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      Police Detective Alex Charming was nothing if not a dedicated officer of the law. He was known to be something of a hard ass, truth be told. His reaction to the victim found attacked on a public street, his cat still in the pet carrier backpack he was was wearing could be written off as concern. Perhaps a bit more involved than usual, per se, but then he was an animal lover so maybe that was it. If his colleagues discovered he was visiting the unconscious man every day at the hospital, that excuse wouldn’t cover it and he had no desire to explain that the beautiful man reminded him deeply of a boy he’d crushed hard from afar on all through junior and senior high, halfway across the country.He knew it couldn’t be him, but he still felt a connection to the sleeping beauty on Ward Six. Why, and what did it all mean?

      

      A Kiss Worth Waiting For is a mm romance fairytale retelling of Sleeping Beauty in a contemporary setting. It features a grumpy detective, a sleeping ‘prince’, and the sweetest kitty cat who loves to make biscuits with their little toe beans.
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      To my own Prince Charming

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        True love stories never have endings.

        RICHARD BACH
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      The call came in before I even made it all the way into work.

      "On my way," I told Dispatch, already looking for a place to turn around. It was a gloomy day, the air full of mist, the sunlight patchy and dull through the clouds. Just another wonderful spring day.

      April showers bring May flowers, my ass.

      The only flowers the rain seemed to bring were dandelions poking up through the concrete and dotting what little grass you could find in the city. Pretty enough in their own way, but weeds that made me sneeze and invited bees that, if they stung me, I'd have to epi-pen myself. Hooray.

      I made a left on Twenty-third and continued on until the next junction, turning left again onto Oakwood so I was going the right direction. Thirty or so minutes later, I made it through traffic to my destination. It was pretty obvious that the scene was somewhere in the alley as there was already tape blocking it off, a uniform lifting it up to let an EMT wheel a patient out to his truck.

      I got out and ducked under the tape. My partner looked up.

      "You're late," he said.

      "Not by much. I had a call from the hospice this morning, sorry," I apologized.

      Frank looked at me with pity. "Your mother-"

      "She's not dead yet," I told him. "They said she was refusing to take her meds, accused them of trying to kill her faster."

      "Dementia is a terrible thing," he murmured.

      I ran a hand over my face. "That it is, and it makes helping her manage her pain that much harder." My mother was seventy-two, and I was her only child, though I had a bunch of older siblings from her previous marriage. My dad and she divorced right after I graduated high school, and he skipped town right after. I had no idea where he was, and he apparently didn't give enough shit about me to keep in contact. For all I knew, he was dead. Soon, cancer would claim my mother too, and then I would be well and truly all alone.

      I sighed. "Okay, enough about me. What's the story?"

      "Our vic apparently was passing by this alley when he was jumped, dragged in here, and stabbed. Probably mugged too, as he has no wallet or phone on him."

      "Probably?" I asked him, one eyebrow raised.

      "He's unconscious."

      I hadn't noticed that when he was wheeled by. "Shit," I said. "So a John Doe unless he regains consciousness and can tell us who he is."

      "Yep. And that's a big if. He not only was stabbed but hit the side of his head pretty hard against the corner of the dumpster here," Frank pointed with a gloved hand.

      "He was still conscious when the bakery owner stepped outside to find out what the commotion was. He claims the guy said, 'My cat,' then it was lights out."

      "His cat?"

      "Yeah, not sure what he meant by that. Entirely possible it was nonsense, or he was trying to say someone's name and was misheard. You know how it is."

      Boy, did I ever.

      "Cameras in the area?"

      "One across the street over there, at the bank. We're checking to see if there are any others along the street that might have caught sight of him. There's no apartment buildings close by, but maybe he lives above one of the storefronts or parked further up the street and was going to cross at the corner to use the ATM," Frank explained, sighing. "Whatever it was, he was in the wrong place at the wrong time."

      "I'll go to the hospital and see about getting his prints," I said. "I have a kit in my car." Our department didn't have funding for those fancy scanner apps and shit. We still did it the old-fashioned way with ink and paper and then scanned it into the computer.

      "Okay. Stick around and see what the docs think. If it looks like he'll make it, we can make sure he isn't allowed to leave until we've spoken to him. They were taking him over to Mercy."

      I turned to walk back to my car. Our Lady of Mercy was a twenty-minute drive from here unless I had a siren on. I didn't need a siren, not like the ambulance had, but I did need better coffee than what I'd get at the hospital. Their coffee always had this manky dirty cigarette smell to it for some weird reason and tasted even worse than it smelled. But there was a Starbucks between there and here, and I could go through the drive-thru and get a coffee and a muffin without taking too much time.

      I mean, I was right behind them, and the docs still had to work on the guy, so I'd have to hang around a bit, so I might as well take five minutes to get myself a decent latte and a salted caramel muffin. It didn't make me an asshole, despite popular opinion about my personality.

      I opened the app on my phone and placed an order for pickup, so it truly would only take me five minutes, the amount of time it usually took to reach the window. Parking on the street was a nightmare around there and would waste a lot more time. Order completed, I slipped my phone into my pocket and climbed into my car.

