be fine.’

 ‘I’d hate for the fire brigade to turn up again.’ She said, taking a club and ball.

 ‘The fire brigade! You need to tell me this story.’

 ‘You’d never want to see me again.’ She chuckled. ‘Come on, show me what to do.’

 They walked over to a practice hole, a simple, unobstructed straight line. He tried to demonstrate how to hold the club but it didn’t work well. Wrapping his arms around her, despite her protests of becoming a cliché, he helped her to practice a little, enough that she seemed to relax a little.

 

Olivia started off with a hole-in-one, but it took Damien far too many attempts for such an easy shot.

 ‘I thought you said you were good at this.’ She smirked, hands on her hips.

 ‘Oh, shut up, you.’ He scrunched his face up, then finally got it in.

 The next few didn’t go too badly for either of them, but she was winning and was finding it rather enjoyable teasing him about it. Things just kept getting in his way: the tiny windmill, the side walls, his own ineptitude, not to mention the beautiful distraction beside him.

 ‘It’s a good job we’ve already slept together, because I wouldn’t be impressed by this.’ She laughed and he pretended to go in a mood. He was rather competitive, especially with her; two years of jokes and pranks weren’t just going to be forgotten. ‘Don’t be upset, you’re probably just nervous.’

 ‘No man likes to hear those words.’ He muttered as he scribbled their scores down.

 ‘It’s cute.’ She smiled, leaning over to kiss his cheek before walking ahead to the next hole.

 ‘Yeah, yeah.’ He smiled a little after her, knowing she was enjoying every second of the game, even if it was just because she was winning.

 On the next hole, she was going first and Damien hatched a plan. He was fed up of losing and wasn't afraid to play dirty, office bragging rights were up for grabs, and that particular hole seemed difficult. As she was about to strike the ball, he hit his club with hers, causing her hit to go wonky. They watched the ball roll to the side then curl perfectly into the hole.

 ‘Hey! A hole-in-one!’ She laughed. ‘Thanks, Mackie!’

 ‘Karma really is a bitch.’ He sulked.

 

 At the end of the game, he was really unimpressed with himself. Not only had he lost by a large amount, Olivia wouldn’t stop gloating, nor did he expect her to. This was the same Olivia who made him play five games of pool after a stakeout just so she could win once.

 ‘Well done but it was just beginner’s luck.’ He smiled, handing their equipment back at the counter.

 ‘Oh yeah? Keep the excuses coming, next you’ll say you were going easy on me.’ She teased, grabbing his hand.

 ‘I was going easy on you. If you’d lost, would I even stand a chance of getting any action tonight?’ He said, making excuses.

 ‘Don’t sulk.’ She nudged him with her elbow.

 ‘Alright, you’ve proved a point. You beat me. Fair and square. It was a good practice round.’

 ‘Uh uh. No way. I won, that goes on the tally. We’ll just have to come back so I can beat you again.’ She shrugged and he smiled, brightening up.

 ‘Is that a second date, I hear?’

 ‘It might be.’ She squeezed his hand a little. ‘I really loved it tonight.’

 ‘You did?’ He asked.

 ‘Yeah, it was great. So, how about we grab a cab and head back to mine?’ She smiled at him but he knew that kind of smile, it suggested more, asked for more.

 ‘Yeah?’ He smirked, pulling them to a stand still.

 ‘Yeah.’ She said, standing on her tiptoes reaching up to kiss his lips.

 ‘You know, we could have done this months ago.’ He grinned and she rolled her eyes but smiled. ‘I’m just saying.’

 ‘We needed that time to calm down.’ She argued. ‘I’m also pretty sure it’ll be worth the wait.’

 ‘I know it will be.’ He winked, turning away from her for a moment to whistle for a cab. When one pulled up, he told the driver her address and they chatted quietly as they made their way through the city.

 

 Olivia unlocked her door and went to turn the handle. Damien’s hand rested on hers before she could and she turned back to him, confused.

 ‘What’s wrong?’

 ‘Come on, let’s at least act like this is a proper first date.’ He grinned, turning her to face him.

 ‘But you know we’re going in my apartment.’

 ‘I know, but come on, just pretend, it’s fun.’ He convinced her and she rolled her eyes at his silliness.

 ‘Fine.’ She paused. ‘So, I had a great night.’ She beamed.

 ‘Me too. We should do this again sometime. I’ll call you.’ He joked.

 ‘Okay, goodnight.’ She opened her door, walked in, then shut it in his face.

 ‘Hey! You’re ruining the game!’ He whined. He heard her laugh and then the door opened again.

 ‘Would you like to come in for some coffee?’ She asked.

 ‘I’d love to.’ He said, stepping into her apartment. She shut the door, and then took off her cardigan, flinging it onto the couch. ‘You know, you have a perfectly good coat rack to hang that up on?’ He chuckled, picking it up and placing it on the hook.

 ‘But you do it so much better.’ She laughed, walking into her kitchen to turn the kettle on. He soon followed, wrapping his arms around her waist, resting his chin on her shoulder.

 ‘You really did look beautiful tonight.’ He whispered and he felt her cheeks warm with blush.

 ‘Thank you.’ She smiled shyly. The kettle boiled and she made them both a drink. She led them to the couch and turned the TV on, a cop show appeared before them and Damien laughed.

 ‘Don’t get enough at work?’ He asked and she pretended to scowl at him. ‘We should go out again sometime.’ He suggested casually, watching her reaction out of the corner of his eye. He suddenly felt nervous around her, bashful even, like dating was brand new to him.

 ‘Yeah, I’d love to. Let’s go somewhere less competitive next time.’ She giggled, taking a sip of her drink.

 ‘I think that might be a good idea.’ He agreed. ‘Do you want to watch a movie?’

 ‘Sure, I’ve got a bunch of DVDs in the cupboard.’ She shrugged, pointing to a cupboard under the TV.

 ‘Who has DVDs these days? Don’t you have Netflix?’

 She shook her head, ‘And if you think I’d consider Netflix and

chill, you can think again.’ He laughed, then went to see what she had.

 ‘All you have is horror and Disney! Is it too late to go to mine?’ He asked, perusing her collection. ‘You know I’m a big wimp, right?’

 ‘Then pick a Disney film.’

 ‘I can’t.’

 ‘Why not?’ She laughed.

 ‘Because if we… do stuff, I can’t do it in front of Lion King.’ He admitted and Olivia burst out laughing. ‘Stop it!’

 ‘You’re so considerate of Mufasa’s feelings.’ She tried to control herself. ‘Pick a horror. I’ll protect you.’ She promised.

 He ended up choosing Insidious, a film that even managed to set Olivia on edge, and he wasn't lying when he said he was easily scared. It didn't take him long to find a blanket and hide behind it.

 ‘How can you like this stuff, you psycho.’ He looked at the screen for a moment and then pulled the blanket back over his face.

 ‘It’s fake! Come here, you big softie ’ He quickly moved closer to her, leaving the blanket behind. She chuckled and squeezed his knee for a second before focusing back on the film. Something appeared in the background of the film and Damien put a hand over his eyes, looking down instead. Something better caught his attention. Olivia’s dress had pulled up slightly and a large portion of her thigh was now visible. Slowly, he placed his other hand just above her knee, his thumb making small circles on her skin.

 ‘This is the best part!’ She whispered to him. Damien couldn’t tell if she’d noticed his touch and moved his hand slightly to check. As much as she seemed to be engrossed in the film, her eyes flickered down to his hand every so often and she would smirk a little, before looking back to the screen. Slowly, he began moving his hand up her thigh, reaching the hem of her dress. He leaned in to kiss her neck and, just as he did, a piercing scream came from the TV.

 ‘Fuck me.’ He jumped up from the couch and grabbed the remote, turning it off.

 ‘Hey!’ She complained but she noticed how uncomfortable he was.

 ‘Nope, I hate that film.’ He laughed nervously, running a hand through his hair as he started to pace. Olivia stood up and walked over to him, putting her hands on his cheeks, focusing his attention.

 ‘Are you okay?’ She asked, watching his face. ‘It’s just a movie, Dame.’ He sighed, calming down.

 ‘I’m fine, but I’d feel better with a kiss.’ He shrugged innocently and Olivia smiled, leaning up to kiss him, lightly, just the once. ‘Maybe just another one.’ He pulled her to him again, kissing her back sweetly, trying to hold himself back. He rested his forehead against hers and their eyes met, watching to see who would make the first move. Slowly, her hands reached up to his  shoulders, pushing his blazer to the floor, her hands lingering on his chest.

 ‘How are my chances looking?’ Damien asked quietly and she rolled her eyes before grabbing a handful of his shirt and kissing him, hard, pressing her body against his. His hands wrapped around her waist and he lifted her up, her legs sat on his hips as he started moving towards the bedroom.

 ‘Not opting for the couch his time?’ She laughed, only leaving his lips to talk.

 ‘Thought we’d try the bed for once.’ He kissed her again and she started getting more desperate, biting at his lips, pulling at his hair. Opening the door, he placed her down, stumbling around as his hands explored her body, reaching for the zip of her dress till it fell to the floor.

 ‘Matching underwear. You really went all out.’ He smirked, pulling his shirt over his head and throwing it across the room.

 ‘Take off your pants.’ She smiled against his lips. She couldn’t get enough of him, her whole body felt electric. They fell onto the bed together, Damien laying above her. He moved from her lips and started kissing her neck, nipping at her collarbone.

 ‘Don’t you dare give me a hickey.’ She warned and he chuckled, a sexy, deep laugh. His kisses started moving down her body, making her want him even more. He pulled her panties off slowly, teasing her, making her wait. ‘Damien.’ She moaned, impatient, as he started kissing her thighs. Then, finally, his tongue reached out and she moaned loudly. Running her fingers through his hair, she pushed him a little to where she needed him. He pulled away after a little while and lay next to her, pulling her on top of him.

 ‘God, we could have been doing this for six weeks.’ Her legs straddled his hips.

 ‘Whose fault is that?’ He sighed, lining himself up.

 ‘Yours.’ She moaned, as he pushed into her.

 ‘I hardly-’

 ‘Will you shut up.’ She smiled, leaning forward and capturing his lips in a kiss. He laughed, his hands roaming all over. He unhooked her bra, pulling it off.

  ‘So impatient, couldn’t even get fully undressed.’ He leaned over to bite her breast, making her moan again. She pulled his lips back to hers again and couldn’t help but smile.

After what felt like hours of passion, he rolled off her satisfied and exhausted. Drifting off to sleep he couldn’t help but take in the moment. Everything he’d been dreaming about had come true.

 

‘What is that noise?’ A voice groaned next to him, her voice. He woke up a little and smiled. He was finally waking up next to her. She was curled up against his back, her arm slung over his waist, but she wasn’t pleased at the wake-up call.

 ‘My phone.’ He leaned over to check the number, unknown, and silenced it before checking for other messages.

 ‘Why’s it so loud?’ She complained, turning over, away from the noise.

 ‘In case mum calls.’ He explained, putting the phone back.

 ‘Oh yeah, sorry.’

 ‘Sorry it woke you up.’ He smiled, turning over and pulling her body to his. He nuzzled her neck and wrapped an arm around her. ‘Last night was amazing.’

 ‘Mmhmm.’ She agreed sleepily.

 ‘What do you want to do today?’ He asked, kissing behind her ear.

 ‘I’m sleeping because I didn’t sleep much last night.’ She pointed out.

 ‘Like you didn’t enjoy it.’ He smirked. ‘How about we pick up where we left off?’ He started kissing her neck and her hand reached up to stop him.

 ‘Let me sleep’ She groaned, curling up into a ball against him. She made him smile.

 ‘Alright, alright.’ He chuckled, keeping her close. It wasn’t long till he closed his eyes and fell back asleep himself.

 

 Olivia woke up alone sometime later, the other side of the bed was cold. For a moment, she wondered if she’d dreamt spending the night with Damien but she could hear someone in the kitchen, whistling to themselves. The smell of food wafted into the room. Getting out of bed, she grabbed his t-shirt from the floor and threw it on, grabbing some underwear too. Walking into the kitchen, she found him cooking in his boxers and couldn’t help but admire the view. He’d clearly been working out, his shoulders looked wider than she’d remembered.

 ‘Good morning.’ She smiled, kissing his shoulder. ‘Something smells delicious.’

 ‘That would be breakfast.’ He grinned, putting another pancake on a plate, a stack growing on the side. ‘Thought I’d let you sleep in.’

 ‘And practice your culinary skills.’ She grinned and pulled a few onto another plate for herself as he finished cooking.

 ‘I cooked, you clean.’ He winked at her and she hit his arm playfully before leading them over to the couch, turning on the TV.

 ‘These are good, Dame. You can come over more often.’

 ‘Careful, I might just take you up on that offer.’ He smirked, moving food from his plate to hers. His phone beeped loudly on the table and he reached to pick it up. Meghan.

 ‘It’s Meghan.’ He muttered, confused. Olivia looked up from her pancakes with a scowl.

 ‘What does she want?’ She asked, shuffling noticeably closer to him.

 ‘I’ve not a clue.’ He admitted, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. ‘I was going to ignore it.’

 ‘Read it. I’m curious.’

 ‘Oh, so now you care what I do with her?’ He teased, not pushing it too far. Meghan was a sensitive subject. She put the plate down and climbed on his lap, looking him straight in the eye.

 ‘What does the message say?’

 ‘It’s a photo.’ He explained, oblivious.

 ‘A photo?!’

 ‘What’s wrong with that?’

 ‘She’s sent you a nude.’ She said, turning in his lap to sit between his legs. .

 ‘No, she hasn’t. Don’t be paranoid.’ He opened the message in front of them both. It was a picture of Meghan and, as expected, she was dressed in a slutty nurses outfit, little of her body left to the imagination. ‘Jesus!’

 ‘Told you.’ She scoffed.

 ‘In her defence, she isn’t completely nude.’ It was meant to be a joke, but Olivia did not see the funny side of it. She stood up suddenly and started pacing across the room. ‘Come on, it’s just a stupid picture. Why does it matter?’

 ‘Because a slutty nurse is every guy’s dream, even if they make weird noises.’ She was frustrated, getting herself more and more worked up.

 ‘Liv.’ He called but she didn’t even acknowledge him.

 ‘Just go ahead and send that to Victoria’s Secret. God, how am I meant to compete with that?’ She ranted and Damien stood up, wrapping his arms around her tightly.

 ‘I don’t care about Meghan, you shouldn’t care about her either.’ He assured her but she was still pouting. ‘I just had the best night of my life and you think I’d go running after a nurse I’ve been avoiding for a year?’ He stroked her hair.

 ‘Well, it sounds stupid when you say it.’ She muttered and he smiled a little.

 ‘Come on, just forget about the picture. I’d prefer a slutty cop anyway.’ He smirked.

 She whacked him playfully. ‘Watch it.’ She scolded. ‘Wait, I know how we can reply.’ She brightened up suddenly, squeezing out of his hold and grabbing the phone from the table.  

 ‘No, no, no.’ He chased after her, grabbing the phone back quickly. ‘We don’t have to send anything back.’ He sat back down on the couch and she joined him with a sigh, stretching her legs out towards him. ‘Come on, don’t be annoyed.’ She ran a hand through her hair.

 ‘I just think-’

He raised the camera and took a quick picture of her. ‘Hey!’ She complained, scowling.

 ‘It’s actually pretty cute.’ He smiled at the photo, quickly saving it before she turned the screen towards her. She softened, smiling a little.

 ‘Send it her. Let her know you’re taken.’

 ‘Am I taken?’ He smirked, an eyebrow raised.

 ‘Maybe.’ She smiled back, a small blush in her cheeks.

