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CHAPTER ONE

The Cop
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Avery sauntered home. He was avoiding drinking for some health-related reason that had escaped him right now, when he felt drunk even though he wasn't. It was purely psychosomatic, he suspected. Coming home after a celebration at a restaurant with a bar? That reminded his brain of drunkenness, and so drunkenness was what he felt.

He took a deep breath and unlocked his front door. It took him a moment to register what he saw..

There was a shattered flowerpot and some crimson roses scattered across the floor of the shop like floral bloodstains. Avery saw it through the glass door just before he opened it, then cocked his to the side as he tried to understand the mess in front of his eyes.

"Ah, damn it, did I do that?" Avery said. He didn't remember making a mess when he left a couple hours ago; it was a mess like marbles and mayhem, as his grandmother would have said.

He stopped short before bending over to pick up the shards of flowerpot.

Something was wrong.

Something felt deathly, unearthly wrong in here. Someone had been here, someone not Avery, not Susie, someone wrong. He sensed them like the eyes on the back of his head had detected an oncoming lion. That phantomic drunkenness vanished. He was deadly serious, though not calm because his heart raced. Was someone here?

All of a sudden, the florist shop seemed to be crammed with shadows, bouncing off the crannies and closets. His eyes scanned for intruders, but he saw no one.

"Hello?" Avery called out, his voice an astringent quaver in the still silence of the shop.

The cash register was on the floor. Broken. Shattered.

It had been knocked off the counter. The money should have been scattered over the floor.

The money—it was gone! It was a robbery!

"Oh... Holy shit! Oh! Police!" Avery called out as though there was anyone else here to call the cops for him. "Police! Police!" He hurried to the landline that hadn't been there in years, then finally got his cell phone out and dialed.

What a weird place to rob, Avery thought. Who robbed a florist shop? There had been eighty dollars in the till. Nothing else of any real value in the shop. Why would anyone think there'd be a lot of cash here? The flowers couldn't be sold at a pawnshop, nor the flowerpots, the crepe paper, the lace, the potting soil.

It must have been some desperate junkie, Avery thought. Probably didn't even know what kind of shop it was until they had already broken in.
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Avery called the police and paced like a convict in the prison yard, furiously striding back and forth in his tiny shop. He checked his apartment upstairs. It wasn't tampered with at all. It looked like nothing else had been taken.

That was kind of surprising. You'd think a junkie disappointed at the lack of money in the register would have looked for something else worth stealing—yet they didn't even try to break into the upstairs apartment. Even if they didn't find anything, why not make a bigger mess searching? They had knocked over one flowerpot even though, for all they knew, there had been something valuable under the display tables. Why hadn't they knocked over all the flowerpots to look?

Why did they even need to go to that one corner? Avery couldn't figure it out. The flowerpot that had been knocked over was not between the door and the cash register. Why had they gone over to that corner, which had nothing but gardening supplies (none of which were taken)?

It was a mystery. A disconcerting, anxiety-provoking mystery. 

Officer Carlton Heartley showed up. When he laid eyes on that tall drink of strawberry soda, Avery forgot about the robbery and the mysterious junkie and the flowerpot shattered like shards of glass. He'd met Heartley before, and each time he did, Avery's heart skipped a beat.

That's because Officer Carlton Heartley was so manly it hurt, his rough-hewn face sending a shiver of desire up Avery's spine. Avery blushed and giggled, forgetting that he had called Heartley here for a serious purpose.

Heartley walked in chewing on his cheek, square jaw working up and down like he had tobacco in his lip—he didn't, it just always looked like that. He had shoulders so broad he walked awkwardly, like his body didn't know how to take its own heft.

"What seems to be the trouble, suh?" he asked, his voice just a bit raspy and so baritone it echoed pleasingly in Avery's ears. He had an adorably stilted way of talking, because he was uncomfortable talking to small men. He was flustered when Avery casually took his callused hand in Avery's own. His giant palms and fingers were rough from overwork.

"I was robbed!" Avery ran through the details, tears suddenly overcoming him. He gripped Heartley's leatherlike paw the size of a baseball mitt as he spoke. "Somebody broke into my shop!"

Heartley was built like an ox with arms like branches and a chest as broad as a boat. He obviously fancied himself a bodybuilder—you could tell by the way he carried himself—but he wasn't that disciplined because he was married and had kids and a mortgage and probably a dog—something manly, like a rottweiler, Avery assumed. So he didn't have a perfect bodybuilder's body, which was just fine with Avery, who preferred his men to have a layer of thickness.

