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Domestic Bliss




Jasper heard the doorbell ring—but nothing could tear his eyes away from the sinful sight of Sheriff Rhett Stone wrapped in that red-plaid robe of his. 

There was just something about the domestic, single-dad look that got Jasper hotter than the South in late summer. He was so sleep-rumpled. And stifling a yawn though it was late afternoon.

Jasper nearly jumped the man when Rhett tousled his dark golden curls as he came down the stairs. He'd been feeling more and more of those impulses lately—not that he'd ever acted on them. 

"Is someone at the door?" The sheriff asked through a yawn, and the younger man startled like a street cat when a car backfired.

"Yeah, no, I mean, it's more of your orders." The brunette turned back to the front door, where there was now a sizable pile of brown cardboard visible through the frosted glass panels on either side.

Jasper tore his eyes away from Rhett before he could tackle the man, sliding past him to get out onto the porch and grab a box. He was just so happy here with Rhett. 

And Jasper Riley wasn't used to being happy. 

 He'd spent weeks nursing the man back to health, just to get to see him beautifully disheveled in the hazy afternoon light.

"What all did ya order?" Jasper asked, stacking the boxes in the entryway to get them out of the heat first.

"Just some things for the house." Rhett shrugged his shoulders, moving over to the new pile, and grabbing the shoebox-sized delivery off the top.

Jasper shooed his hands away. "Nuh-uh, no liftin', no strainin'. Doc's orders." He said, stern as he could manage when the sticky heat was stealing his breath.

"Oh, c'mon, it's a tiny box." Rhett huffed.

Jasper knew it was hard for the small-town sheriff to sit back on his hands, but he didn't want the man out in this heat.

The summer air was thick and damp, making the humidity stick to Jasper's skin, and his borrowed t-shirt clung to the planes of his back. Under it, almost invisible, was a new pair of running shorts—far shorter than anything the brunette had ever dared to wear before. But, they'd just appeared in the closet drawers one day. On his side.

And right now, Rhett seemed to be admiring his purchase on Jasper with a smoldering stare. "Y'know, those shorts look real good on ya, sweetheart."

The younger felt a tremor rush through him. Shyness and arousal sloshed around in his stomach.

He wanted nothing more than to let Rhett devour him with those eyes, but Jasper had a task to finish.

"Complimentin' me is only gonna make me drop a box on my foot," the younger murmured as he followed Rhett into the livingroom.

The sheriff sat back in a recliner, watching the couch being hidden under more and more cardboard.

Jasper went back for the biggest piece, dragging what he was pretty sure was an entertainment center into the livingroom, even as Rhett tensed and showed every sign of wanting to get up and help him.

"At least I can admire the view." Rhett huffed.

Jasper shot him a scowl, and the sheriff gave an unrepentant shrug.

Heat flooded him all over again, and he wiped at his forehead, looking at the mess of things all over the livingroom.

"Ya didn't have ta, I mean ya didn't get all this stuff for me, did ya?" He asked.

Rhett stood from his recliner, closing the distance between the two of them and pulling Jasper into his arms, despite the sweat clinging to him.

"I got it for us, sweetheart, for our house." The man smiled that smile that took the younger's breath away.

Jasper's breath hitched as cool hands came to his hips, the brush of that dark beard nuzzling along the skin above the stretched collar of his shirt.

"And, the shorts? Ain't just for the house." The younger man turned to look at Rhett, but ducked his gaze.

"Well, that's for me too, obviously." Rhett said, sarcasm thick in his tone and in the way those lips lifted into a smirk. "Watchin' you build my desk in the study was the highlight of my week."

Jasper snorted out a laugh, thumping a hand against Rhett's chest. "Shut it, you helped."

"I held the instructions, oh, and I read them." Rhett said, though his smile was softer, he was nuzzling his scruffy chin along Jasper's neck, despite the sweat on his skin.

"Did a great job with that." The younger was more than distracted by the feeling of the hands on him and the teasing touches.

The older man seemed determined to get him all flustered at every turn, with every bold word and heated glance. Jasper just had to bite his lip and not let it drive him too wild.

The doctors said no strenuous activity, and they had, reluctantly, followed through with that when they were…getting intimate. To Rhett's frustration. And Jasper's, honestly. But as impatient as the sheriff acted, he never pushed too fast or too hard.

Jasper knew that they were taking it slow, and he worried that Rhett would get bored—but the man was the one who insisted. Claiming he wanted to savor every delicious inch of him. Not to rush a single moment.

"Matter of fact," Rhett lifted his head just enough so his breath felt cool over his flushed skin, "if I had my way, you wouldn't have to wear a stitch of clothing at all."

Jasper was consumed with another full-body shiver at the promise lacing the sheriff's low tone. Torn between scolding the man and tackling him here and now.

Before the younger could decide, the shrill ring of Rhett's phone sliced through their moment.

Rhett grunted out a curse, leaving a frustrated nip just below Jasper's ear before pulling away.

"Duty calls, don't go far, y'hear?" He grinned before disappearing behind the glass-paned doors of his study.

Jasper sagged back against the pile of boxes in the living room with a sigh and a groan. He should fan himself. His pulse was dancing around in his neck. Staring after where Rhett left—unsure if he was admiring the return of Rhett's undeniable swagger, or kick his smug behind.

Damn tease always knew which buttons to push though, making him squirm.

Jasper took a fortifying breath, squared his shoulders, and stooped to heft up another box.

Turnabout was fair play, after all. Jasper would just have to work himself up to giving it back to Rhett as good as he got.

Jasper doubted that would happen, but a guy could daydream about interrupting his boyfriend's conference call, couldn't he?








  
  
Municipal Meeting




"C'mon Stone, you ain't figured out how to turn on the video yet?" Vaun's voice fizzed through the tinny computer speakers. 