 ‘Does that mean I’m your-’

 ‘If you want to call us that… then sure.’ She smiled, moving to cuddle up to him. ‘I’m still exhausted.’

 ‘Go back to sleep.’ He kissed the side of her head.

 ‘Then I won’t sleep tonight. Fancy some Disney?’

 ‘Sounds perfect.’

 

 They spent the morning cuddled up on the couch, watching Disney films. Around one in the afternoon. Robin Hood was coming to an end and Olivia had fallen asleep.

 ‘Hey, gorgeous.’ He whispered, shaking her shoulder lightly. She stirred, opening her eyes slowly. ‘I need to get going, mum will be waiting.’

 ‘Oh, okay.’ She smiled, sitting up, rubbing her eyes. ‘Want me to drop you off at home?’ She stood up to stretch and he joined her, grabbing her hips to pull her close.

 ‘I’ll walk.’ He shrugged. ‘But I’m going to need my t-shirt back.’

 ‘Yeah, good luck with that.’ She grinned.

 ‘I can’t just walk home in a blazer, I’d be booked for public indecency.’ He laughed. ‘Come on, give it back.’

 ‘Come get it.’ There was a mischievous glint in her eye.

 ‘No. We’re not messing about. Give it me.’ He couldn’t help but smile. ‘Hardy, come on.’ She pushed his hands off of her and walked to her bedroom, Damien quickly following. He picked her up from behind, making her giggle. ‘I’ll pull it off if I have to.’ In the end, she surrendered the shirt, in exchange for more than enough kisses, and he passed her another t-shirt. She lay back on her bed, watching him get dressed.

 ‘It’s not as fun watching you put clothes on.’ She whined.

 ‘It’s not like I’ll never be back.’ He smiled, pulling his shirt on. He walked up to her, leaning down to kiss her. ‘I’ll see you later.’

 ‘Bye.’ She smiled.

 

 It wasn't a very long walk back to his own apartment; he hoped his mom was okay, he had left her for quite a while, longer than he probably should have. When we walked into the apartment, she was watching TV, eating lunch.

 ‘Damien!’ She beamed. ‘How was your date? I want to know everything.’

 ‘Maybe not everything, mum.’ He laughed, bending down to hug her. ‘Let me grab a quick shower, I’ll be right out.’ He smiled, walking to the bathroom. She grinned to herself as he left the room. She just wanted him to be happy, wanted to know that he’d be in good hands when she passed.

 

 Twenty minutes later, he was freshly showered and changed. His mother had made some some food for him, which he was grateful for, and he happily took a seat next to her.

 ‘So, how did it go? Where did you take her?’

 ‘It was unbelievable. We went to her favorite Italian place, we’ll have to go, the food was amazing.’

 ‘We could all go together!’

 ‘Yeah, that actually sounds really good.’ He smiled, excited his mother was so keen to meet Olivia. ‘Then we went to crazy golf and I was a gentleman and let her win.’

 ‘Sure you did.’ She chuckled. ‘Were you a sore loser like usual?’

 ‘You know, it’s a funny story-.’

 ‘So, yes?’

 ‘Fine. I was, but we had a good laugh. Then we went back to hers…’ His mother raised an eyebrow. ‘And we said our prayers and went to sleep.’

 ‘If that’s what you want to call it.’ She smirked. ‘I want to meet her.’

 ‘You can, let’s see how the next few dates go, then I promise, we’ll all go out.’

 

Chapter 5

 

 Three weeks passed in a blur of cases, dates, and nights they never wanted to end. Everything just seemed to work better because they were together; work was easy and without distractions, his mother seemed brighter and he and Olivia were more comfortable with each other than ever.  

 ‘So, do you want to go out tonight? Or do you want to have a quiet night in?’ She asked, flicking through some paperwork, double checking it.

 ‘We could go watch a movie?’ He suggested. ‘We could even go to the cinema if you can keep your hands off me.’

 She scoffed sarcastically, ‘You start it most of the time!’ He shrugged and she looked at her watch. ‘Perfect, it’s lunchtime, I’m starving. What do you want? I’ll go pick it up.’

 The worst thing she had done to him in their relationship - not that they had actually put a title on it yet - was get him into fast food. It was hurting his bank account, and his figure.

 ‘Maybe we should consider a healthier lunch?’

 ‘You’re funny. What do you want?’

 ‘Meatball sub, please.’ He sighed, handing over the money. ‘I’m serious though, Liv. We shouldn’t be eating so much crap.’ She rolled her eyes, her usual reaction when he tried to talk about eating better food, and kissed his cheek before leaving the precinct.

 Five minutes later, he heard a familiar voice.

 ‘Damien! You forgot your lunch this morning.’ His mother walked into the office, a visitors badge hanging around her neck. She’d put her wig on and a touch of makeup, he could tell, and she looked perfectly healthy, no one would suspect a thing.

 ‘Mum! What are you doing here?’ He asked, standing to pull her into a hug. She handed over a bag and looked around the office, obviously looking for someone. He caught on quickly. ‘Are you here to see Olivia?’

 ‘I came to give you food!’ She protested and Damien folded his arms over his chest. ‘And also maybe see Olivia.’ She admitted.

 ‘Mum, I told you, we’re taking it slow.’ He explained.

 ‘Well… I want to meet her before I pop my clogs.’

 ‘Damien, is everything okay?’ Olivia’s voice came from behind them. His mother turned at a speed he didn’t think possible, a big smile on her face.

 ‘You must be Olivia?’ His mother beamed as she put their lunch down on his desk.

 ‘Hi, yeah that’s me.’ Olivia smiled back just as brightly.

 ‘I’m Amanda.’ His mother offered her hand.

 ‘Dame’s mother!’ She smiled, shaking her hand before leaning to kiss her cheek. ‘It’s so nice to finally meet you.’

 ‘Damien’s been hiding you from me. I was starting to think he was making this girlfriend of his up!’

 ‘Oh well, mum, you shouldn’t say she’s my girlfr-’

 ‘I’m hundred percent real. Damien’s the best boyfriend anyone could ask for.’ She smiled, looking up at him and winking. He let out a sigh of relief. ‘We were planning what to do tonight. Why don’t we all go for a meal or something? I know a great restaurant just down the road from my place.’ She suggested.

 ‘Oh, really?’ His mother’s eyes seemed to light up and he could have cried with happiness. ‘I would love that. It’d be nice to get out the house.’

 ‘I’ll ring them and make a reservation. How does seven o’clock sound?’ She smiled. ‘It was lovely meeting you but unfortunately I’ve just been called out.’

 ‘Don’t worry, go and do your duty.’

 ‘And you!’ She smiled, pointing her finger at him. ‘Don’t touch my lunch.’ She warned him, stepping around his mother to kiss him on the cheek. ‘Thank God we’re going to that restaurant tonight.’

 He chuckled, ‘See you later, beautiful.’

 ‘See you tonight, Mrs Macken.’ She said, rushing off.

 ‘Please, call me Mandy!’ She called. Olivia turned around and smiled at her again, then waved them both goodbye.

 ‘Mandy, huh? You never-’

 ‘Propose to her.’ His mother insisted.

 ‘Mum! We’ve been together for three weeks.’

 ‘Do not let that one get away.’ She warned, slapping his arm. ‘I swear to God, if you break her heart, I will haunt you after my death.’

 ‘Okay, message received. Loud and clear.’ He promised, then a smile appeared on his face. ‘So, you like her then?’

 ‘I don’t think Cupid himself could find a more perfect girl for you.’ She beamed, hugging him again.

 

 Olivia arrived back at work a few hours later to a quiet office. Damien’s mother had left and now, he was just sat at his desk, looking bored as he typed up reports.

 ‘You look like you’re having the time of your life.’ She smiled as she walked to her desk, finding her sandwich still there. ‘I’m starving.’

 ‘Hey! We’re going to a restaurant in like three hours.’ He complained and she scoffed as she unwrapped her food.

 ‘You underestimate how hungry I am.’ She pointed out. 'Your mom’s the best by the way.’ Olivia had wondered why she hadn’t met his mother before. She’d worried maybe he didn’t want for them to meet, that maybe she wasn’t good enough. Maybe he wanted to wait until they were definitely a couple and she’d said it now, she’d called him her boyfriend.

 ‘She loves you.’ He smiled, taking a break from work. ‘You made her so happy earlier.’

 ‘It was my pleasure.’ She smiled, taking a bite and sighing at how good it was. The phone on her desk rang and she rolled her eyes, chewing quickly. ‘Hardy… yeah, sure I’ll set off now.’

 ‘Another call out? Someone’s popular today.’ Damien smiled at her and she wrapped her sandwich up again, dropping it in her bag.

 ‘Domestic disturbance, just gotta check it out.’ She sighed. ‘I’ll see you tonight, okay?’

 ‘Sounds good.’ He smiled, kissing her before she could leave.

 

‘Mum! Liv’s picking us up in five minutes. Are you nearly ready?’ He called, fixing his tie in the mirror.

 ‘Coming!’ His mother walked out of her room, smoothing down her black lace dress.

 ‘You look beautiful, mum.’ He beamed, turning to look at her properly.

 ‘I haven’t felt this good in a long time.’ She smiled. ‘Come here. Your tie is wonky.’ She tutted as she fixed it. He was wearing a dark blue suit, one of his favorites, with a white shirt and black shoes to match his tie.

 

 ‘She’s here, let’s go.’ He smiled, opening the door. Olivia took his breath away, she’d chosen a burgundy, knee length dress with a v-neck neckline. It showed her figure perfectly at the waist then flowed out, the skirt pleated. Dark blonde waves sat on her shoulders and ran down her back. ‘Wow, you look stunning.’ He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

 ‘Thank you.’ She blushed and then her eyes looked past him. ‘Amanda! You look beautiful.’

 ‘Thank you, dear. You do too.’

 ‘Is anyone going to call me handsome?’ He chuckled.

 ‘You look very handsome.’ Olivia smiled, kissing his cheek. ‘Shall we go?’

 ‘I hope you’re not driving in those.’ He noticed her heels as they walked to the car.

 ‘I brought sneakers.’ She laughed, opening the door for Amanda. ‘He honestly treats me like a child sometimes.’

 ‘I’ve been there.’ She agreed, making them both laugh.

 ‘I can tell how this night is going to go.’ He sighed.

 

 At the restaurant, Olivia greeted the waitress with a big smile and had a short conversation before she showed them to their table. She introduced Damien as her boyfriend, which made him grin and the waitress smiled warmly at him. They were put in a quiet corner and a bottle of wine was soon brought over.

 ‘You seem quite friendly with the staff.’ He smiled, pouring everyone a glass.

 ‘The best people to know are the people that serve you food. How do you think I got this reservation? There’s a month waiting list.’

 ‘Seriously?’ He laughed. ‘And you just called earlier and got a table for tonight?’

 ‘I can do it all over the city.’ She nodded

 ‘She’s a keeper.’ Amanda chuckled.

 

 The evening went better than anyone could have imagined, they couldn't stop talking. They discussed work, home life, growing up, and everything else they could think of.

 While they were having dessert, Olivia started stroking his thigh under the table, her fingers tracing patterns, slowly moving further up his leg.

 ‘I do worry about you kids on the street.’ Amanda sighed, eating the cherry off her cake.

 ‘We’ve got each other’s backs.’ She smiled and her hand grazed a sensitive spot. ‘Haven’t we?’

 ‘What?’ He coughed, feeling a little hot. ‘Oh, yeah. She likes to make me look like an idiot when I’m slacking.’

 ‘Are you okay, dear?’ His mother asked, concerned. ‘You look a bit warm.’

 ‘I’m fine.’ He stuttered, reaching to undo his tie a little. Olivia was driving him insane, her touch teasing him. He tried to distract himself, tried to ignore the hand sat high on his thigh, but it was too late, a bulge grew in his trousers. She was going to make a fool out of him.

 ‘You’ll have to excuse me, I’m just going to nip to the bathroom.’ His mother stood up and left the table. The moment she was out of earshot, Damien let out a low moan.

 ‘What are you doing?’ He turned to face Olivia, her hand staying where it was.

 ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ She shrugged innocently but her smile told him she knew exactly what she was doing.

 ‘I’ve never been this turned on in a restaurant.’ He growled as she moved her hand even higher.

 ‘That’s quite a problem you have.’ She shrugged and he moved his chair closer to her, their knees touching.

 ‘If no-one else was here, I’d bend you over this table and-’

 ‘What’s this about the table?’ His mother asked, catching a couple of words that he’d said.

 ‘He thinks these kind of tables would be good to have in the office.’ Olivia quickly covered for him, subtly moving her hand away.

 ‘It’s a bit odd to be table shopping at a restaurant, Dame.’ His mother laughed. ‘Makes me wonder what you see in him.’ She winked.

 ‘At times, I’m not sure.’ She nudged his elbow playfully. ‘Honestly though, he’s so sweet. You’ve raised a great man.’

 The bill arrived at that moment and Olivia reached for it but Damien got there first.

 ‘Ah, ah. My treat.’ He smiled. ‘For my two favorite women.’

 ‘We can split it.’

 ‘Forget it.’ He argued, placing the money down.

 ‘You’re very cute together.’ His mother chuckled, watching the exchange.

 ‘When he’s not being annoying.’ She joked and Damien winked at her.

 ‘Why don’t you come back to ours?’ His mother asked suddenly, surprising them both.

 ‘Mum, Liv might be busy-’

 ‘I’d love to.’ Liv smiled. ‘I can’t drive home anyway after this wine so we could all share a cab.’

 ‘We have known each other for two years.’ Damien reasoned. ‘You’ve never seen my place.’

 ‘It’s settled then.’ She smiled.

 

 The first thing Olivia noticed when she stepped into the apartment was how clean and tidy it was. It was nothing like hers, which was almost always on the messier side, no wonder Damien always teased her about it. Everything was ordered neatly and in the correct place; she had no doubt it was Damien who kept everything so perfect, especially since his desk was immaculate.

 ‘I’ll go pop the kettle on.’ His mum smiled, walking past them, further into the apartment.

Olivia noticed how many photos were around the place, every surface had a photograph. Photos of them both, of him as a child, of her in her younger days.

 One photo near the door grabbed her attention in particular. It was a picture of Damien in a British police uniform knelt beside a German Shepherd. He had the biggest smile on his face, one she couldn’t ever remember seeing, of course he’d smiled a lot, but he was shining in the photo. She felt him stand beside her and hold her hand.

 ‘Is this the same dog as the picture on your desk?’ She asked and he nodded. ‘I never knew he was a police dog.’

 ‘His name was Apollo.’ He smiled foldly. ‘That was the day of our graduation, back when everything was… simple. Mum was healthy, my parents were together, I wasn’t on a different continent to all my friends.’

 ‘Do you wish you were back in the UK?’ She asked, turning to watch his face.

 ‘Sometimes. I miss a lot of stuff, my friends, my old job. But there’s also bad memories back there.’ He went a little quiet.

 ‘What happened?’

 ‘I was on a case with Apollo before I moved here. We were after this guy who kept breaking into elderly people’s houses. I got tipped off that he was going to strike again and when we found him, he ran. I set the dog on him and he stabbed Apollo.’ It was clearly a painful memory and he was trying not to get upset.

 ‘I’m sorry.’

 ‘It was the cruel part of the job.’ He smiled sadly. ‘You want a coffee?’

 ‘Coffee sounds good.’ She smiled, squeezing his hand. ‘Wait, I didn’t bring any spare clothes, I don’t have any pyjamas.’

 ‘Maybe you won’t need them.’ He smirked, leaning in to give her a kiss. She smiled and kissed him back, feeling his hands move down her back.

 ‘It’s like having a teenager again.’ His mother muttered from the doorway and they jumped apart quickly, both turning a little red. She rolled her eyes and grinned before going back into the kitchen.

