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“You're nothing but arm candy! Good to look at and nothing else! You can't even perform in bed!” shouted a blond woman. Her anger was directed towards the male sitting across from her. A single coffee cup sat in front of him as she vented her anger on him. “You're useless as a boyfriend! You always want to control me and I won't take it anymore! We're through Aidan!” She got up, stormed out of the cafe, and he only ran a hand across his face. Teal colored eyes focused on that cup before downing it. Money was placed on the table, he apologized to the entire cafe, and left.

The car was pulled into its space, he stepped out of it, and proceeded to enter the station. Eyes glanced up only briefly to acknowledge the sign that read Dalley Port Police Station. He stepped through the sliding doors and was immediately greeted by a cheerful voice.

“Good morning Aidan!”

His gaze traveled at the dispatch woman wore a cheery smile, “Good morning Cheryl.”

“Are you alright?”

“M'fine.” She only nodded at him, she knew better than to ask anymore than that due to his tone, and he proceeded to navigate the area until he could reach his desk. Once seated, papers were being pulled out of drawers so that he could go over them, and a mess of brown hair obscured his vision momentarily while he stated, “Ryan.”

“Morning, what happened?”

“Sally broke up with me.”

“Damn, sorry to he-”

“This morning.”

“Wha-”

“In front of a cafe full of people.”

Ryan was silent, teal eyes looked up to stare into those brown ones, “Sorry to hear that. I figured something happened since you seem rather depressed.” He shrugged, “You really shouldn't let it get to you.”

“You say that every time.”

“Yeah, well, you only ever hold a relationship for a month or two and then they break up. Why?”

“Said I was controlling and good for nothing but arm candy an can't perform in bed.”

“Shit.”

“Said in front of a cafe full of people.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah.”

“Same as the others with the exception of the 'cafe full of people' bit.” He nodded even though it wasn't a question, “Let's get some drinks after work.” He stared at his friend, “It'll make you feel better.”

“Sure.”

“Great!”

“Thanks.”

“Hey what are friends who turned partners for?” Aidan gave a small smile at that and Ryan only grinned as they began the work for the day at the station. His mind still traveled to his ex from that morning but he was able to stay busy enough to not have his thoughts linger on her too long.

The moment that they could clock out, they both did, and immediately Ryan sighed heavily, “Man! It's so much work!”

“Why did you join then?”

Brown eyes stared incredulously at his friend, “I couldn't let you be on your own out there in the wild now could I?”

“Are you sure it's not the other way around?”

“Oh you're making sarcastic jokes now are you? I guess you're feeling better.”

“Yeah, you get used to it.”

“I suppose.” An arm was thrown around the male's shoulders, “C'mon!” He was directed down the street to the local bar where most law enforcement hung out. Aidan shook his head as he let his friend lead him over to the bar without much of a fight and, once inside, they immediately ordered tequila shots.

As the night wore on the pair had a drunken discussion about mail-order brides and Ryan heavily suggested that Aidan take note of that and buy one.” Why s'that?” asked a drunk Aidan.

“'Cause!! They'd hav'ta do what'ya say. 'Sides it's like a dating site, pro....pro...profiles an' e'erything,” came an equally drunk reply from Ryan.

“Hm.” Ryan promptly expelled boisterous laughter at the thought that his friend had actually considered purchasing a bride just so he wouldn't have to date anymore. Aidan soon joined in with that laughter as they downed more shots and a few more beers before they were through with the night. It took some maneuvering but they both managed to get to their cars. After a much needed but awkward hug between the two men, Ryan had told him that everything will be fine, and they parted ways so they could both go home and nurse the oncoming hangover. Even if Ryan was in a drunken stupor to have suggested such a thing, Aidan's equally drunk stupor took note of the idea.
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Pounding echoed through his cranium, it was painful, and when those teal eyes cracked open; he immediately regretted it. A hand was ran through his chestnut hair, he sat up slowly, and stared at the clock. It was only nine in the morning and he exhaled sharply. “Can't sleep in much even with a hangover.” He took it slow to get out of his bed but a sound was so sharp in the morning that it made him grimace. Bleary eyes glanced around for the offending noise until he spotted his phone. An unread text message blinked. He swiped it open and stared with slightly wide eyes at the words from the unknown number.

“Good morning!”

“Who the hell is this?” he typed up a reply.

“Had fun last night?”

There was humor tinting it, even through a text message, he could tell by the winking emoji, and sighed. “Seriously, who is this?”

“Kiki.”

“Did we fuck?”

“Nope. Not yet anyway.”

“Then how did you get this number?”

“Drink plenty of water and take some aspirin. Don't forget to eat!” Even though he texted plenty of replies, there was no response, and he sighed heavily before getting out of bed.

Once he showered, brushed his teeth, prepared, and ate his breakfast; only then did his mind turn to the mysterious number. He texted a reply but there was still no response. “Who the fuck is this?” He decided to do the next best thing and call up his friend, once the phone was picked up, he stated, “I've got a mystery woman who has my number and refuses to tell me how she got it. We didn't fuck last night but she's got my number. Did you give it out to someone?”

There was silence before Ryan erupted in laughter on the other end. Aidan growled at him until his friend could calm down enough to sputter out, “I can't do this right now!”

“Yes you can and you will.”

More laughter ensued, “I didn't give your number to anyone. How do you know it's a woman?”

“Her name's Kiki.”

“Uh-huh. You didn't wake up with anyone?”

“No.”

“Shit that's weird. Wrong number maybe?”

“She asked if I had a fun night.”

“What the fuck?! That's just weird. Oh oh! Maybe it's a stalker!”

“Right.”

“Oh, you're not into that type of thing. Well there has to be something to let you know who that woman is. I mean if she has your number then there must be something at your place.”

“Yeah. I'll look around and see what I can find.”

“Alright. If you need more help then call me and we'll head down to the station to do a trace or something.”

“Right. Talk to you later.”

“Sure and keep me posted!”

“Yeah.” Once off the phone, he sat down at his computer, and moved the mouse to wake it up from its sleep mode. His face paled as he realized what had occurred in his drunken stupor and who the mystery woman turned out to be. The screen that greeted him wasn't his usual desktop, instead it was a web page that confirmed his purchase for a mail-order bride name Kiki, and he immediately checked his phone record to see if he had dialed her. There was a number that matched the agency he had purchased her from. “Fuck me.” He dialed Ryan and stated flatly before the other one could even respond a greeting, “I bought her.”
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