Rhett sighed, shooting a glare at his ancient desktop monitor.

"I was told it was a call, not that I needed to be camera ready." The sheriff stared at the video squares littering his screen. "Or that I needed a camera."

The boxy relic of a machine he had was probably left over from the police station, meant to be thrown out when the county upgraded their equipment a few years ago.

Rhett didn't need all the latest gizmos and gadgets—this khaki-colored computer had internet access and a word processor, and that was all he needed. Technology would never replace talking to people face to face.

"Aw c'mon Sheriff, scared we're gonna see those grays coming in?" Vaun's chuckle scraped right against Rhett's nerves more than any of his friend's jabs.

"You're just jealous I still have hair," the blonde shot back at the rectangle video of Vaun—his head shorn like a sheep for the summer and his unmade bed behind him.

Okay, maybe that was a bit harsh. They hadn't patched things up. Rhett hadn't called. Vaun hadn't either. And the sheriff still wasn't sure he wanted to fix it for his friend right away.

"Gentlemen," A woman with a clipped, militaristic tone cut across them. "May I remind you this is a municipal meeting, not a social call."

Commissioner Sinclair gave a tight smile and tighter brunette ponytail as she called them to order, looking like she had rebar in her spine.

"Pardon my deputy, ma'am." Rhett laid on his charm. "He's…very supportive."

An unamused huff crackled through the speakers, but Sinclair's smile softened at the edges—the slightest twitch of her lips might as well be a warm hug. "I expect nothing less from your people, Sheriff Stone."

The tension in Rhett's broad shoulders eased just a bit, an unseen smile coming to his own lips.

There was an undercurrent of respect there. Rhett knew it well. He and Sinclair went way back, and her steely professionalism reflected the integrity she demanded from her troops.

"I did want to ask about that recovery," Sinclair continued, all business once again. "What's your timeline looking like, Stone? I don't need to remind you that you aren't to step one foot back into Misty Hollow's HQ until your head is healed."

Rhett felt a little touched by her concern, burying the feeling that yet another person was mother-henning him. He'd only let Jasper get away with that.

"Doctors say I'm making a miraculous recovery. I've heard that word quite a lot—though, miraculously, they won't let me put a date back on my calendar to go back to work." He tried to keep professional and keep it light. "Eight weeks minimum, that appears to be the consensus."

The words tasted sour on his tongue. He felt fine. His head never hurt, and he could handle the fatigue and power through with a few more cups of coffee.

The dreams…were still there. But Rhett was keeping those to himself. He figured they were just the 'psychological consequences' that a few of the white coats had warned him about.

Sinclair shuffled the papers on her desk. "You rest well, Sheriff. We don't serve our communities from an empty plate."

"Thank you, Commissioner." Rhett muted himself, as he'd been taught, looking up as movement passed the glass doors of his study.

Jasper must be working on building furniture. He'd seen a tantalizing amount of tanned skin just in a flash as he went by.

His guy had been a saint these last three weeks or so. Jasper hadn't complained that he'd taken all the time off from his job at the garage to nurse Rhett back to health and cart him around hill and dale to doctor's appointments.

Then, there were all the well-meaning neighbors who kept dropping off food and cards in the mail. Rhett thought that was the part his boyfriend liked the least—talking to people that weren't Rhett.

He felt the same. Glad that Jasper was there to chase the nightmares away. Rhett's waking hours were blissful whenever Jasper was around.

Rhett shifted in his seat, fighting a groan.

Get it together, Stone. He was the damn sheriff, not some horny teenager.

Though that was the only exercise he'd been getting lately.

"Now, about the current group of probationary officers we sent at the beginning of summer," Sinclair continued. "Do we need to reassign them elsewhere for field training, or do your deputies have things handled, Sheriff Stone?"

Before Rhett could respond, a feminine voice cut in from another video square. "We've got it under control, Commissioner."

It was a woman he had never seen before, but he knew her picture and the quiet confidence of her voice. She had dark brown skin, close-cropped hair, and an expression that said smiles were rare for her and competence was not.

Rhett saw why Sinclair had assigned him this new transfer at once—the two seemed very alike.

"Glad to hear it, Deputy Fontenot," Sinclair made a note on her papers, then shuffled them again. "Let's move on to Oakwood County…"

The Commissioner's voice faded to the background as she began to check in with other sheriffs in their region, Rhett's attention drifting to the glass doors at the other end of the study.

Out in the hall, Jasper strolled past with folding instructions in his hand—and shirtless and glistening with sweat.

Rhett's attention was transfixed at once. Even if the younger man had been wearing more than just those snug athletic shorts, the sheriff might just be a goner.

Though how maddeningly low-slung those shorts were wasn't helping. Lean muscle right down his narrow hips. How had he ignored how damn attractive the younger Riley brother was all these years? How could he think of anything else but his warm, tanned skin under his palms?

They'd been taking things slow. Because Rhett was still in recovery, of course. But the Sheriff knew that wasn't the only reason.

Jasper was new to…all of this.

He still jumped sometimes when Rhett reached for him and touched his back when he wasn't expecting it. The blonde was older, wiser, and he was taking it slow on purpose. Savoring every blissful first he could give Jasper.

That didn't mean Rhett wasn't thinking about Jasper's legs wrapped around his waist as he pressed him against a wall or over his desk—

The scrape of a chair from the computer speakers made Rhett jolt, heat coming to his face.

Had he really just been having a dirty fantasy about his boyfriend in the middle of a municipal call? And it was damn near as vivid as one of his dreams.

Get a grip, old man.

With his jaw clenched, Rhett tried to will himself to focus. Sinclair moved onto another agenda item that couldn't keep his attention…not with Jasper sliding up to his doors.