      Of course, life was not going to be that simple for me. I pulled in, and my eyes landed on the rear of the car in front of me. Shit. Scrawled across the back window were the words "not engaged in commerce." My eyes dropped down, and sure enough, that was not a real license plate. It was a piece of white laminated paper with the words "traveling conveyance of private human being, planet Earth." I called it in.

      "Pull him over until a unit arrives," Dispatch said.

      Great. I sighed and got out to tap on his window.

      He rolled down the window. "Yeah?"

      I showed him my detective shield.

      "Hang on," he said, reaching for a sheaf of papers.

      "I wanted to ask you if you had a valid license plate you could put on."

      "I do not require a license or registration. I am a human being traveling for private purposes, not a commercial vehicle."

      "So you don't have a driver's license or a valid registration issued by the state?"

      "I do not require a license or registration. I am a human being traveling for private purposes, not using it as a commercial vehicle," the man recited, shuffling through the papers, "and I am a living man, not a citizen registered with your corporation."

      I hoped like hell the uniform would show up soon. This joker was already getting on my nerves. I just wanted to get my coffee and a nice muffin before having to deal with our mugging case.

      "Okay. What's your name? Can you at least tell me your name?"

      "I need to call my guru," he replied.

      "Your what now?"

      He rolled up his window and picked up his phone.

      "Excuse me?" I turned around to find the manager standing behind me. "What's going on?"

      I pointed to the man and his car, showing him my detective shield. "I asked him if he had a valid license plate to put on as he doesn't have one, and he began a sovereign citizen spiel. Says he's calling his guru now. I'd ask him to go park in the lot, but something tells me he'll just drive off, and then there will be a whole thing where we have to chase after him. And if he doesn't have a license or registration, something tells me he isn't insured either." I gave him a tight smile, then held up a finger, calling Dispatch again. Apparently, a car was about six minutes out. I relayed that to the manager. "Sorry," I added.

      He sighed. "It's messing up our drive-thru times, but Corporate will understand as it's a police matter. We're always happy to cooperate with law enforcement."

      Yeah, he sounded real happy. About as happy as I was, which was not at all.

      "All I wanted was to pick up my order," I told him.

      He perked up. "You had an order?"

      I showed him on my app.

      "Oh, I'll bring that right out," he said, looking a bit more chipper. He took off.

      The guy in the car rolled his window down. "Unless I have committed an act of actual harm to property or person, I may not be detained."

      I could hear the guru guy on the other end of the phone telling him what to say.

      "And if I am not detained and arrested, I do not have to give you my name as I am..." the guy on the phone spoke some more, "refusing to enter into a contract with your United Corporation of America."

      The manager returned, holding my coffee and muffin. I took it from him, thanking him.

      "You're bringing the orders out?" the man asked him.

      Thinking fast, I said, "Yeah, but he needs your name so he knows which one is yours."

      "Phil Ackerson," he told the manager. "I ordered a venti flat white."

      The manager looked at me, looking amused at how fast the guy provided his name, as if I couldn't hear him. "Go ahead back inside," I told him, tilting my chin to indicate the black and white that was pulling in, blocking the drive-thru exit so Phil couldn't drive off, seeing as the car in front had now cleared the window and left.

      "Hey!" Phil shouted. "What about my coffee?"

      A uniformed officer got out and walked over.

      "He told the manager his name is Phil Ackerson. No license or registration."

      "Do you not have a valid license or registration?" she asked him.

      "I am a human being, not a citizen contracted to your corporation," he began again.

      "Just a yes or no, please," I requested.

      "They want me to just say yes or no," he told his so-called guru.

      I got back into my car, placing my coffee in the holder and my muffin on the dash, leaving my door open in case she needed assistance.

      "Um, no. I used to, but then I found out I didn't need a license because the Supreme Court said-"

      "That you don't need a driver's license if merely traveling on a public road," she finished for him. "That is correct if you are walking or riding a horse, or a bicycle. But if you are operating a motor vehicle on public roads, you have to have a valid driver's license, registration, tax, and insurance."

      "This is private property," he smirked.

      "So it is, and you came here for coffee, yes?"

      "Yes."

      "If I move my car so you can pull around and park, then you'll be able to get your coffee, but I am afraid I cannot allow you to pull onto the road."

      "Did you hear that?" he asked his guru. A stunned look came across his face. "Go with them? But I think they're going to arrest me! Oh, okay. So a judge will throw it out once we remind him of case law. Guess I'll call you to let you know my bail." He put the phone down. "I'll park, and if you let me have my coffee first, I'll go with you to the station."

      I snorted. This guy! And I sincerely doubted his guru was going to post his bail either.

      Needless to say, he moved his car, I got to leave, the drive-thru became unstuck, and that guy? He didn't get his coffee, but he did get to wear some silver bracelets, and a tow truck was called to come fetch his car.
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      I freaking hated hospitals, especially emergency rooms. Growing up, we didn't have insurance, so the only time any of us got to see a doctor was at the free vaccination clinic at the county health department, if a doctor happened to be doing them instead of a nurse, and if we got sick enough that Tylenol and a cool washcloth or kids' cough syrup from the grocery store didn't cut it. That's when Mom and Dad would pile all of us in the car and drive us to the emergency room since my grandmother wouldn't watch any of us in case we passed her 'the nasties'.
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