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When I was assigned to write an article on the local police department, I nearly threw it back in my editor’s face. An entire day touring the police station under the watchful eye of some overweight sergeant who loves his job and hates his wife—pure torture. 

I figured they’d show me a few squad cars, flaunt their guns, and maybe put on a demonstration with their K-9 unit. It’s bullshit fluff work, something they should give to a rookie reporter who can’t be trusted to do much else.

Oh, how wrong I was.

Sergeant Wilks is anything but overweight, and I don’t see a ring on his finger...

His buzz cut allows the sharp features of his face to take center stage as he flaunts his bright smile at me. A firm handshake—allowing me to trace my gaze along his muscular forearm—sends a chill down my spine.

“You must be Ms. Booth,” the sergeant says. I catch hints of his subtle, piny aftershave. “Welcome to the Hub. Well, the parking lot, at least.” 

“Please, call me Susan,” I say, hoping that I’m suppressing my rosy cheeks. “The Hub?” I ask, taking in the squat, no-nonsense building behind him. It raises to two stories near the rear, and gates on either side protect rows of police vehicles. 

“Just a nickname for the station,” Wilks says. “And you can call me Sergeant Wilks, or William if you prefer.”

William. 

A part of me hopes that I’ll be screaming that name later tonight...

No. Keep it professional, Susan.

Just because this is a nothingburger story doesn’t mean you get to do a crappy job. 

Of course, if the handsome sergeant happens to ask me out on a date, who am I to decline such an offer?

William extends a muscular arm towards the Hub. “If you’ll follow me, we can begin the the tour. Please, don’t hesitate to ask any questions you have.” 

God, his uniform fits him like a glove. As he walks, his tight ass flexes in those formfitting black pants, and his shoulders are so broad that I bet he could lift me up over his head.
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