 ‘Did you catch him a lot as a teenager?’ Olivia asked, following her, curious to know what he was like.

 ‘Wait a minute! What if I don’t want you to know about all my exes?’

 ‘How many were there?’ She asked, laughing at him.

 ‘He wasn't exactly a charmer back then.’ His mother chuckled. ‘He couldn’t even talk to a girl without looking like a tomato. He was seventeen when he got his first girlfriend. What was her name? Amy?’

 ‘Ali.’ He corrected. ‘She was the captain of the girl’s hockey team.’

 ‘What happened?’

 ‘Oh, well, she kind of cheated on me with the boy’s football team captain.’ He laughed. ‘Turns out they stayed together for a long time, I busted him for growing marijuana last year.’

 ‘Serves him right.’

 ‘Well since we’re opening up, what was your first boyfriend like?’ He asked. Amanda handed out mugs of tea and they all moved to sit in the front room.

 ‘Well, my first boyfriend was in the lacrosse team. He was a nice guy but high school came to an end and we grew apart. No hard feelings there really.’

 ‘Was he handsome?’

 ‘As handsome as you? No, but he wasn't a bad looking guy. Don’t worry, I’m not going to run off and find him.’ She chuckled.

 ‘Always nice to know.’

 

 They all stayed up for hours, talking and getting to know each other better. His mother was the first to leave, too tired to stay up any longer. Damien cracked open a bottle of wine after she left and poured them both a glass.

 ‘I’ve really loved tonight.’ He smiled, putting an arm around her shoulder. She rested her head on his shoulder, almost falling asleep herself.

 ‘It was fun. I love your mom.’ He kissed her temple. ‘I wish I’d have met her earlier.’ She sighed and Damien couldn’t ignore what she’d said. His mother’s life was on a countdown, they both knew it, and no matter how many fun evenings they had, it was inevitable that, some day soon, she wouldn’t be around anymore.

 ‘I’m really going to miss her.’ He whispered, more to himself than to her, and she turned a little to kiss his shoulder.

 ‘Let’s not think about, just enjoy spending time with her.’ She assured him and he nodded. ‘How about we go to sleep? I’m exhausted.’ She yawned as she spoke.

 ‘Yeah I can agree to that.’

 

 Damien’s room was exactly how she imagined: tidy and plain, except for a few framed photographs on his bedside table.

 ‘Can you help me take off my dress?’ She asked when he shut the door, moving all her hair over one shoulder, exposing a slim zip running down her back.

 ‘How did you do it up?’ He chuckled as he undid the zip, his fingers grazing her skin. She shivered a little at the touch.

 ‘By being sober and flexible.’ She sighed, stretching as she wiggled out of the dress, leaving her in her underwear as she carefully folded it. ‘Have you got a spare t-shirt?’ She asked and, when he didn’t respond, she looked up to see him smirking at her, his eyes soaking up every inch of her body.

 ‘You sure you want a t-shirt?’ He approaching slowly. ‘Because I think you look absolutely breathtaking in that.’ He reached out and ran a hand up the side of her body, the other held onto her waist.

 ‘You’d think I’d look great in a trash bag.’ She pointed out. ‘But I’m going to sleep.’

 ‘We could have a little fun before that.’ His fingers toyed with the waistband of her panties.

 ‘Not tonight, Dame.’ She kissed him lightly and walked past him, opening his wardrobe. He smiled and joined her, plucking a white t-shirt from a hanger.  

 ‘I thought I’d reunite you with the t-shirt I fought so hard to get back.’ He grinned.

 ‘Thank you.’ She took off her bra and threw the t-shirt on, crawling into the bed and claiming a side. He smiled and got undressed himself and turned off the lights before joining her, wrapping his arms around her.

 ‘You’re so toasty.’ She smiled, moving so her whole body was touching his.

 ‘Must be nice, I’m cuddling a human icicle.’ He chuckled quietly, kissing her shoulder as she fell asleep.

 

When Damien woke up the following morning, Olivia was still asleep. She’d moved in the night and was now facing towards him, wrapped up in the duvet. He smiled at how lucky he was and slowly got out of bed, not wanting to disturb her. He threw on some shorts and a t-shirt and walked to the lounge, finding his mother already awake.

 ‘Good morning.’ She smiled, her eyes flicking behind him to see if Olivia was following. ‘Everything okay?’

 ‘Yeah, everything’s fine. How’d you sleep?’ He asked, stretching.

 ‘Good, I think the wine made me tired. Last night was really lovely.’ She beamed.

 ‘We’ll go out more, I promise.’ He assured her. ‘Breakfast?’

 ‘Maybe in a bit.’ She shook her head and he sat on the couch with her. ‘How’s Liv?’

 ‘Still sleeping. She had a busy day yesterday.’

 ‘You look happier than normal. Not as bored or tired, though I’m sure you find ways of keeping each other awake.’ She smirked.

 ‘Mother.’ He blushed.

 ‘I can say what I want, I don’t care anymore.’ She laughed and he couldn’t help but join in. ‘I’m just happy you have someone, she’ll look after you when I’m gone.’

 ‘We don’t have to talk about that, mum.’ He smiled sadly.

 ‘It’s still good to know you won’t be alone.’ She put a hand on his cheek and tried to fight the lump in her throat.

 ‘I’ll miss you.’ He whispered and she nodded a little. ‘It’s not fair.’

 ‘I know, son.’ She opened her arms for a hug and he moved over into her arms, hugging her tightly. ‘I love you so much, and I’m so proud of you.’ A few tears fell down her cheeks and onto his shirt but she didn’t want him to see her cry.

 ‘I love you too, mum.’ He took a deep breath and pulled away. ‘Do you want another tea?’ He asked, standing up, getting ready to cook some breakfast.

 ‘I’m okay.’ She smiled as he walked into the other room. Both of them couldn’t help but feel a little uneasy. Her death was going to hit him hard, harder than he admitted to himself, even with Olivia in his life and they both knew it.

 

 Olivia was stirred by the smell of bacon. Opening her eyes, she couldn’t remember where she was for a moment but soon remembered. Damien was nowhere to be seen. She looked around his room, now it was lighter and couldn’t help but wonder how many girls had woken up in the same bed she was in now.

 ‘Liv?’ A knock came on the door before it opened slowly. Damien smiled when he realised she was awake. ‘Good morning.’

 ‘Good morning.’ She smiled back, noticing the plates in is hands. ‘Are you bringing me breakfast in bed?’

 ‘Of course, as a thank you for an amazing night.’ He sat next to her and handed over a plate, keeping one for himself. ‘I present to you, a bacon and cheese omelette.’

 ‘You’re the best.’ She said, giving him a quick kiss on the cheek. Taking a bite, she sighed with pleasure. ‘You need to cook professionally. You’re going to waste as a detective.’

 ‘Are you saying I’m a bad detective?’ He asked, pretending to be offended.

 ‘You know I’m not saying that, but God you can cook.’ She smiled. ‘Unfortunately though, I’ll have to leave soon, I’ve got errands to run.’

 ‘I’ll drop you back off at the restaurant when you’re ready.’

 ‘Only one problem.’ She sighed. ‘I don’t have any clothes to change into.’

 ‘Doesn’t seem like a problem to me.’ He smirked and she tapped her shoulder to his. ‘Mum will have some spare shorts, you’re the same size.’

 ‘And I was also thinking I could borrow your t-shirt?’ She smiled, fluttering her eyelashes.

 ‘Sure, just give it me back at the office.’ He shrugged.

 ‘I was thinking I could borrow it on a more… permanent basis.’

 ‘This is daylight robbery.’ He laughed. ‘Go on then.’ She smiled and finished the last of her omelette.

 ‘I’ll just shower and get ready to go.’

 ‘Care to share?’ He smirked, resting a hand on her knee.

 ‘Not with your mom in, no.’ She laughed, pushing his hand off her so she could get out of bed.

 ‘I’ll get you a towel.’

 

 ‘Give me my bra.’ Olivia laughed, trying to reach for it and keep the towel wrapped around her at the same time. Damien laughed, lifting it even higher, out of her reach. ‘I need to get going.’

 ‘How the tables have turned.’ He grinned, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her body to his. ‘What’s the hurry?’

 ‘I have things to do! I barely get any time to do anything because I’m either with you or working.’

 ‘At least one of those things is enjoyable.’ He smirked, leaning down to his her neck.

 ‘You’re right, I do quite like work.’ She smiled smugly.

 ‘Now you’re definitely not getting this back.’ He laughed, moving to kiss her lips instead. Her hands moved to the buttons on his shorts and he moved his other hand, the one holding her bra, to the back of her head, deepening the kiss. Suddenly, she pushed him away and grabbed the bra, now in her reach.

 ‘Thank you.’ She grinned and it took him a moment to realise he’d been tricked.

 ‘Hey, that’s cheating! Get here!’

 Amanda was walking to her room when she heard them both laughing from Damien’s bedroom. She smiled to herself, remembering what it was like to be young and in love. She’d loved Damien’s father unconditionally, he was always a caring, good man, the perfect father. As soon as he found out about her illness however, he left them both without much of an explanation. Both of them had been devastated, especially Damien, but seeing him happy again reminded her that his father had not always been so cold and the memories made her smile. Olivia and Damien emerged from his room after a moment, smiles on both their faces.

 ‘I’ll see you soon, Amanda.’ Olivia pulled her in for a hug and kissed her cheek goodbye.

 ‘Maybe we could do something next week?’ She suggested and Olivia nodded.

 ‘I’d love that.’ She agreed. ‘I’ll see you then.’‘

 ‘I’m just going to take Liv to her car.’ Damien kissed his mother’s cheek too. ‘Back soon!’

 They started talking about work in the car but it wasn’t a long conversation. They were soon back at the restaurant, her car sat in front of them.

‘I guess I’ll see you tomorrow then.’ He leaned over to kiss her.

 ‘Back to the office.’ She sighed before moving to open the door.

 ‘Before you go.’ He put a hand on her knee to stop her. ‘I really want to thank you for making my mother so happy. She really loves you.’

 ‘I’m glad she had fun.’ Olivia smiled. She opened her mouth again, as if to say something, and her phone started ringing. ‘Sorry, I’ll be quick. Hey, Becca.’

She was only on the phone for a moment, Becca did most of the talking and little of what he heard made much sense. When she put the phone down, she sighed.

 ‘Everything okay?’ He asked.

 ‘Girlfriend issues.’ She shrugged. ‘I’ll go see her after I get everything done.’

 ‘Get going then.’ He smiled, pretending to shoo her away.  

 ‘See you tomorrow.’

 ‘Love you.’ The words slipped out his mouth before he knew he was going to say them. His cheeks turned bright red. He meant it, of course he did, but he’d thought the first time he said it would be in a more romantic area than the parking lot of a restaurant. Olivia leaned over and kissed him again.

 ‘I love you too.’ She smiled, pulling back to look at him.

 ‘Really?’

 ‘Of course I do.’ She grinned. ‘You’re too much of a goofball not to love.’

 ‘Well, I’m going to take that as a compliment.’ He smiled.

 ‘Now I really have to go.’

 ‘Third time’s the charm.’ He agreed.

 

Chapter Six

 

 Two months later, everything seemed to be perfect. Olivia, Damien and his mother went to dinner every weekend and he still got butterflies in his stomach whenever Olivia said she loved him. Olivia started to spend a lot of time with Amanda, she’d go and keep her company if Damien had to stayed late, especially since the Captain had started to deliberately assign them different cases. He knew they were good detectives, but he didn’t like to put couples together in the field. He went as far as putting Damien undercover in the next city over, a three week operation to find a dirty cop in the local precinct. He liked the job, field work was always interesting to him, but three weeks of no contact with people he knew frustrated him. When the case came to a successful close, he reported his findings to the commissioner and made his way back to the office to collect his things and see Olivia, then his mother. He was excited to see them both, happy to go back to where he was comfortable.

 

 When he finally arrived, the office was quiet, much quieter than usual. Becca was sat with Olivia, her arm around her. As he got closer, he realised she was crying quietly and Becca was comforting her.

 ‘Liv?’ He crossed the room quickly and crouched next to the pair. Becca didn’t meet his eyes.

 ‘Damien.’ Olivia whispered, looking up to see his face. She wiped away some tears from her face, her eyes red, but started crying again right away.

 ‘Liv, what’s wrong?’ He asked,

 ‘It’s your mom, Dame.’ Becca explained quietly and dread filled his body, panic setting it.

 ‘I’m so sorry.’ Olivia sobbed through her tears and he gulped, a lump at the back of his throat threatened to overwhelm him.

 ‘What happened?’ He pushed, his voice cracking.

 ‘She was fine, she went to sleep and I woke up the next morning and… and she was gone.’ She explained, her chest heaving up and down with ragged breaths, she was becoming hysteric. ‘I wanted to call you but they wouldn’t let me.’ His heart was shattering.

 ‘Mum died?’ He whispered. He couldn’t register it, the words didn’t make sense in his head. ‘When?’

 ‘Three days ago.’ Becca told him, trying to calm Olivia down. Tears escaped his eyes. She was gone.

 

 The Captain let them both go early and the pair walked to her apartment in silence. Neither of them could face going to his, it was still too raw, too painful. Olivia had calmed down but couldn’t stop worrying about Damien, he’d barely said a word and when she handed him a drink in her apartment, he drank it all within seconds.

 ‘Do you need anything?’ He shook his head but, at that moment, everything hit him and tears began streaming down his face. Olivia pulled him close and held him as he sobbed, kissing his head and stroking his hair. It felt like hours before he calmed down and pushed away from her to wipe his face.

 ‘She was so proud of you.’ She said weakly. ‘She loved you so much, she told me how much you meant to her.’ He took a deep breath and sniffled, standing up.

 ‘I want to go home.’

 ‘We can go to yours.’ She smiled sadly.

 ‘No. Just me.’ He started walking around the room, looking for something.

 ‘Oh.’

 ‘Where the fuck is my jacket?’ He snapped.

 ‘It’s hanging up.’ She said, crossing the room to grab it and hand it to him.

 ‘No wonder I couldn’t find it.’ He muttered, snatching it from her. She couldn’t help but be shocked.

 ‘You sure you don’t want me to come with you?’ She asked quietly.

 ‘No, I want to be alone.’ He walked to the front door.

 ‘Okay, text me when you get back, yeah?’ He just shrugged. ‘Dame, please. Just let me know you’re safe.’ She grabbed his hand and he finally looked at her. She knew he was exhausted, his eyes were red, his hair a mess, but his gaze was empty and cold.

 ‘Fine.’ He opened the door.

 ‘I love you.’

 He just nodded and walked away, leaving her alone.

 

 It took her two hours to get a text from him.

 

She tried ringing him, just the once, but he didn’t pick up. She knew he was angry, frustrated that he hadn’t been there, but shutting her out would only hurt him more.

 ‘I hope you’re safe.’ She whispered to herself.

 After a few hours, she couldn’t stand not knowing how he was. She jumped in her car and drove to his, practically running into the apartment block. Thankfully, she had a spare key. She opened the apartment door and found him sat on the sofa, staring blankly ahead of him. The floor was littered with cans of beer and a bottle of whiskey sat empty on the table. She could smell vomit and all the photos around the lounge had been thrown, the glass shards laying everywhere.

 ‘I told you I want to be alone.’ He muttered, not even looking her way.

 ‘You clearly can’t be trusted to be alone, right now.’ She snapped, taking in the chaos around the room.

 ‘Get lost, Liv.’ He stood up and stumbled instantly. She moved quickly to support him, but he refused her help, pushing her away.

 ‘Damien, you’re upset, I just want to make sure-’

 ‘How could you not tell me?!’ He shouted.

