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      It had been a rotten day. I woke up late, and then I had to rush though my morning shave/shower/dressing ritual. I actually did make it to work on time, but I ended up skipping breakfast entirely. There's a reason they call it "the most important meal of the day." I was hungry and grumpy all morning after that.  I work in a phone-based tech support center for a banking website. It pays pretty well, but it’s insanely boring; non-stop questions from people who can’t read instruction manuals. By the time lunch rolled around, I was getting desperate.

      Noon came, and I ran out the back door and hopped into my little Ford Focus to head down the street. I love Chipotle burritos, but always begrudge them that they don't have a drive-through window. Anyway, I parked and went in; fortunately, the line wasn't very long and I soon exited with my bag. There was a really hot young guy behind the counter, clean-cut, short black hair and more than a little muscular; he also had several basic tats and piercings. I had trouble keeping my eyes off him, so I didn’t try. I stared the whole time I was in line. He never looked up, so no luck there.

      I hopped back in the car and headed back to work. In all honesty, I wasn’t paying as much attention as I should have been for lunch-hour driving, but as I was heading through the light and turning into the parking lot at work, some crazy-woman zoomed out of the lot and hit my driver-side fender straight-on. I continued through the intersection, parked and got out of the car to look at the damage.  It wasn't bad enough to require a tow, but it was bad enough that I would have to call the cops and file an accident report.

      The other woman wouldn’t get out of her car until the police car arrived; I think she was afraid of me. I have that effect on a lot of women; they think because I'm a big guy that I'm some kind of serial-rapist or something. They just don't seem to pick up on the idea that I wouldn't rape them if they begged me to. I play for the other team.

      The police cruiser showed up after about ten minutes. As soon as he pulled in, the woman in the other car got out. She was tall, dressed professionally, and had long brown hair. She looked like either a secretary or lawyer, I couldn't tell. She definitely had an air of professional competence to her. She strode over to the police car in her high heels, raising her arm high to point at me. Even over the traffic, I hear her yell, "He hit my car!"

      I rolled my eyes and walked over to the cruiser as well. By the time I got there, the cruiser’s door was open and the officer smoothly slid out. He was astounding! He was six foot two, had dark black hair cut short, and had the obviously well-muscled look of a man who spent a lot of hours in the gym. A lot of hours. I would guess his age to be around thirty or thirty-five at the latest. That chest was huge!

      The tall woman from the other car noticed all of this as well, and she instantly and visibly changed her demeanor from accusatory bitch to a well-practiced seduction mode. She handed him her ID, and so did I, then he asked us both to go stand near our respective cars. After calling in our license and insurance information, the officer spoke to her first, “I’m Officer Hawkins. So, what happened here?" I could just make out what was being said over the traffic.

      She started out with a lie. "He ran the red light. I was turning left here, and he just ran the light and plowed right into me. I don't think he even slowed down." She gave me a look of cold hatred. I wondered what kind of woman could lie that easily. I revised my estimation; she probably was a lawyer. Now that I think about it, most of the women I’ve known would make excellent lawyers.

      While he was dealing with the woman, I couldn't help but think I was going to be late returning from lunch and might never get a chance to eat my burrito. I probably should have been worrying about how I was going to pay to get the car fixed, or whether the cop was going to believe her story or mine, but at that moment the lunch sitting on my passenger’s seat was my priority.

      I noticed it was getting warm standing here in the sun. I wiped away some perspiration with my sleeve. The officer’s strong arms were starting to shine in the sun, which I found fascinating. I could have watched him stand there all day.

      Meanwhile, the officer asked her a few more questions. Did she slow down first?  Did I slow down first? What color was the light on her side? Where did she work, and where was she going? He seemed very professional.  At one point the woman bent over in front of him to pick up a dropped pencil; he got a full view of more than her cleavage down her dress. He didn't say a word or react in any way, which was revealing in itself. Suddenly I suspected that the cop and I may have had more in common than I thought.  He finished with her, filling out the report, and then came over to me.

      "What happened, sir?" he asked, His voice was strong and baritone, yet had a gentle sound as well. An imagined image of him using that voice to calm an accident victim flashed into my head. That voice was just... soothing. He asked again, "Sir?"