That was exactly what Heartley had: a layer of thickness. That and a jet-black mustache as luxurious as a silkworm's cocoon. His face was a little too square, like God had hoped to give him that square-jawed action-hero look but ended up giving him more of a blockish caveman-face with thick bones and heavy feet.

"Anythin' else you gotta report?" Officer Heartley said. "You injured in any way, suh?" That mustache worked up and down as he talked—it was really quite a copstache, there was no going undercover with a mustache like that.

He shifted his weight between his feet; he was a little awkward in his skin, that was cute too. He cleared his throat.

"Oh, I'm just worried, Officer Heartley! I wasn't hurt, no sir," Avery said, blushing. He didn't mean to come across as a flirty damsel in distress. He touched Heartley's rock-hard forearm. "What if the burglar comes back?"

"You just call me back, suh. I come pick him right up for ya," Officer Heartley said with a wink and a cluck of his tongue. He suddenly twitched and murmured an apology, feeling his backside to make sure his shirt was tucked in. His big barrel chest barely fit in it, so it often came undone. He had been scolded for it before, because people—women—called to complain about his untucked shirt, the occasional sweat stains under his armpit and his undershirt being visible from under the uniform shirt.

Nobody had flirted with Officer Heartley in what felt like forever, not since the eons-ago time he dimly recalled: bachelorhood. He had been free then. He'd had a six-pack, and women threw themselves at him. Women thought his muscles were sexy, and his chest hair was cute.

Now women—including his wife—thought his chest hair was gross and his muscles unappealing. It was nice to have someone who appreciated him.

"Thank you!" Avery batted his eyelashes. "You're so sweet." He patted Heartley's forearm. Avery had barely noticed he was touching Heartley at all.

But his touch made Officer Heartley feel more alive than he had in a long time. His wife had long since stopped seeing him as anything more than a disgusting hunk of meat that dispensed money and handyman services. Avery's soft hand on Heartley's muscled forearm made his heart skip a beat.

"So, uh, there was only eighty bucks in ya till?"

"Yeah, that's it. Just that. And, uh, he broke a flowerpot but that was only worth maybe seven or eight dollars. And the tulips, those I'll transplant, but uh, they probably won't survive." Avery paused. "They're just tulips. I mean... Sorry, I'm babbling." He blushed. "I just really like your muscles, Officer Heartley. I mean... You're hot, and, uh...  You have nice muscles. Sorry, I'm babbling."

"Oh. Uh... Thanks, suh," Officer Heartley said. He bit his lip and looked down. "You can touch 'em, if you want. We gotta go down to the station-" He took a step away but stopped short because Avery lovingly caressed his bicep and he didn't want it to stop. Heartley hadn't really expected someone to want to touch him. He had just thrown that out there. He didn't want Avery to stop, and he certainly didn't want Avery to feel like he had to stop.

But Avery's fingers openly caressed his biceps, then his shoulders—which he had to strain to reach—then his chest. His pecs flexed and Avery blushed even harder.

"Your wife is a lucky woman," Avery said.

Heartley didn't answer. He only let out a little indecipherable grunt, then cleared his throat. The look on his face said it all though: Mrs. Heartley did not think of herself as a lucky woman.

"You gotta come to the station to sign the police report," Heartley said.

Avery clucked his tongue and gave Heartley a hug. "Sorry, can I hug you?" He let out a gigglish moan of both desire and humor. "You poor baby..." He sensed that Heartley wasn't supposed to get this close to civilians when he was in uniform, but he didn't stop Avery. He just stood there as though getting hugged was part of the job. He tweaked Officer Heartley's nipples through his uniform shirt, triggering his pecs to flex again.

That made Heartley grunt and resume walking, still showing no reaction to Avery's touch. But inwardly, Officer Heartley craved more. Avery followed him out to his squad car.

Heartley usually made witnesses ride in the back—for their security—but he made an exception tonight. He was not doing that because he could tell Avery wanted to touch his dick and he wanted to make that happen. He told himself insistently that that was not why. If Avery wanted to jack him off, he wouldn't stop him. But he wasn't trying to make that happen.

After all, Officer Heartley was a married man.

It had started to rain while Heartley was inside with Avery. 

As the cop car backed out of its spot, Avery let out a little giggle. "Thanks for letting me touch your arms. I love muscles. I bet girls ask for that all the time."

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