 ‘I tried! I begged everyone.’ She cried.

 ‘You didn’t try fucking hard enough.’ He spat at her. ‘You should have broke protocol.’

 ‘And put your life in danger?’

 ‘What do I have to live for? Everyone I love dies or leaves.’

 ‘That’s bullshit. I’m not going anywhere.’ He turned his back on her and grabbed another bottle of whiskey. Crossing the room, she grabbed his arm, getting his attention.

 ‘I love you, okay? I want to help you.’

 ‘Just go home.’ He pushed her hand off him and walked into his bedroom, slamming the door. She couldn’t help but cry. Crashes came from his room and she flinched at the noises. She felt like everything was her fault and tried hard to remind herself it was not.

 Then everything came flooding back. She remembered finding Amanda cold in bed, remembered the ambulance driver trying to calm her down. Everything was chaotic and she was useless.

 

 When Damien woke up, his head was ringing and he felt nauseous. What the hell had happened? He remembered a lot of shouting, especially at Olivia. He had said some awful things, things he didn’t mean, and felt like shit for saying it.

 He stood up slowly and stumbled into the bathroom to be sick. It didn’t make him feel much better but he cleaned his face and walked into the lounge, expecting a mess, only to find it was perfectly clean. He remembered smashing photos and throwing up and he doubted himself for a moment before seeing Olivia asleep on the sofa. She didn’t even have a blanket.  

 ‘God, I’m fucking awful.’ He found a blanket, and put it over her before sitting at the other side of the sofa, putting her feet on his lap, waiting for her to wake up. She looked troubled, nothing like she usually looked when she slept, and it only made Damien feel worse. After a while, he had to get up to go back to the bathroom, throwing up everything left in his stomach. When he returned, she was awake, sitting up and looking down at her lap nervously.

 ‘Hey.’ He whispered, offering a small smile, not knowing what to say.

 ‘Hi.’ She didn’t smile back. ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to stay.’

 ‘It’s okay.’ It felt very awkward between them, especially since she didn’t look at him, not even once. ‘We need to talk.’ He sighed.

 ‘Yeah, we do.’ She agreed, wrapping the blanket around her shoulders. She looked so vulnerable and he knew he had done that to her.

 ‘First, I need to apologize for last night. I don’t remember much but I’m sorry.’

 ‘I get it,’ She sighed. ‘You were upset and angry. I just wanted make sure you were safe.’

 ‘I know, thank you for looking out for me. The thing is,’ He took a deep breath. ‘I can’t see you right now.’

 ‘What?’ She looked up at him, hurt and confusion obvious on her face. ‘Why?’

 ‘You’re too good for me.’ He explained.

 ‘What the hell is that supposed to mean?’ She was getting frustrated.

 ‘I’m not going to be in a good place for a while. You don’t deserve to be put through that again.’ He said.

 ‘Again?’

 ‘That night at the bar. I found out dad was marrying someone else.’ He admitted. ‘I just found you to blow off some steam. I don’t know what I’m going to do but I need to clear my head.’

 ‘What? So, you’re just pushing me away?’ She snapped. ‘You want to just get drunk and fuck any girl that talks to you, is that it?’

 ‘That’s not what I’m saying! I love you so much-’

 ‘So much that you can’t be in a relationship with me? Sounds like bullshit to me.’ She stood up, throwing off the blanket.

 ‘Liv, I want to be with you-’

 ‘Then be with me! Let’s get through this together.’

 ‘I can’t. This is something I have to deal with on my own.’ He explained and he saw a change in her whole body, she suddenly went from upset and angry, to cold and blank.

 ‘Right, I get it. You want to be alone.’

 ‘I don’t! I just-’

 ‘Yeah, I get it. Go blow off some steam. Why don’t you call that girl from the pancake house, or better yet, call Meghan. She’ll help you get over this.’ She stormed out of his apartment, slamming the door so hard he thought it was going to come off its hinges.

 The moment he was alone, he regretted everything he had said. Of course he didn’t want to break up with her, she was the best thing that had ever happened to him. What had he done? He ran out of his apartment after her, hoping she was still there, but she was long gone.

 

 Damien tried ringing her over and over again but she didn’t pick up. Eventually, it stopped ringing and went straight to voice mail.

 

 He didn’t hear anything for hours.

 

He never got a reply back.

 

 Damien took two weeks of bereavement leave to plan his mother’s funeral. He hoped maybe the time would help him get in a better place. It didn't work. He missed Olivia, his house was empty, and he had let his mother down.

 The funeral went as well as it could have done. A few people from the office showed up to comfort him. Olivia came too but didn’t even acknowledge him. She just sat at the back, leaving before he even had a chance to look for her.

 He was dreading going back to work. He didn’t know what to expect; he wanted to talk to her, desperately wanted to, but he’d hurt her too much. He knew it wouldn’t be easy.

 ‘Morning, Damien.’ Jason greeted him as he entered the building. ‘How are you feeling?’

 ‘Like shit, but I’m coping I guess.’ He sighed. ‘I’m glad the funeral’s over and done with.’

 ‘No one likes a funeral.’

 ‘No one likes a half-empty funeral.’ He corrected him. ‘Is she in?’

 ‘Bright and early like usual. She’s quieter than usual.’ Jason explained.

 ‘She knows I’m starting again today. We need to break the ice, that’s all.’

 ‘She’s still pretty pissed at you.’ He said. ‘You really hurt her.’

 ‘I know I’m an idiot.’ Damien grabbed a coffee. ‘See you later.’

 

 Olivia was sorting through some paperwork at her desk, already invested in her work, but he knew she hated organising files, she was only doing it to avoid talking to him.

 ‘Hey.’ He called, sitting opposite her, and logging on to his computer.

 ‘Damien.’

 ‘How are you doing?’ He asked, already knowing the conversation was a lost cause.

 ‘Fine.’

 ‘It’s nice to see you.’ She didn’t reply. ‘I’ve missed-’ She slammed a file shut and stood up sharply, walking to the captain’s office. He sighed, dropping his head into his hands. He’d ruined the best relationship he had ever had.

 ‘Nice to have you back.’ Sergeant Sinclair came to greet him at his desk.

 ‘I’m not sure everybody feels the same.’ He huffed, lifting his head.

 ‘Yeah, well, she’s hurt. You can’t expect her to just go back to being the same old Liv.’

 ‘I know, I just wish I knew how to make things right. I lost my mother, I lost her. I have no one.’ He felt so deflated.

 ‘Oh my God, are you stupid or what?’ She smacked his arm.

 ‘Ow! What?’ He said, rubbing the sore area.

 ‘Do you realise how close they were?’ She asked. ‘Liv practically lived at your place when you were undercover. She treated her like her own mother since she’s far away from her own family. She was important to more than just you, Damien.’ She scolded.

 ‘I… I never thought about it that way.’ He felt awful. Of course Olivia missed his mother. There were nights when they would stay up chatting and laughing, long after he had gone to bed, they were friends. ‘What do I do?’

 ‘You’ll have to work that one out yourself.’ The sergeant shrugged before she walked off.

 

 Damien sat at his desk for hours, barely getting any work done, just thinking about how much he had messed up. She stayed away from her desk all day, leaving him to his thoughts. Towards the end of the shift, he saw her head into the evidence locker and followed her, desperate to talk to her.

 ‘Liv!’ He called as he entered the room, shutting the door behind him.

 ‘It’s Detective Hardy.’ She snapped over her shoulder. ‘I’m working, what do you want?’

 ‘You know we’re too close for that.’ He sighed, desperate for things to be the way they once were.

 ‘No, we used to be close. You know, when we loved each other.’

 ‘I still love you.’ He wanted her to understand what she meant to him but she wouldn’t listen.

 ‘If you love someone, you don’t break up with them so you can clear your head with other women.’ She spat, turning to look at him finally.

 ‘I’ve not- God, I swear, everything came out wrong at my apartment. I didn’t break up with you so I could sleep with who I wanted, I did it because you deserved better.’

 ‘Yeah?’ She had no sympathy for him. ‘You should have let me decide that.’

 ‘I know, I made a mistake. Forgive me, please.’ He begged, water pooling in his eyes.

 ‘How can I? You’re a selfish bastard, Damien. You don’t think it upset me when you’re mom died? You don’t think it fucking killed me that you didn’t know? I tried to help you and you threw it all back in my face.’ Her face had turned red from shouting. She’d cried everything out, now all she felt was anger.

 ‘Olivia, the moment you left, I knew I’d made a mistake. Please, I need you back.’ A few tears fell down his cheeks.

 ‘Damien, don’t.’ She choked out. She could feel a lump in her throat, her eyes started to burn.

 ‘Please, I love you more than anything.’ He stepped a little closer. ‘I miss talking to you.’ Another step. ‘I miss our dates.’ He reached her and took her hand in his, lacing their fingers. ‘I miss your laugh and your beautiful smile.’ Neither of them could hold their tears back anymore. His other hand reached for her cheek and she closed her eyes as he leant forward. A small kiss pressed to her lips and she wanted to kiss him back desperately. She missed him so much.

 ‘No.’ She stepped away from him, wiping her tears away. ‘I can’t do this again. It’s never going to work between us. We’ll just break up again, and I can’t stand it, Damien. It hurts too much.’ She didn’t have anything left to say to him. She left the evidence locker, without what she came for and left him stood in the middle of the room, his heart shattered.

 

 One week later, nothing was better between them. It was tense around the whole precinct, work became quiet and everyone was feeling it. Olivia was hardly at her desk anymore and was rarely in work when he was. He knew she was avoiding him.

 On one occasion when they were at work together, they spent the whole day saying nothing to each other, not even a simple greeting.

 ‘Detective Macken, Detective Hardy. A word, please.’ The Captain called from his office, the loudest noise in the room. Olivia was shocked at the use of both their names, it had been so long since she’d heard them both together. Everyone in the room looked at them expectantly.

 ‘Sir.’ She nodded politely, walking straight to his office not even giving Damien a second thought. He missed their joking, their flirting. He’d even take her shouting at him, at least she’d be acknowledging him.

 ‘Take a seat detectives.’ The captain said, moving to sit in his own chair. ‘I’m assigning you a case together.’

 ‘What?!’ They both questioned in unison.

 ‘There’s been concerns from higher up. The standard of work, and the amount of solved cases, has dropped since the two of you fell out.’ He explained.

 ‘But we’re both still doing our work.’ Olivia defended.

 ‘Yes, but together, you solved cases faster. You used to motivate everyone else around you and the atmosphere in here is awful now. I’ve been given two options.’

 ‘Which are?’ He asked.

 ‘You either take this case together, learn to be partners again, and do your jobs, or…’ He sighed. ‘One of you has to transfer to a different precinct.’

 ‘Transfer?’

 ‘That’s not fair!’ She argued.

 ‘Well, I’m not bloody going! I’ve tried to be civil, at least I’ve made an effort.’

 She scoffed, ‘Yeah, you’re not the one who got hurt.’

 ‘You don’t think I got hurt?!’ He shouted. ‘You’re unbelievable.’

 ‘Oh, that’s rich coming from you. I’m not going, I care about the people here.’

 ‘So do I!’

 ‘We both know what you do to people you care about.’

 ‘You know what? You’ve just made that decision a whole lot easier.’ He stood up and stormed out of the office. He couldn’t believe her. He marched over to his desk and started packing everything up. Everyone was watching but he didn’t care, he wasn't going to see these people again.

 ‘Dame, what are you doing?’ Jason asked, the only one brave enough to approach him.

 ‘I’m going back to England!’ He shouted, loud enough so she could hear from across the room. ‘Where my partner actually gives a shit about me!’ He stormed about, throwing stuff in boxes. The Captain approached him.

 ‘Detective, what are you doing?’

 ‘Quitting. I thought I made that quite obvious.’ He said.

 ‘You’re transferring?’

 ‘No. I’m leaving. Leaving America. Leaving the place that brought me so much fucking misery.’ He stared straight at her and she folded her arms across her chest, her face giving nothing away. The Captain knew it would be no good to argue. Damien pulled off his badge and handed it to the captain, along with his gun, and left the office without another word.  

 In the parking lot, he threw his stuff in the trunk of his car, making most of it spill out, then drove home, stomping into his empty apartment.

He pulled a beer out of the fridge, turned on the TV, and sat back on his couch, his chest heaving up and down. He was so angry at her, nothing he did helped the situation, she was deliberately making it worse all the time.

 A few hours passed by with mind-numbing TV shows. His beer sat half drunk on the table.

 

There was a knock at the door.

 ‘Coming!’ He called. He expected to see Jason, maybe even Becca, someone trying to convince him not to leave. He’d had enough texts asking what had happened but he’d ignored all of them. When he opened the door, the person he wanted to see most, yet never wanted to see again, was stood in front of him with a cautious look on her face. He tried to shut the door in her face but she put her foot in the way, keeping the door open. ‘What do you want?’

 ‘I want a partner.’ She said, holding up the case file. ‘Can we talk?’

 He sighed, closing his eyes to think for a second, weighing up the pros and cons, ‘Come in.’ He opened the door further to let her in and then walked to his mother’s chair. ‘If you start shouting, you can get out.’

 ‘Understood.’ She said, staying stood up near him. ‘The Captain still has your badge and gun.’

 ‘Why? I don’t need them anymore. I’m moving back to England.’

 ‘Cut the crap, no you’re not.’ She scoffed.

 ‘Why shouldn’t I? There’s nothing here for me anymore.’ He shrugged, playing with a loose thread on the chair, avoiding her gaze.

 ‘Yes, you do. You have a good job, good friends.’

 ‘I have that in England too. The only difference is that I used to have a mother and a girlfriend here. Now I don’t, nothing’s keeping me here.’ He was acting stubborn and she knew he was doing it to piss her off.

 ‘Stop being a dick. The precinct wants you to stay, you’d be a big loss.’

 ‘What about you?’ He asked, standing up.

 ‘What about me?’

 ‘Do you want me to stay?’ He pushed.

 ‘Like I said, the precinct-’

 ‘No.’ He closed the space between them, standing inches away from her. ‘Do you want me to stay? Not the precinct, just you, Olivia Hardy, do you want me to stay?’ She couldn’t find any words. Of course she wanted him to stay, she wanted him as a partner, as a friend, but standing so close to him was making her heart race. ‘I guess that’s a no.’ He sighed, stepping back a little, disappointed. ‘Have a nice life.’

 ‘No! Stop it! Just fucking stop it! Stop being a pathetic child.’ She shouted. ‘You have no reason to leave. You’re just being dramatic because we’re not close anymore. People grow apart, Damien. Sometimes for the better, sometimes for the worse.’

 ‘And which is this?’ He asked, pointing between them.

 ‘It’s both.’ She sighed and he stepped close again. ‘I don’t want you to leave.’

 ‘Why?’

 ‘Why do you need to know?’ She stressed.

 ‘Do you still love me?’ He asked, lowering his voice. ‘Please, I need to know.’

 ‘You know I still love you.’ She sighed. The next thing she knew, she was being kissed, his hands gripping her waist hard. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pushing herself as close as she could to him. Their kisses were hungry, desperate and their hands scrambled for each other’s clothes, trying to get rid of them as quickly as possible. She pushed them towards his bedroom door, kicking it shut behind them with her foot.

 ‘Stay.’ She whispered against his lips before they tumbled onto the bed, her hands tangled in his hair. ‘Just stay.’

 

 Olivia could feel every muscle in her body when she woke up. It was early, barely even light. Damien was asleep on the other side of the bed, she could see the scratches and bruises she had left all over his neck and shoulders. She was sure she had a few of her own too. She wanted to pull him close, tell him that everything would be okay and that they could work things out… but she couldn’t.