      I told him my side of the story, about how I was crossing with the green light. Emphasizing the greenness of it and how I stopped until it was green and then crossed. I pointed out that I hadn’t stopped because I had the right-of-way. He nodded and made some notes. Wanting to confirm my suspicions, I tried to bait him into outing himself. I said, "I haven't had the car long. I got it from my ex-boyfriend. We broke up two weeks ago." This was true, but irrelevant to the accident report; I just want to make it clear that I was available. He just nodded and continued writing on his pad. "Fail!" was all that went through my head at getting such a non-response. He probably wasn’t gay after all; sometimes my gaydar gets signals wrong; at least so far I’ve never been beaten up because of it.

      When both of us had told our stories, he announced that he was going to ticket the woman, who was indeed a lawyer, as she pointed out not less than five times. It seems he could tell by the skid marks on the road and the way my fender was dented that she had turned into me and I was driving slowly through the light. Neither car was seriously damaged, so no tow truck was needed. I wasn’t even sure it warranted a repair at all. He gave me a copy of his report and said I could leave. I hopped into my car and drove a few hundred yards to my parking space so I could get back to work before it got any later. The woman stayed behind, either to keep arguing with the officer or maybe to attempt more seduction, I couldn't tell.

      The rest of the day went by uneventfully. I managed to eat my mostly-cold burrito in the car before I went back into work. It was a busy Friday afternoon, but it went by quickly enough, and I knew the weekend was at hand. I picked up Chinese on the way home, poured myself a Diet Pepsi, and started to unwind from the long day.  I was about halfway through my meal when a knock at door surprised me. I peeked through the peephole and saw it was the hot police officer from earlier that day.

      I flattened my shirt with my hands and turned to quickly check my hair in the mirror. I wasn't at my best, but he had arrived unannounced. I opened the door and smiled. "Hi officer, what brings you here?"

      He smiled as well. He was wearing a white polo shirt open at the collar and black dress pants. "I forgot to give you your insurance card back," he held up the card between his fingers, and offered it to me. I took it from him and returned it to my wallet.

      "Well thanks, I hadn't noticed." As I put my wallet back in my pocket, I noticed he had parked in the driveway behind me; he wasn’t driving a police cruiser, but one of the those tiny little pickup trucks. "Are you off duty?"

      "Yes, I just thought I'd drop that off, I'm on my way home and it's right on the way." He scanned the length of my body with his eyes. I could see it in there, in that look. Yeah, my gaydar was right after all. He started to turn to walk away.

      Not quite sure how to make this happen, I almost yelled, "Wait! Why don't you come in for a minute? Have something to drink. I've got some Szechuan Chicken I can share with you. It's the least I can do after you saved me a trip to the police station after that card."

      He smiled at the invitation, nodded appreciatively, and came inside. I could tell by his demeanor that he had another reason for coming over tonight, and I was fine with that, as I had another reason for inviting him in.  “Nice place,” he said as he looked around the living room. “It’s big, just you living here?”

      I knew what that was, the sign was there; he was checking again that I was single and available. “Yup, as of a couple weeks ago, when I threw out Jim, my ‘ex.’” I looked at the way his white polo shirt fit so tightly over his biceps and chest; it really accentuated his tan.  I decided to cut to the chase, “You want to play?”

      He continued to look around and just nodded. Since he didn’t say anything, I did: “The ‘Silent Type,’ I see. That’s always cool.” I walked over to him and placed my hand on his arm, right where that short shirt sleeve wrapped around the bulgiest part of his arm. My fingers slid down his arm, as I led him on a tour of the house. “This is the kitchen,” I said, moving him onwards before he mentioned the unfinished dinner on the table; that was a time-waster I did not want to have to deal with now. “This is the bathroom here, and the guest room. In there is,” I paused for effect, “my bedroom.”

      He didn’t give any indication of being interested in the bedroom. That was strange. Well, not that strange, I’ve known men who weren’t into doing it on the bed; I’ve seen guys who preferred the bathroom or on the couch, and even a few who were into some kinky things. At his lack of enthusiasm for the bed, I decided to take a different approach. “I’ve got a hot tub on the back porch.”

      He lit up at that. I figured as much; with a physique like that, he probably feels a lot more confident with an excuse to take his shirt off. I pointed through the kitchen window to the tub, so he could see where it was
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