 She crept out of bed, collecting her clothes. She didn’t want to face him. She left the apartment as quickly as possible, heading home for a long shower.

 

Chapter Seven

 

 ‘You left this at my apartment.’ A file dropped in front of her and she looked up to see Damien, with a box in his hands.

 ‘You came back?’ She smiled a little, feeling both smug and guilty at once.

 ‘I guess my heart is in New York.’ He shrugged, sitting down at his desk. ‘Even if it doesn’t stay the night.’ He gave her a disapproving look.

 ‘I guess you’ll just have to give it time.’ She said. ‘But you’ll be my partner?’

 ‘Yeah.’ He smiled.

 

 The case wasn't anything too challenging, just a series of car thefts in the area, but it was enough to make them work together. They decided to go on a stakeout that night and, towards the end of the shift, they both started packing their bags.

 ‘You ready, Hardy?’ He asked, looking across the desk and seeing she looked uneasy. ‘You okay?’

 ‘Yeah, it’s just… this is hard, you know? Being around you again.’ She sighed, logging off her computer. ‘I hate pretending like nothing ever happened.’

 ‘We just have to keep work and everything else separate.’ He reasoned.

 ‘You almost weren’t working here after your performance yesterday.’ She smiled, starting to walk down to the parking lot, leaving him to follow.

 ‘I bet you’ll bring that up a few times.’ He chuckled. ‘Look, I just want to be partners like we used to be, we were good together.’

 ‘I think maybe the best way to do this would be if we forget this ever happened.’ She suggested, getting in the car, and setting off.

 ‘I don’t know, the bruises from last night are still quite fresh.’ He chuckled. ‘But, all jokes aside.’ He paused. ‘I don’t think I could ever forget about us.’

 ‘Dame.’

 ‘No, I can’t. It’s going to take me a while to get over you. I can’t lie.’ He admitted

 ‘I know. It’s been hard trying to get over you too, and last night didn’t help us.’

 ‘One last time, eh?’ He joked.

 ‘Maybe not the-’ She paused. ‘Dame, he’s there.’ Why did perps always get in the way? Olivia was already out the car, running for the guy. She pulled her gun and he stopped, putting his hands up. The arrest was easy.

 

 ‘Captain!’ Damien called as the pair of them walked back into the office. ‘Hardy and I are partners again. We’ve made up.’

 ‘Yes. I can see that by the state of your necks.’ He smirked and the whole squad heard him.

 ‘Are you back together?’ Jason and Becca asked in unison.

 ‘No.’

 ‘So, you’re seeing other people?’ Asked the sergeant.

 ‘No. This was just… We’re not back together.’ She struggled to explain. ‘It just happened.’

 They had to deal with a few more questions but they were eventually left alone.

 

 Three weeks later, the precinct was nearly back to normal. Olivia and Damien soon started joking with each other again but their flirting remained to a minimum. They were both still a little sore about the subject. The captain started assigning them bigger cases together, trusting they were back to normal again.

 Damien was finding it hard to be around Olivia as just her partner and everyone else in the precinct could tell. He wanted her back more and more with every day that passed but he couldn’t tell if she felt the same. He knew that if they kept doing cases together, he’d do something he’d regret.

 ‘Captain, may I have a word?’ Damien asked, walking into the office and shutting the door behind him.

 ‘Macken! I was just about to come find you. I’ve got a triple homicide case for you and Hardy.’ The captain smiled at him, reaching for a file from his drawer.

 ‘With all due respect, sir. I don’t think that’s a good idea.’

 ‘Why not?’ He asked.

 He looked over his shoulder into the office, making sure no-one was coming into the office.  ‘I’m... struggling with my feelings for her at the moment, sir.’ He stuttered to explain. ‘I know we work well together but I think I need some time... apart.’

 ‘Alright. I’ll sort something else out.’

 ‘Thank you, sir.’

 ‘Dismissed.’ He nodded.

 

 Damien was in the locker room getting ready to go home. He turned to put something in his bag and his locker slammed shut behind him.

 ‘What the hell, Macken!’

 ‘Olivia?’

 ‘I just got kicked off the homicide case.’ She scoffed, hands on her hips.

 ‘What?’

 ‘Yeah, because you don’t want to work with me anymore!’

 ‘Liv.’ He stuttered. ‘I swear, I didn’t mean for - I told the captain-’

 ‘What’s wrong with you?’ She asked, clearly annoyed. ‘Who am I

supposed to work with now?’

 ‘No, come on, you’re just-’

 ‘Not the partner you wanted, huh?’

 ‘Of course you are!’ He was struggling to find the right words. ‘I’m just struggling at the moment. I can’t be around you right now!’

 ‘This sounds fucking familiar.’ She pointed a finger at him. ‘One chance, Macken. Why’d you get me get kicked off?’

 ‘I didn’t mean to.’ He stressed. ‘I told the captain I needed some space. He offered us the homicide case and I meant he needed to find you a different partner, not the other way around.’ He explained quickly and she seemed to calm down.

 ‘I’m trying really hard to trust you and you’re making it so difficult.’ She sighed.

 ‘You can trust me. I swear, I’ll sort this out with the captain.’

 ‘You better. I need a case like this.’ He remembered a conversation they’d had over dinner once, where she’d told him she wanted to go for sergeant one day. She needed some big cases under her belt if she was to ever even stand a chance.

 ‘I’m sorry, okay? I should’ve been clearer. I’ll speak to the captain tomorrow.’ She raised an eyebrow. ‘Okay, I’ll go talk to him now.’

 ‘Thank you.’ She sighed and turned to leave.

 ‘Liv.’ She turned back.

 ‘Yeah?’

 ‘Do you want to go for a drink?’ He knew it was a long shot.

 ‘First round’s on you.’ She called over her shoulder and he smiled to himself.

 

 Olivia was waiting at the bar for him, a bottle of beer open in front of her. She was looking down at her phone and didn’t notice him till he sat down next to her.

 ‘Good news. You’re back on the case.’ He smiled, ordering himself a drink too.

 ‘So we’re on it together?’ She asked, hoping he would have changed his mind.

 ‘No, I’ve got a very interesting drug case coming my way.’

 ‘Oh.’

 ‘I wasn’t trying to be a dick when I said I needed time away from you.’ He sighed, taking a drink. ‘It’s really hard to be so close to you and know nothing’s ever going to happen again. You have it all figured out.’

 ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’

 ‘You just don’t give a shit about me anymore.’ He shrugged and she turned a little on her stool to look at him.

 ‘You really think I don’t give a shit?’ She seemed confused, as opposed to upset.

 ‘You come into work like nothing ever happened between us.’

 ‘Because I’m trying to be professional and get on with my job. I didn’t decide to just stop caring for you.’ She said, bumping his elbow with hers playfully. ‘Do you think I’m that cold-hearted?’

 ‘I can’t read you anymore.’ He shook his head.

 ‘I do care about you, Damien, more than I do about most.’ She admitted. ‘I know it’s hard and I’m sorry it looks like I don’t care, but I want a partner I can trust on this case.’

 ‘You want me on the case with you?’

 ‘I trust you with my life. Please, you don’t have to work with me ever again if it’s that hard but I need a guy who knows what he’s doing for this case.’ Her eyes were pleading with him.

 ‘It might take some convincing, but I’ll ask the captain.’ He smiled.

 ‘Cheers.’ She smiled back at him.

 ‘Cheers.’ He said, clinking their bottles together.

 

 It took them five weeks to solve the homicide case, five weeks of being in each other’s company, day and night, working a lot of overtime. They worked in the office most of the time but occasionally ended up in one of their apartments, talking into the early hours of the morning. The rest of the squad kept an eye on them; everyone could see how close they were again, how easily they were getting on, but they also knew the consequences of the fall out. Half-way through the case, Damien was close to ruining what they had.

 

 Damien was waiting for the right moment to finally ask her out again now that the case was done. They were celebrating at the bar together after filing the report at the office. They’d invited everyone at the office but no-one took them up on the offer, leaving them alone to drink away the hours.

 ‘We did it.’ Olivia beamed. ‘I love it when a big case gets closed.’

 ‘Me to.’ He agreed. We’re still a good team, it felt like old times.’ He smiled, tilting his glass her way.

 ‘Like old times.’ She clinked them together. ‘It was easier back then.’ She was a little tipsy.

 ‘How long ago are we talking?’

 ‘A few months ago, when your mom was alive and we were together.’ She sighed.

 ‘You miss those days?’

 ‘Of course I do. It was so easy being with you. The hardest part of my day was deciding what we were going to eat, or what movie we were going to watch - not that it mattered anyway because you’d be begging for it twenty minutes in.’

 ‘I never begged.’ He laughed.

 ‘You may as well have.’

 They continued talking about anything and everything and it just felt right to be so open with each other. She was finally comfortable with him again. He’d really missed it. Missed her.

 ‘Look, I want to ask you something.’ He said, the mood turning more serious than it had been.

 ‘What is it?’ She asked, her head turning in confusion.

 ‘There’s going to be no easy way to say this.’ He sighed. ‘And I don’t know how you’re going to react... but things have been great between us. Don’t you think?’ She nodded. ‘So, I was wondering, if you’d consider going on a date. With me.’

 She sat back, a little shocked at his question and she seemed to sober up instantly.

 ‘Damien.’ She sighed and he could feel that he was losing her.

 ‘I hurt you, believe me I know I hurt you, but I was hurting too. I never should have broken up with you. I was an idiot but I’m me again, Liv. It would work this time.’ He was desperate for her to say yes. He put his hand on hers and she didn’t pull away.

 ‘I’ve missed you, I really have.’ She smiled. ‘And there’s been times when I’ve held my phone in my hand for hours, wondering if I should call you, wondering if you want to call me and it hurts, it really does... but nothing hurt more than that day in your apartment. I can’t do that again, Dame.’

 ‘I was a mess, my mother had just died and I didn’t know what to do-’

 ‘And I had to deal with it for days without you. And even when you found out, you acted like you were the only one who cared about her.’ She argued. ‘It really hurt.’

 ‘But nothing like that will ever happen again.’

 ‘You can’t say that. We have dangerous jobs, Dame. Anyone we know could get hurt or killed, we could get hurt, and I don’t know how you’d react.’ She was struggling a little. ‘I want to be with you, I really do, but I can’t take that risk. I’m sorry.’ She stood up.

 ‘Where are you going?’

 ‘I need to go home.’ She leaned down to hug him, hiding the regret on her face.

 ‘What about your drink?’

 ‘I’ll see you at work, Dame.’ She kissed his cheek and left.

 

 That night, Olivia tossed and turned in bed for hours. She could hardly sleep, and when she did, Damien plagued her dreams. She woke up reaching for him but he wasn't there. She couldn’t get him out of her head, couldn’t forget how hurt he looked when she said no to him. Surely, one date couldn’t have done them any harm, just one more would stop her from missing him. She felt so alone these days. No Amanda, no Damien, Becca was getting busier and busier, her family were so far away. She broke down in tears, alone in bed. She grabbed her phone to call him but thought better of it. She couldn’t just use him when she needed him.

 She was glad she wasn't working the next day, she didn’t know what she would say to him, but the feeling of regret didn’t leave her all day. She half expected to see him walk through her door; they’d seen each other every day for the last five weeks. Maybe, if she’d said yes, he would’ve been waking up beside her, like she wanted.

 

 A week later, it seemed as though they’d forgotten about him asking her out. They’d got through far worse things than that so it didn’t affect their work. They weren’t joking about as much but they chatted happily, waiting for more cases.

 The Captain gave them an undercover case for the weekend, they had to keep an eye on a particular motel where they expected a big drug deal to go down. Backup would always be nearby but they were expected to blend in with the other guests.

 ‘I hate motels.’ Damien sighed, putting his suitcase in one of the undercover cars. ‘They’re so dirty and-’ He pretended to gag.

 ‘They’re not that bad.’ She laughed, dropping her case next to his.

 ‘True, it's like an upgrade for you.’ He joked.

 ‘Will you ever stop teasing me for being messy?’ She asked.

 ‘Not since you just left two black banana peels on your desk. No.’

 ‘Hey, at least they’re bananas and not crisps or chocolate. I learned a few good habits off you.’ She smiled.

 ‘Hmm. Come on, I’ll drive.’

 

 When they arrived at the motel, they reminded each other of their covers, making sure they both knew the same things. They were supposed to be a new married couple, heading to Florida for their honeymoon, taking a break at the motel for the weekend before going.

 ‘Well, hello. How can I help?’ Asked the woman at reception.

 ‘Hi, I booked a room for a Mr and Mrs Brady.’ Damien smiled. Olivia was smiling brightly next to him, her arm linked around his.

 ‘Oh, the newlyweds?’

 ‘That’s us.’ She smiled, reaching up to kiss his cheek.

 ‘Right this way.’ The woman led them to their room and handed over the keys, leaving then alone rather quickly. They opened the door and Damien sighed. The room smelled damp and everything looked old and overused, especially the bed.

 ‘Jesus, this is going to be two days of hell.’ He muttered. Olivia pushed him into the room and rolled her eyes. It was already late in the evening and they both wanted to get some sleep. They needed all the sleep they could get since they were planning on doing the bust the next night.

 Olivia went into the bathroom to get changed and then started plumping up the pillows. It took her a moment to realise Damien was setting up a sleeping bag on the floor.

 ‘What are you doing?’ She asked.

 ‘Sleeping on the floor. There’s only one bed.’ He shrugged.

 ‘Are you serious? We’ve slept together dozens of times and now you refuse to share a bed with me?’

 ‘I’m not refusing... I just didn't think you’d want to share because you know I still… still have feelings for you.’

 ‘Don’t be ridiculous.’ She sighed, climbing in. ‘Get in here. I wouldn’t make a dead rat sleep on that floor.’

 He did as he was told, turning his back to get undressed, ‘It’s a rather small bed.’ They had to both lay on their sides to fit and, even then, they were nearly nose to nose. ‘I’m pretty sure there are bloodstains on the carpet.’

 ‘God, we are not paid enough.’ She chuckled before a shiver ran up her body. The room was freezing. ‘Is the radiator on?’

 ‘It’s broken.’ He sighed. ‘Are you cold?’

 ‘A little bit.’ He was like a furnace at night, she could feel his body heat a little already, and she wished they were together, just to be wrapped in his arms.

 ‘Do you want a cuddle?’ He asked and she hesitated. Of course she wanted to cuddle him, but she knew it could make things even more complicated. ‘No strings attached. I just don’t want you to freeze to death.’ He chuckled.

 ‘Thank you.’ She said, turning over and curled her body against his. ‘That’s so much better.’

They woke up early the next morning to set up surveillance. They were both a little tired, not sleeping brilliantly in the dank room, and the alarm hurt their ears.

 ‘Morning.’ He yawned, pulling her close, his head settling into the crook of her neck.

 ‘Morning.’ She sighed, having to convince herself that she had to get up. ‘We should get showered.’ She pushed back the covers and stumbled out of the bed.

 ‘Did you see the state of the shower? No way am I getting in that.’ He called, sitting up in the bed, watching her walk into the bathroom to check it out

 ‘Change of plans, straight to breakfast?’ She suggested..

 ‘That is a fantastic idea.’ He chuckled.

 

 That night, they were ready to catch the drug dealers. A small squad was on standby around the corner, two more cops were in a room above them and more backup was only a call away. The deal wasn’t discreet; they’d decided to do the exchange in the corner of the parking lot, in direct view of Olivia and Damien’s room.

 ‘I have eyes on the suspect.’ Olivia said into the radio. ‘Dark hair, six foot, wearing blue hoodie and leather jacket. He fits the description.’

 ‘Do you want to wait a while? See if the supplier makes an appearance?’ Damien asked and she shook her head.

 ‘The deal’s too small for the supplier.’ Shouts started coming from outside, the dealer pulled a gun and fired a shot.

 ‘Squad’s gone in early, they’re newbies.’ A voice came on the radio.

 ‘Shit.’ Olivia muttered, grabbing her gun. ‘Get back up in here now.’ They ran outside together, weapons up.

 ‘Stop! NYPD, put your hands up.’ Damien shouted, pointing his gun at the dealer. A number of guns cocked around them.

 ‘Damien.’ Olivia warned.

 ‘You see, detectives, I’ve got some back up of my own.’ The dealer smirked as a dozen more men appeared in the parking lot. ‘And since you’re outnumbered, I suggest you put your guns down and give up.’ Sirens started wailing in the

 ‘We can offer you a deal.’ Olivia shouted.

 ‘You shut your pretty little mouth. I’m not interested.’ He spat, turning his gun towards her.

 ‘Give up your supplier, we can make an arrangement.’

 ‘And I’d be dead within a week, rats don’t last long.’ She wasn’t surprised he didn’t take the offer, not many of them do till they’re in custody, but she could tell he was afraid. Maybe he wasn’t as high up in the chain as they expected. The siren’s were getting closer, putting them on edge.

 ‘We can protect-’ Gunfire interrupted her, she heard it fly past her ear. More people began shooting and many ran to cover. A gang member fell to the ground. In the chaos, the dealer got in his car and sped away. Olivia instantly tried to run after the car, trying to remember the license, but someone grabbed her and held a gun against the side of her head.

 ‘Put your weapons down.’ The man shouted over her shoulder and the gun fire stopped.

 ‘Get off her!’ Damien shouted. He could see her trying to not panic, trying to find an escape. A police car pulled up into the parking lot and the guy holding her looked towards them, distracting himself. Olivia elbowed him in the ribs and ducked down, Damien sent a warning shot over the top of his head and he dropped the gun, surrendering.

 In the end, they arrested all but two men, one being the dealer, and there were a few injuries on their side, flesh wounds at worse. Ambulances arrived and the situation was explained to the motel manager and guests.

 Damien was sat in the back of an ambulance being treated for shock against his will.

 ‘I’m not even in shock! I’m just pissed off!’ He shouted and Olivia walked up to him, a blanket around her shoulders too. She’d been examined and given the all clear but felt a little shook up. It wasn’t very often she was in such a compromising position.

 ‘It’s just standard procedure, calm down.’ She sighed.

 ‘We lost the fucking dealer and you nearly got hurt.’ He only ever got this angry when he was truly invested in his work. ‘All because some rookies got spooked.’

 ‘We were young cops once, give them a break. I’m fine.’ She said. ‘They feel awful enough already.’

 ‘So they should! What if you had died?’ He spat.

 ‘Then I would’ve died because I didn’t see the guy grab me.’ She argued back. ‘Go and speak to them, be civil. We all make mistakes, even you.’

 ‘I never did anything that stupid.’

 ‘Yes you did! Sometimes you still do, sort out your attitude.’ She could understand why he was angry, but they’d arrested fourteen men in total, it had been a good result overall. ‘It didn’t go that badly.’

 He scoffed, ‘Sure.’

 ‘Why do I even bother with you?’ She rolled her eyes and walked off.

 

 Back at the precinct, the whole squad was working on the paperwork, filling in reports to get a full picture of what had happened. Damien was typing away at his desk, taking his anger out on the keyboard.

 ‘You’re going to end up putting a hole in your desk.’ Olivia sighed, dropping a sandwich on his desk.

 ‘Good.’

 ‘Why are you so mad?’ She asked, sitting at her own desk.

 ‘Because we lost the dealer.’

 ‘Bullshit, we’ve had worse cases and you weren’t this mad.’ She pointed out. ‘What’s really wrong?’

 He paused. ‘You had a gun to your head and I couldn’t do anything. It freaked me out. I was useless.’ He sighed, giving up his attack on the keyboard.

 She sat forward, resting her elbows on her desk, ‘I can take care of myself, Dame. You know that.’

 ‘I know, but I’m your partner, I’m supposed to have your back.’ He was beating himself up unnecessarily.

 ‘I should have been watching my own back. You don’t need to look after me all the time. You’re my partner, not my babysitter.’

 ‘So you’re not mad at me?’

 ‘No. But you’re being a grumpy bastard.’ She smiled. ‘Lighten up, everything’s fine.’

 ‘Yeah, alright. Thanks.’ He smiled at her. ‘I could do with a drink after this.’ He suggested.

 ‘Or three.’ She smiled. ‘Usual?’

 ‘Usual.’

 

Chapter Eight

 

 ‘Where are you off to?’ Damien asked, watching Olivia put a bag together.

 ‘I’ve been asked to show some rookies what to do on patrol.’ She sighed.

 ‘You sound excited about it.’ He chuckled and she scowled at him for a moment.

 ‘I just keep getting assigned shitty cases that I can solve with my eyes closed. Patrol’s not bad, at least the new recruits are usually funny.’ She shrugged.

 ‘You really must be bored if you’re starting to like patrol.’

 ‘For two months, I’ve been stuck with stolen cars, missing persons, a few dog attacks.’ She complained. ‘They think I need time to recover after the motel case.’

 ‘That was three months ago!’ He scoffed.  

 ‘Believe me, I know. I’m fine, I just want a bit more excitement.’ She joked. ‘Give me a murder or something.’

 ‘If it’s excitement you want…’ He winked and she rolled her eyes. The last three months had been really easy between them. They were constantly cracking jokes with each other, spending a lot of time together both in and out of work. They were often at each other’s apartment’s, or out for a drink or a meal. They were friends again, really good friends. Sometimes they’d get carried away and end up in bed together, but they agreed that it was just casual, nothing romantic.

So they said.

 ‘I’m not desperate yet… maybe next week.’ She winked back, zipping up her bag. ‘Anyway, I’ll see you later. Don’t have too much fun without me.’

 ‘I promise.’ He called back. He chuckled and settled back to his work. Jason appeared from nowhere and scared him. ‘Jesus.’

 ‘Hey.’

 ‘Yes, Jason?’

 ‘So, how’s it going with you two?’ He asked, smirking.

 ‘Everything’s fine. We’re very happy, thank you.’

 ‘You mean she’s happy and you’re taking what you can get?’ He asked, taking a sip of Damien’s coffee.

 ‘Don’t you have some work to be doing?’

 ‘You’re avoiding my questions’

 ‘We’re both happy, why are you suddenly so interested?’ He said, trying to ignore him.

 ‘Because I want to know what’s happening between you, you’re always together.’

 ‘Yeah, because we’re friends. We go to the bar, we go out together and-’

 ‘And have sex.’

 ‘Not a lot!’ He argued. ‘It just… happens.’

 ‘And you’re not sleeping with other people?’

 ‘No, I mean, we’re always busy. We get along and it’s amazing when we’re together. I’m not going to downgrade.’

 ‘Then why are you not together?’ He slapped his arm. ‘It’s painful watching you two act like a couple when you’re not. Don’t think I miss how you look at her when she turns away.’

 ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t fancy her anymore, that’s all in the past.’

 ‘So if she met a guy today, you’d be fine with it?’

 ‘Totally.’ He said casually, looking at the computer screen instead of his face. He already knew Jason didn’t believe him.

 ‘Really? You’d be okay if she was holding hands with someone else? What about kissing? If you found out she was sleeping with another guy, that he was the one holding her, making her breakfast after they’d-’

 ‘Stop it!’ He warned, his hand slamming on the desk. Jason had a big grin on his face. ‘Fine, no. No I wouldn’t be okay with it but I’d have to be.’ He sighed. ‘She’s never going to take me back.’

‘Never say never!’ said Jason.

 

The emergency radio started echoing from the captain’s office.

 ‘Shit.’ Damien jumped up from his chair, Jason on his tail. The whole squad gathered around a bigger radio in the captain’s office, a nervous energy between them.

 

It was too far away for any of them to respond now, they would have to rely on the officers already close by. Many officers responded, radioing their positions.

 Olivia radioed in asking for backup.

‘Shit.’ The sergeant muttered. ‘What the hell is she doing there?’

 ‘She’s on patrol with some rookies.’ Damien explained.

 ‘The best thing we can do is keep calm.’ The captain said loudly but he was clearly anxious himself.

 ‘Fucking hell.’ Damien ran a hand through his hair. His heart was pounding.

 ‘It’ll be okay.’ Jason assured him, putting an arm around him. ‘It’s Olivia. She’s indestructible’

 

 The whole squad stood nervously waiting for any update. It felt like they were there for hours, waiting on any updates they could get. There had been no advances yet, other than some civilians had escaped. Damien sat at his desk. He couldn’t think properly. Becca sat with him after a while, holding his hand.

 ‘She wanted some more exciting cases.’ He sighed. ‘Wrong place, wrong fucking time.’

 ‘You know what she’s like.’ Becca muttered.

 ‘The minute I saw her sat at that bar, I knew she’d be trouble.’ He chuckled.

 The sound of gun shots blistered out of the radio.

‘Shit.’ He jumped up, running to the radio.

 

A women’s voice pierced the comms, clearly in agony. 

‘That’s Olivia!’ Damien’s worst fears had come true. ‘Olivia’s been shot.’ He turned and started to run out the office.

 ‘Go after him!’ The Captain shouted. ‘He’ll reach the hotel if you don’t catch him, he’ll get himself killed.’

 The sergeant and Hoffman grabbed their vests and went straight after him but he was faster than they were, and he’d had a head start.

 Damien ran seven blocks. His heart was beating rapidly, his muscles burned, but all he cared about was getting to her.

 ‘Damien, wait!’ They were catching up to him but it was too late, the hotel was just up ahead.

 They area was taped off, a crowd had gathered outside and flashing lights were everywhere. He looked around frantically for Olivia, pushing himself to the front of the crowd.

 ‘Sir, you can’t be here.’ An officer noticed he was trying to go under the tape.

 ‘I’m a detective.’ He showed her his badge quickly. ‘My partner’s been shot. Female, dark blonde, average height. Please, I need to see her.’

 ‘We’re trying to recover the wounded officers. No-one’s come out yet but we have people working on it.’

 ‘Damien!’ Hoffman shouted, running up to him. ‘Come on, step back, you know it’s dangerous.’

 ‘Female officer!’ An ambulance crew member called, a gurney was being pushed out of the building with a woman lying on it.

 ‘Liv?’ Damien ran under the tape, Hoffman behind him. He knew it was her. ‘Liv!’ He cried. He went to run to her but Hoffman stopped him, wrapping his arms around him tightly. ‘Get off me!’

 ‘Damien, come on.’

 ‘Get him out of here!’ Shouted an officer, Damien recognised him but didn’t listen.

 ‘His partner’s been shot, don’t be an arsehole. We’re dealing with him.’ Louisa shouted, finally catching up.

 ‘Sorry, sergeant.’

 She helped Hoffman pull him back to the other side of the tape, forcing him to sit on a step.

 ‘You need to calm down. You’re a detective, god dammit. This is a serious situation, we’ve still got active shooters. I know you’re worried about Liv but other officers are hurt too.’ She snapped.

 Damien tried to listen but he couldn’t think about anything else but Liv. He couldn’t lose her.

 ‘Hey!’ An officer ran up to them. ‘You can follow her to the hospital, we’ve got a spare car.’

 Damien was up straight away, ‘Thank you so much.’

 ‘Don’t mention it, she’s your partner. I get it.’

 

 The journey to the hospital was nerve-wracking and he couldn’t take his eyes off her ambulance. He still didn’t know how bad the wound was and it was driving him insane. They sent her straight into surgery when they arrived and he was left in the waiting room. Sinclair and Hoffman eventually joined him but they sat silently. A paramedic approached them after half an hour.

 ‘Are you the officers with Detective Olivia Hardy?’ He asked.

 ‘Yes, is she okay?’ Damien asked desperately, standing up suddenly.

 ‘She’s stable for now but she’s lost a lot of blood. Her wounds-’

 ‘Wounds?’ Sinclair asked. ‘As in, plural?’

 ‘She has three gunshot wounds: one to the arm, one to the side, and one to the thigh. There’s still a bullet embedded in her arm but we have hope.’

 ‘So, she’s okay?’

 ‘For now, it’s looking positive for her.’ He was vague, but it was something.

 ‘Oh, thank God.’ He almost collapsed onto his chair.

 ‘Thank you.’ Louisa smiled. The paramedic nodded and left them.

 

 The surgery turned out to be a success, they’d managed to remove the bullet and stitched up her wounds. Damien almost cried of happiness when he found out, he was so grateful to all the people who had helped to look after her.

 ‘Detective Macken, would you like to see her?’ A nurse asked and he was straight out of his seat. ‘She’s not awake yet, but I’m sure she would like a familiar face when she wakes.’ She smiled.

 ‘Thank you.’

 Damien walked into her room and quietly shut the door behind him. She looked peaceful, she always looked peaceful when she slept. The sheets covered her injuries, except for the one on her arm. She was incredibly lucky, he knew that. As they’d been waiting, news about other officers made it to them; ten officers had been shot in total, including Olivia, two had been killed at the scene and another had died in the ambulance on the way to the hospital.

 Damien didn’t want to think about the other officers, it was too painful. They all had family and friends who loved them, people who waited for news like Damien did, and now some of them had to hear their loved ones were dead. He took hold of Olivia’s hand, moving his chair closer to the bed. He started talking to her about random nonsense, just joking about like he usually did and he just wanted to hear her laugh.

‘You really do like to keep me on the edge, don’t you?’ He chuckled to her. ‘I’m going to make you quit after this, no more field work for you.’ He said, kissing her hand before resting his head on her bed.

 ‘Just try and stop me.’ A croaky voice muttered. He looked up and her eyes were barely open, squinting against the light.

 ‘Liv!’

 ‘Shut up, my head hurts.’

 ‘How are you feeling?’

 ‘Like shit.’ She chuckled, then winced. ‘What happened?’

 ‘You got shot.’ His voice broke and he pulled her hand to his cheek. She could tell he’d been crying. He looked tired, exhausted even. ‘Had enough excitement for a while?’

 She laughed, ignoring the pain, ‘More than I’d wanted. How’s everyone else?’

 ‘Liv, I don’t know if now’s the right time-’

 ‘Just tell me.’

 ‘Three dead.’ He admitted and she closed her eyes, a tear rolled out. ‘Who?’

 ‘Cop called Luiz,’ Who they didn’t know. ‘Fox.’ A young officer. ‘And,’ He paused. ‘Richards.’

 ‘She’s just come off maternity.’ She whispered and then she began sobbing suddenly. Damien didn’t know what to do. He took off his shoes and joined her on the bed, pulling her in as close as he could without hurting her.

 After a while, she fell asleep, exhausted and in pain. He stayed with her, stroking her hair, until he nodded off himself.

 ‘Damien.’ A voice whispered and he opened his eyes. The sergeant was stood beside him. ‘Dame, it’s time to go. She needs her rest.’

 ‘But-’

 ‘It’s past visiting hours.’ She pushed.

 ‘She won’t know where I’ve gone.’ He didn’t want to leave her, especially if she didn’t know where he’d gone.

 ‘I’m sure the nurse will let her know, you can come back tomorrow morning.’ Louisa smiled.

 ‘Okay.’ He was tired, he’d been so worried and stressed and, now he knew she was okay, he could finally calm down. They walked out of the hospital and a cab was waiting for them. He thanked Louisa when he got out and then stumbled up to bed.

 

Chapter Nine

 

 Olivia slammed her magazine down on the coffee table and sighed loudly. Damien looked up from his case file, shocked by the noise.

 ‘What’s the matter?’ He asked. ‘You scared the life out of me.’

 ‘Sorry.’ She muttered. ‘I’m just bored. I want to go back to work.’ The Captain had given her two months of leave and it was driving her insane, especially when Damien was at work. He kept her company when he finished, when he had a day off. Any moment he wasn’t at the office, he was with her and she was grateful for it. It gave her something to look forward to.

 He chuckled, ‘You’re still on leave, you need to recover.’

 ‘I’m fine! My wounds are healed, I’ve even been cleared by the doctor. My body’s perfectly fine.’

 ‘Don’t I know it.’ He winked. She shot him a glare.

 ‘I just don’t understand why they won’t even let me do desk duty.’ She complained and Damien rolled his eyes. He had heard it all before; for the last month and a half, all she could talk about was how much she wanted to go back to work, she’d read over all his case files five times, just to keep herself occupied.

 ‘I’m not repeating myself everyday.’ He sighed and shut the file, moving to sit with her on the couch, turning on the TV to a random channel. She put her head in his lap and let out another big sigh. He started stroking her hair. ‘Anyway, you’re not completely fine. Your wounds have healed, sure, but mentally…’

 ‘Just because I have a few bad dreams, doesn’t mean I’m not okay.’ She pointed out.

 ‘I still think you should see somebody about it.’ He encouraged. ‘It might make you feel better.’

 ‘Damien, I’ve told you a thousand times, I’m fine. The bad dreams will go away. Anyway, I only get them when you’re not he-’ She was interrupted by her phone ringing. He sighed. Whenever she was about to open up to him, she was always interrupted. She left the room to answer the call and came back five minutes later with a small smile on her face.

 ‘What’s wrong?’ He asked, muting the TV.

 ‘It was that doctor from the hospital.’ She said nervously. ‘He just asked me out.’

 ‘Oh.’ It felt like someone had just punched him in the stomach.

 ‘Is that okay with you?’ She asked, seeing his reaction.

 ‘Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?’ She couldn’t tell how he was feeling, he wasn't giving anything away. ‘What did you tell him?’

 ‘I said yes. I mean, we’re not together and I guess we had to see other people eventually, right? We can’t keep doing this forever.’ She said, pointing between them.

 ‘Yeah, you’re right.’ He agreed but he wanted to scream that it wasn’t okay, that he didn’t want to see anyone else. ‘Well, I guess I’ll let you get ready for your date then.’ He said, getting up.

 ‘Wait, stay. It’s just a meal tonight. Why don’t we watch a movie?’ She suggested.

 ‘I actually have stuff I need to do.’

 ‘What stuff?’

 ‘Just stuff, work stuff. I’ll see you later.’ He headed for the door.

 ‘We still up for tomorrow?’ She asked. They’d made plans to go to the gym together, to start building up her fitness again, but he was starting to rethink the plans.

 ‘Should be, yeah. I’ll double check.’

 ‘Oh, okay. Guess I’ll see you tomorrow then.’ She shrugged. He left before she even reached him to hug him goodbye. She sighed and sat back down on the couch. He had left his jacket behind; she went to grab it, wanting to go after him, but she knew he would be long gone.

 Olivia knew telling him about the date hadn’t been a good idea, she knew it the moment she ended the call. They still had feelings for each other, she knew that, but he didn’t seem to want anything more than what they had now. They had to get over each other eventually, and going out with the very nice doctor would be a good start.

 

 Damien went over to Jason’s apartment straight away. He needed to talk to someone. Everything was slipping away from him. Jason offered him a beer after just seeing his face and then sat with him on the couch.

 ‘What’s the problem?’

 ‘She’s going on a date with a doctor.’ He sighed.

 ‘Liv?’

 ‘Yeah and now I don’t know what to do. She said we need to start seeing other people.’ He almost finished the bottle in one go.

 ‘You really are hung up on her, aren’t you?’ He nodded. ‘Well, why don’t we go out tonight? You could find someone else.’

 ‘You’re meant to give me good advice, Jason.’

 ‘She’s moving on, so should you. I call that great advice.’

 ‘I don’t want to move on! I mean, we’re perfect together, we’re practically a couple. We go everywhere together, I’m always at her place or she’s at mine. We’re still sleeping together for fuck’s sake!’

 ‘That’s a detail you didn’t have to add.’

 ‘But we are! So, why does she think she needs to go out with this doctor?’ He yelled, frustrated.

 ‘Maybe she gave up waiting for you to ask.’

 ‘What?

 ‘You let it become casual. She probably thinks you’re just interested in the sex.’ Jason explained and he ran a hand over his face. ‘Look, you asked her once and she turned you down. You gotta prove you still want her. You just need to grow a pair and ask again.’ Jason shrugged.

 ‘You think it’ll work?’

 ‘I know it will.’

 

 Olivia was feeling nervous; it felt like her stomach was doing flips and she knew it wasn't because she was nervous for her date. She was pacing up and down her living room in her dress, trying to focus, but she couldn’t get Damien out of her head. She spotted the picture on her coffee table, a picture they’d taken at the bar one night, and his jacket on the arm of her couch only kept reminding her of him.

There was a knock at the door, disturbing her thoughts.

 She walked over to the door and took a deep breath before opening it with her best smile.

 ‘Eric. Hi.’

 ‘Hey, Liv. You look stunning.’ He smiled, noticeably looking her up and down. ‘How are you doing?’

 ‘Not bad, come in for a moment, I just need to grab some stuff.’

 ‘Sure.’ He nodded, following her into the front room. ‘You look like you’ve recovered well.’

 ‘Thanks, I feel back to normal. I’m beyond ready to be back at work.’ She laughed.

 ‘I’d kill for two months off.’

 ‘Hey, you’re a doctor! You can’t joke about killing.’ She smiled, picking up her purse. ‘All set?’

 ‘Actually, do you mind if I use your bathroom first?’ He asked.

 ‘Not at all. Just down the hall to your left.’ She smiled.

 ‘Thanks.’

 Eric walked off and another knock came at her door. She opened the door, confused who it could be.

 ‘Damien!’

 ‘Liv.’ She looked stunning and he suddenly couldn’t get his words out. Jealousy stirred in the pit of his stomach. ‘You look gorgeous.’

 ‘What are you doing?’ She hissed, checking over her shoulder to see if Eric was coming out of the bathroom. ‘Now’s a really bad time.’

 ‘I need to talk to you.’ He sighed, pushing past her to get into her apartment. ‘Urgently.’

 She shut the door, ‘What’s so urgent that it couldn’t wait till tomorrow?’

 ‘I’m still in love with you.’ He admitted. He came straight out with it because, if he hadn’t, he probably never would have told her.

 ‘What?’ She gasped.

 ‘I still love you. I know this isn’t a great time-’

 ‘My date’s in my bathroom!’ She whispered. She was getting flustered, she didn’t know what to do. He could’ve said it any other time, not minutes before she was going on a date with someone else. She’d thought he wasn’t interested anymore. She’d hoped, one day, that he’d ask her out again, but it never happened.

 ‘I just had to tell you. I’m sorry I didn’t say anything before but-’

 They both heard the bathroom door open and turned to look, ‘Olivia, I was thinking-’ Eric paused, noticing Damien. ‘Who are you?’ He asked, a scowl growing on his face.

 ‘I… I’m just a work colleague.’

 ‘Eric, this is my partner, Damien. He was always at the hospital with me.’

 ‘So what’s he doing here?’ Eric asked Olivia, choosing to ignore Damien.

 ‘I just… forgot my jacket earlier.’ He said, walking over to the couch and reaching for it. ‘I’m an idiot.’

 ‘I guess you are.’

 ‘I had to rush out earlier.’ Damien had to grit his teeth. ‘Sorry for intruding. You still up for tomorrow?’ He asked, turning back to Olivia.

 ‘Yeah, should be. I’ll call you?’ She suggested.

 ‘Sounds great.’ He smiled as much as he could do. ‘Have fun on your date.’ He rushed out the door, shutting it behind him.

 Olivia sighed, watching him leave. She couldn’t help but wish the roles were reversed. Damien should be stood next to her, watching Eric walk out the door, rejected.

 ‘Ready, beautiful?’ Eric asked, putting a hand on her arm. ‘Olivia.’ He said loudly, snapping her out of her thoughts.

 ‘Oh, yeah, sorry. I’m ready.’

 

 As they walked down the street, Eric started telling her about his work, the long hours and busy days. He didn’t hold her hand like Damien did, he didn’t slow down even though she was struggling. She wasn't as fit as usual and he seemed to believe a slow jog was a gentle stroll.

 ‘So, what’s tomorrow?’ He asked. There it was. She’d wondered how long it would take him to ask.

 ‘What do you mean?’ She played innocent. She didn’t like how he’d acted with Damien and Eric didn’t trust that they were just work partners.

 ‘You and Daniel.’

 ‘It’s Damien.’

 ‘Whatever.’ She rolled her eyes when he wasn't looking.

 ‘We’re going to the gym, he’s helping me get fit again.’ She explained.

 ‘He seems to be rather interested in you. What was he doing at your place earlier?’

 ‘He’s been keeping me company since I’ve been on leave.’ She shrugged. She told herself it wasn’t a lie, it just wasn’t the whole truth.

 ‘Well, he won’t have to anymore. I could come over.’ He reached for her hand and squeezed it once before quickly dropping it again.

 ‘That’s a little presumptuous, isn’t it?’ She scoffed but he just smiled.

 ‘I think we’ll make a great couple.’ He seemed very certain. ‘I’m not comfortable with him being so close to you. I know how men think, Olivia, and he seems to like you.’

 ‘He’s my partner and my best friend.’ She stopped walking, annoyed. It took him a moment to realise. ‘If you’re not okay with that, I’ll go home now.’

 ‘No, don’t. Sorry, it’s just… you’re beautiful, he’d have to be blind not to notice.’ She didn’t miss his eyes darting down to her chest.

‘Let’s just get to the restaurant.’ She walked ahead of him, trying to clear her head.

 

 By the time they arrived at the restaurant, Olivia was tired but less frustrated at Eric. A part of her knew she couldn’t stay so close to Damien if she wanted to move on, but at the same time, they were still friends, she didn’t want to lose him.

 At the table, Eric didn’t pull out her chair like Damien always did; he didn’t greet the waiter politely and joke about if Olivia knew them, he just waved him off and grabbed himself a menu. She had a bad feeling about this guy.

 ‘Should we order drinks?’ He asked. ‘I’d order us a bottle of wine but you shouldn’t really be drinking.’

 ‘Because of my medication?’ She asked, a little worried because she’d been drinking with Damien.

 ‘No, I just don’t think it’s classy when women drink.’

 ‘Oh, sure, yeah. I don’t drink much, I prefer water.’ She lied, awkwardly smiling. She was dying for a drink, it would get her mind off Damien, but it looked like she’d have to wait till she got home. She took a menu and started looking through it.

 ‘I think women should make an effort to stay in shape, you know? They need to watch what they eat, stay away from drinking and smoking.’ He nodded to himself, clicking his fingers in the air to get the waiter’s attention.

 ‘With a job like mine, I’m always quite active.’ She pointed out. ‘I keep fit but I tend to eat a lot.’

 ‘But you’re not working at the moment.’ He smiled at her patronisingly.

 ‘I guess not.’

 The waiter arrived and Olivia begrudgingly ordered a chicken salad, swearing to herself it was the last damn salad she would order on a date. She already regretted saying yes to the date; she wanted to go find Damien, tell him she was wrong that they needed to see other people. She didn’t want to go on dates and eat salad to make a good impression, she wanted to go out with her best friend and eat whatever she wanted. Eric only annoyed her more as the night went on.

 ‘I’m not saying women shouldn’t be cops, I’m sure you’re good at your job, but men are just stronger, you know?’ He said, chewing with his mouth open, bits of steak rolling around his mouth.

 ‘I’ve taken down men much bigger than myself.’ She scoffed. ‘I’ve worked my way up to being a detective, I’ve earned my position just as much as any man has.’

 ‘Well, I guess being a doctor, I just see your job as… more primitive.’ He shrugged, shoving another mouthful of food in.

 ‘Primitive? Really?’ Eric nodded. ‘We do our best to help people and yes, the force has it’s serious issues, but just because we have to get physical, it doesn’t make us somehow less evolved than doctors. We have to deal with a lot of shit just for doing our jobs.’

 ‘And the money can’t be as good,’ He ignored her completely. ‘If we got married, my wage could support us both. You wouldn’t need to work, you could stay at home and take care of the kids.’

 ‘Excuse me?’ Olivia had been on some bad dates, Damien liked to hear all her failed romance horror stories, he’d love this one. It was officially the worst date she’d ever had.

 ‘Well, I can’t give up my career, people need doctors. You can’t get shot at when we have children.’

  ‘I can assure you, we won’t be having children, or a second date.’ She stood up, grabbing her purse. ‘Since you make so much more money than me, I’m sure you afford to pay for the meal.’

 

 Olivia felt a wave of relief hit her when she finally walked out of the restaurant. She got the first cab she could find and gave the driver Damien’s address. She got out of the cab a street early, spotting a corner shop, and walked the rest of the way.

 It was quiet when she got to his apartment and she knocked on the door nervously. She knocked and, for a moment, she thought he wasn’t home, but then she heard him walk up to the door. He smiled when he realised it was her.

 ‘I need to talk to a sane person.’ She begged, lifting up a bottle of wine.

 ‘I might be able to help with that.’ He smirked. She handed him the bottle and pulled her shoes off, dropping them as she crossed the room to fall on his couch. Damien sighed and picked up the heels, moving them to a safer location.

 ‘God, that was awful!’ She sighed. He grabbed two glasses and came to sit next to her. ‘Forget the glasses, let’s drink from the bottle.’

 ‘That bad, huh?’

 ‘You have no idea.’ He undid the lid and poured a glass for them both. He knew when Olivia drank wine, she got drunk very easily. Handing over the bottle was probably the worst idea.  She took the glass from him and drank it in one go. ‘Another.’

 ‘You sure?’ He asked and she nodded, pushing her glass towards him. As much as he didn’t want her to get drunk, he also didn’t want to stand between her and the wine.

 ‘I’ve never met a man so… infuriating.’ She scoffed, taking a good gulp of her second glass.

 ‘Slow down.’ He chuckled and she moved her glass away from him defensively.

 ‘This is the first drink I’ve had tonight and I’ve earned it. He was such a douche!’

 ‘It couldn’t have been that bad.’ He reasoned, taking a sip of wine himself.

 ‘Let me list how shitty this guy is.’ She turned and faced him. ‘One, he doesn’t like it when women drink so I had the pleasure of drinking water all night. Two, he was rude to you and didn’t like that we spend time together. Three, he said police work is primitive and that because I’m a woman, I’m weak and need to be at home raising children.’ She raised a finger for every point and then took another long drink. ‘God, I should’ve punched him.’

 Damien was astounded, ‘Wow, that really is a bad date.’ She finished her glass and started drinking out of the bottle.

 ‘I hate dating.’ She whined. ‘I just want to find someone who’s fun, who doesn’t care if I drink or eat more than a stupid salad.’ She stood up and stumbled a little.

 ‘I think you’re a little drunk, Liv.’ Damien sighed. The wine had gone to her head quicker than usual.

 ‘Someone who understands my job.’ She carried on. ‘Someone who will spend days in bed watching films and days at the gym.’ She made her way back to the couch and sat on Damien’s lap, her arms wrapped around his neck.

 ‘He’ll be a lucky man.’ He sighed and Olivia leaned in and kissed him on the lips.

 ‘I still love you too.’ She whispered, resting her forehead against his. ‘I couldn’t get you out of my head all night. It should’ve been you sitting opposite me, you and your awful jokes.’

 ‘Don’t do this now, please.’ He begged. ‘You’re drunk and it doesn’t mean anything if you’re drunk.’

 ‘But I mean it.’ She urged, kissing him again. ‘I do love you.’ God, he wanted her.

 ‘Come on, Liv.’ He picked her up and walked towards his bedroom. ‘You need to sleep. Do you want a shirt to sleep in?’ He placed her gently on his bed and grabbed a shirt. ‘Can you get dressed yourself?’ She nodded again.

 ‘Okay, well, I’m going to get you some water.’ When he returned, she was changed and laying on his side of the bed, hugging his pillow. ‘There you go. If you need me, I’ll be on the couch.’

 ‘You’re not going to sleep here?’

 ‘I don’t want to disturb you in the morning.’ He leaned down and kissed her head. ‘I’m not letting you have wine again.’

 ‘You sound like that doctor.’ She mumbled and he chuckled. ‘Please will you stay? I don’t get bad dreams when I’m with you.’ She admitted and his heart broke a little bit.

 ‘Fine, only because you asked nicely.’ He sighed. ‘Give me a second.’ He changed into some shorts and a t-shirt and pulled her to him. She fell asleep quickly and he smiled. ‘I’ll let it go that you’re on my side.’

 

 Olivia woke up the next morning, not too sure where she was, or who she was with. Her head hurt and she didn’t remember much of last night. She felt the arms around her pull her in closer and her heart sped up.

 ‘Good morning.’ Whispered a British accent. Damien. Thank God. ‘You really shouldn’t be allowed to drink wine.’ He chuckled.

 ‘That explains it. Did we… you know, do anything last night.’

 ‘You were too drunk to stand, let alone anything else.’ He explained. ‘You came over after an absolutely terrible date, you… said some things and we went to bed.’

 ‘What did I say?’ She asked, rubbing her eyes.

 ‘If you don’t remember, then it doesn’t matter.’ He smiled sadly and pulled his arms away from her to stretch. ‘Breakfast?’

 ‘Please.’

 

 While they were eating their waffles, Damien’s phone started to ring. It was the captain.

 ‘Hello, sir.’

 

 ‘But it’s my day off, sir.’

 

‘Yes, sir. I won’t be long.’ He said, hanging up and sighing.

 ‘What was that about?’ Olivia asked.

 ‘The Captain needs to see me.’ He shrugged, finishing his breakfast quickly and grabbing a shirt and tie from his wardrobe.

 ‘Oh, I thought we could spend the day together.’

 ‘So did I but I really have to go. Sorry.’ He smiled sadly, kissing her cheek. ‘Stay here as long as you want, I’ll try and keep you updated.’

 ‘Okay, see you.’

 When he left, she turned on the TV and sat back, trying to remember what exactly had happened last night. What had she said to him? It had to be important… then it struck her.

 ‘Oh shit.’ She’d told him she still loved him. Olivia had no idea what to do. No wonder he had been so quiet, he was waiting for her to remember, waiting for her to say it again. She picked up her phone, thinking about calling him and changed her mind. If she was going to say it, she wasn’t going to do it over the phone. Time seemed to pass so slowly, especially ow she really wanted to hear his voice. She was relieved when her phone finally rung.

 ‘Hey!’

He sounded… worried.

 ‘Can you meet me at our usual coffee shop?’

 ‘Sure, is everything okay? You’ve not been fired, right?’ She joked, trying to cheer him up.

 He laughed nervously. 

He hung up and she couldn’t help but run through everything he could possibly say.

 

 When she arrived at the coffee shop, he was already there, sitting in their favorite booth. He looked a little nervous but gave her a smile when she sat down.

 ‘What’s up?’ She asked. ‘You look worried.’

 ‘I’ve been offered a promotion.’ He explained and Olivia’s face lit up with happiness.

 ‘Dame! That’s great, why aren’t you happy?’

 ‘It’s in Seattle.’ Her heart sank to the floor.

 ‘Seattle? As in, the other side of America?’

 ‘I know, Liv. That’s why I’m worried.’

 ‘Did you take it?’ She asked, her heart pounding.

 ‘I wanted to talk to you first.’ He shrugged. ‘Look, last night you said-’

 ‘I love you.’ She smiled and he was stunned for a moment.

 ‘I... I want more, more than this friends with benefits shit we’re doing but-’ He sighed. ‘This is a great opportunity for me. I don’t know if can turn it down.’

 ‘When would you leave?’ She asked quietly.

 ‘In two weeks. I need to tell the captain my answer by the end of the day.’ He couldn’t take his eyes off her face.

 ‘If it wasn't for me, would you go?’

 ‘I wouldn’t hesitate. I loved New York when I first got here and now, after everything…’ He paused, finding the right words. ‘It’s not what it used to be.’

 ‘You should go.’ She nodded, even though it hurt to say.

 ‘What?’ He thought she’d be mad, that she’d shout and fight that he should stay, but she was letting him go so easily.

 ‘I don’t want to be the reason you miss such a big opportunity.’ She shrugged. ‘And I don’t want to keep you in a city you hate, it’s not fair.’ A part of her wanted to beg him to stay, but she also wanted him to be happy. If that meant leaving New York and moving thousands of miles away and finding a new start, then she couldn’t hold him back.

 ‘But what about us?’ He asked.

 ‘I love you, Damien Macken, no amount of distance can change that. We’ll find a way; it might be hard, but we can do it.’ She smiled, reaching for his hand. ‘Do you trust me?’

 ‘With my life.’

 

 The day Damien left for Seattle was the hardest day of her life. They’d spent every moment they could together before he left; they went for dinner every night, made love whenever they found the time, savoring each other’s bodies, trying to remember every single detail, but the days crept past them. In the last few days, she helped him pack up his apartment, smiling at the pictures of Amanda. They cried together, clinging onto each other like it was the last time because that’s exactly what it felt like, and then she waved him goodbye at the airport. His plane left, and she suddenly felt alone in the big city, more alone than she had ever felt in her life.

 

 Looking at the empty desk across from her always made Olivia feel sad. Work soon grew boring without Damien, cases came and went as she waited for his call everyday. She knew he was doing well, being a sergeant suited him, but that didn’t stop her from missing her partner.

 ‘Detective Hardy. A word, please.’ The Captain one day, smiling at her from his office door.

 ‘Sir.’ She nodded as she entering his office, closing the door behind her.

 ‘I have an offer for you, Hardy. One I think you’ll like.’

 

Damien was sat in his new office, looking through his newest case file. It had been a month since he started in Seattle, and as much as he was enjoying the work, he missed his job in New York, he missed Olivia, the picture of her on his desk sat smiling at him. He felt like he was still an outsider in Seattle, like he didn’t know the other officers very well. Except for Mike of course, the officer he shared his office with; their desks were on opposite sides of the room, facing each other. It was a simple glass office, spacious enough for the both of them, and Damien could see everything that was going on in the bullpen just by looking around. His Captain was a good man, very dedicated to his officers. He was invested in keeping the streets of Seattle safe.

 Mike came into the office with a cup of coffee and a newspaper and nodded at Damien.

 ‘Have you heard about the new detective?’ Mike asked, sitting down at his desk. ‘It’s about time we got some new blood. First you and now this other one. It’s been a nice change.’

 ‘I thought everyone would hate me when I arrived.’ He chuckled.

 ‘Are you kidding me? This place needed a shakeup, still does. There’s too many old detectives here, myself included. It’s nice to see some young blood. We should go and introduce ourselves.’ Mike looked to see if the detective had arrived yet.

 ‘I’ll do it later, give them time to settle in. Besides, there’s nothing worse than people crowding around, especially a sergeant.’ He chuckled. ‘Plus, I’ve just got my head around this case, may as well make some progress on it.’

 ‘Mike!’ A shout came from the main room and he sighed.

 ‘Guess that’s my cue to leave.’ He finished his coffee quickly. ‘I’ll see you in a bit.’ Mike walked out and Damien sighed to himself.

 He was alone for a while. Everyone loved talking to Mike so he was often busy for hours, talking about someone’s kids or a case that had just closed. He wished it was that easy for him to talk to the detectives, but it simply wasn’t. He didn’t have the respect that Mike had and, at times, he was tempted to just go back to New York, go back to his old life, where everything was easier. Honestly, he just wanted to see Olivia; long-distance wasn’t terrible, but it was much easier living twenty minutes away from each other.

 A knock came at his open door, distracting him from his thoughts.

 ‘I heard this is where a grumpy sergeant works.’ A light voice chuckled, one he could never forget the sound of. Olivia. He turned his head to the door.

 ‘What the hell are you doing here?’ He sat back in his chair with a cocky grin on his face. ‘Didn’t you take the hint when I moved across the country?’ He asked.

 ‘I guess I just had to give it one more shot.’ She smiled. ‘Surprise.’

 Damien stood up and wrapped her in the biggest hug he had ever given her, ‘What are you doing here?’ He asked, pulling back to look at her face.

 ‘You tell me… boss.’ She winked.

 ‘What?’

 ‘I’m the new detective you rudely decided not to come and greet.’ She scolded him and he couldn’t help but smile.

 ‘As if I need to introduce myself to you.’ He smirked. ‘I can’t believe you’re really here.’ He leaned down and kissed her, unable to hold himself back.

 Mike walked back into the office and coughed very obviously. They looked over to see him smiling.

 ‘Is this how you’re going to greet all the new detectives, Sergeant?’ He chuckled.

 ‘This is Olivia!’ Damien laughed and Olivia crossed the room to shake his hand.

 ‘Yes, I’m aware who she is.’ He smiled. ‘I’ve seen the picture on your desk, and considering you took one look at her and kissed her, it didn’t take me long to put two and two together. After all, I am a detective.’

 ‘You solved the case pretty quickly.’ Olivia agreed, chuckling.

 ‘It’s nice to have you on the team, Detective.’ He winked at her and sat at his desk, picking up his paper so it covered his face, giving them a small piece of privacy.

 ‘It’s nice to be here.’ She smiled towards the paper. ‘Sergeant, I don’t suppose you can spare twenty minutes for a very lost and hungry detective?’

 ‘Anything for a new recruit.’ He smiled, taking her hand.

 

 They went and found a small park and had lunch together in a small cafe, catching up on everything that had led her to Seattle. She told him about the Captain’s offer: Damien’s new precinct also needed a new detective, and the Captain couldn’t think of anyone better to recommend.

 ‘The only problem is, I don’t really have a place to stay.’ She explained, smiling shyly. ‘I’m booked into a hotel indefinitely.’

 ‘Liv, you can’t live in a hotel.’ He sighed. ‘What are you going to do?’

 ‘I was hoping that a very lovely sergeant could offer up his home for a homeless detective who’s just moved across the country?’ She shrugged and Damien pretended to think.

 ‘Well, I’ve already had a word with him and he think that would be perfect.’ He smiled, leaning forward and kissing her. ‘I love you.’

 ‘I love you too.’ She smiled, pulling him in for another kiss. ‘I told you we could make this work.’

 ‘You win. But are you sure about moving here? I know you loved New York.’

 ‘I fell in love in New York.’ She corrected him. ‘I’m perfectly happy wherever you are.’ She smiled. ‘Plus, I’m closer to my family here. We can go back to New York and visit the precinct.’

 ‘Sounds like you’ve got this all planned.’ He laughed. ‘Would you like a tour of your new home?’ He smiled, taking her hand.

 ‘I’d love one.’ She kissed him again, pouring everything she felt for him into it. This was it for them. No more sneaking about, no more arguing, no more terrible first dates. They loved each other, and they were going to spend the rest of their lives proving it.
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 Olivia walked back into the bedroom, wine glasses in hand, and a phone hit the bed next to her, landing hard on the pillows.  

 ‘She’s doing this now?’ Becca started pacing, frustrated. ‘Over text?!’ Becca’s love life was never that successful, resulting in a broken-heart, then a wild night out frequently.

 ‘Just ignore her.’ Olivia reasoned, putting the glasses down on the dresser. Crossing the room, she pulled a dress out of the wardrobe and pushed it into Becca’s arms. ‘Get dressed.’ Olivia had arrived and was expecting to find her friend ready to leave, instead, she was still in her uniform, typing fiercely into her phone, scowling at the screen.

 ‘She can’t just break up with me over fucking text! If she thinks I’m gonna go running back to her after this-’ Olivia raised an eyebrow at her and Becca sighed, standing still. ‘Then she’s right. Let’s go get drunk.’ She looked down at the dress in her hands and put it back in the wardrobe, picking out a lower cut dress instead.

 ‘Come on, don’t let her ruin the night. We’re single and we’re celebrating.’ She smiled and Becca nodded.

 ‘God, I need a drink.’ She muttered as she got changed and Olivia picked up the glasses again, handing one to her friend.

 ‘To getting drunk and getting laid.’ Becca smiled and they tapped their glasses together.

Olivia sighed and stared down into her drink, the glass was almost empty. Becca had left her at the bar to go and dance with some guys, but she wasn't really interested in dancing, she was still tired from work. They were supposed to be celebrating; she’d finally closed a big case she’d been working on for months and yet, she was sitting at the bar, alone, because her friend had something else on her mind.

 ‘This seat taken?’ A smooth voice came from over her shoulder. The sound pulled her out of her thoughts and she turned to look at the man. He was very handsome, his smile was charming and shy all at once, and Olivia already liked him.

 ‘Not at all. I’m Olivia.’ She smiled, offering a hand as he sat down.

 ‘Damien.’ He smiled back, taking it. ‘You look a little bored, no offence.’

 ‘None taken.’ She shrugged. 'My so called best friend ditched me.’ She chuckled. ‘Did your friends leave you too?’

 ‘I’m here alone, I’m afraid. I’m new to the city.’ He explained. ‘I’m trying to get my bearings. I thought a bar was the way to go.’

 ‘Always is.’

 ‘Can I buy you a drink?’

 Talking was easy between them, they laughed constantly, smiles never leaving their faces. As time went on, Becca seemed to disappear from the bar, Olivia couldn’t see her anymore but she wasn’t upset. Damien was good company, she soon began to enjoy the night with him; they kept teasing each other, joking around, and eventually, it was like his hand was stuck to her knee, tracing idle patterns on her skin. Her stomach had little butterflies and she knew how this night was going to end.

 ‘It’s getting a little loud, do you want to go somewhere a little quieter?’ She suggested, finishing her drink.

 ‘Where would that be?’ He asked, leaning close to talk to her, an eyebrow raised.   

 ‘My place is pretty quiet.’ She shrugged innocently. ‘No-one to disturb us while we… talk.’

 ‘Yeah, it’d be good to… talk.’ He had to stop himself from laughing at the joke. ‘I’d like to hear you better.’ He agreed, smiling. Olivia stood up and took his hand, leading him out of the bar.

 

They walked back to Olivia’s apartment hand in hand, smiling as they talked.

 ‘What brought you to New York?’ Olivia asked and Damien shrugged.

 ‘Just needed a change.’ He explained. ‘Sometimes, you need to put an ocean between you and your issues.’

 ‘Let me guess, ex-girlfriend trouble?’ Olivia joked and he chuckled, shaking his head.

 ‘Nothing like that, I wish it was that simple.’ He didn’t elaborate and she didn’t expect him to, they both knew it would be a one-night stand, she didn’t need to know his life story. ‘It just seemed a good idea. Work was waiting, I found a place easily enough, but I’m still getting lost.’

 ‘You found the bar.’ She pointed out and Damien smirked.

 ‘Best place to be tonight, it seems.’ He winked at her and Olivia couldn’t help but blush. This guy was different to the rest; they’d got to know each other a little, much more than any of the others had, but he also seemed genuine. ‘I’m glad your friend ditched you.’

 ‘I’m kind of glad she did too.’

 

Thank you for reading.
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