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On the side of the Dolly sat in the car with
her ex-husband Albert, a police cruiser had just pulled the couple
over. Albert looked up in the mirror, waited for the officer to get
out of the cruiser, while Dolly shot insults at him.

He had been busy arguing with her. Recently
divorced, her car broke down and she called Albert to help her.

A female office stepped from the cruiser and
walked cautiously up to Albert’s car. Albert studied the curves of
the female officer and rolled his window down.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?” asked
the officer.

“Yes officer, I swerved over the double
yellow line.” said Albert. He smiled politely and looked into the
female officer’s blue eyes.

The officer could tell Dolly was unhappy but
let the couple off with a warning.

“First thing, call Ryann Pratt, he’s the
mechanic I always go to, plus he doesn’t charge an arm and a leg”
said Albert.

On the day, dolly was due to pick up her car,
it started to rain, she wrapped a silk scarf around her neck under
her hood. Ryan greeted her with a smile, a bit flirtatious from
Dolly’s perspective.

“Your husband told us what was going on with
the car, which made it easier to fix.’ Ryan explained.

“Ex-husband.” Dolly corrected Ryan, smiled at
the younger man. She was probably ten years older than Ryan, but
she had no limits, now that she was single again.

Albert exited a café, caught the door just
before it closed and held it for two police officers.

“Hey, you’re the officer who stopped me the
other night, when I was arguing with my ex-wife in the car.” Albert
said to the blonde cop.

At first the officer looked puzzled, but had
a faint look of recollection.

“I just want to say thank you again. I own
the drycleaners across the street there, if you ever need
anything.”

She didn’t say much, just thanked him for
being so polite and understanding, before she went in to eat with
the other police officers.

Albert kept himself in great shape, much from
his business lifting and carrying. He figured being single again
would be easy. He planned on moving into a room above his
drycleaners, once he could get back and grab some of his
belongings.

Dolly shoved Ryan’s card into her purse, it
was a great sign, when Ryan wrote his cell phone number on the
other side. He told her to call him anytime she needed something
and Dolly figured that would be soon.

At the tone, Albert left a message for Dolly,
he wanted to remind her to look over the security system
instructions for the house, since she would be living there. In the
past Albert was the one who changed codes and handled all the
digital recordings from the cameras around the house. He knew very
well, that Dolly had never changed her access code, to access the
cameras remotely, but Albert had.

Even though Albert moved into the small
apartment above his store, he still checked the cameras and
recordings, more habit than need, it was part of his routine.

From the front of the store, the cashier
yelled back for Albert, someone wanted to talk to him. No surprise,
Albert was known for providing great service and it was common for
customers to thank him personally.

She saw hands spread the plastic strips,
which operated the front counter area from the back, before Albert
came into view.

“Yes?” asked Albert, but when he saw the lady
cop at the counter, he hoped it was a bit more than business.

“Hi, you told me to stop in and I have a
tough stain in my uniform shirt.” The officer said. She held her
uniform shirt up for inspection, a coffee stain on the front.

Albert inspected the shirt and she saw the
sign up on the wall, which read “service men and women pay half
price with a twelve hour turnaround or the service is free.” That
was Albert’s reputation and part of the reason she was there.

“We can get that out. Can you come back this
evening? Your uniform will be ready then.” said Albert, he smiled
at her and she introduced herself as a friend and no so much an
officer.

“Ava Evans.” She said, her hand out, Albert
took it and shook her hand.

It seemed like a longer than usual handshake
to the cashier, they just stood there smiling at each other.

Hours later, Ava walked back into Albert’s in
her street clothes, her long blonde hair tied back with bangs just
above her brow. Ava had her hands in the front pockets of her tight
jeans and her t-shirt hugged her large chest, touching just a bit
of her tight belly.

Albert was busy at the counter, folding a
couple shirts and hadn’t seen Ava walk in, but looked up, he hoped
his jaw didn’t drop to the floor, the way it felt it did in his
head. Ava was a knock out, so much so, that he felt the stirring in
his pants immediately.

“I’m back.” Ava smiled.

“I see that and I have your shirt right here.
We were successful in removing the stain.” Albert said as he showed
Ava her uniform shirt.

“Thank you so much.” said Ava.

She was about to leave, turned to Albert.

“Have you eaten? I was going across the
street and thought you might like to join me.” said Ava.

“I was just about to lock up. Yes, I would
like that.” replied Albert.

Ava and Albert made small talk about their
day, nothing very specific, but there was a definite spark.

“This might be a bit forward or maybe you get
this a lot, but you are stunning. I mean you look good in uniform,
but dressed in regular clothes, oh momma.” said Albert, he had
leaned over the table a bit, not to talk too loud.

Ava blushed a little, glanced at the table
and back up with a nod.

“Thank you. I was in a few pageants, but gave
that up for the force. You couldn’t imagine the trouble I have
squeezing the girls under my bulletproof vest.” Ava said, her hands
motioned around her boobs.

Everything Albert thought to say in response
was inappropriate, so he let his silence speak for itself with a
grin.

Albert got Ava’s number and planned to call
her for an official date,

Frantic, Dolly called Albert, there was no
answer, she then called Ryan. Dolly pleaded with Ryan to come over,
her keys were locked in the ignition of her car and she refused to
call anyone else.

Reluctant and unsure of what he had gotten
himself into, Ryan drove over to Dolly’s house. He could see the
keys in the ignition, checked the driver’s door and it was
locked.

“Thank God, you’re here!” Dolly ran from her
front door to Ryan.

For a woman pushing forty Dolly was in great
shape, but her morning attire was quite flamboyant. Dolly had high
heels on, with more of a spike than heel. She had black lingerie
on, lacy boy short and push-up bra, a sleeveless waist length pink
robe flapped around as she ran to Ryan. Black sunglasses covered
her eyes and a towel formed a turban on her head.

Dolly fell into Ryan and hugged him, with a
kiss on his cheek. He steadied her and walked over to the passenger
door, it was unlocked and her crawled in for the keys.

“Oh thank you. I probably should’ve checked
the other door, but I’m not mechanical at all.” Apologize
Dolly.

“What do I owe for your trouble Ryan?”

Ryan held his hands up, insisted that Dolly
owed him nothing, but she wouldn’t hear of it. She made Ryan come
into the house for some coffee, but he sensed something else was in
the works.

Instead of sitting across from Ryan, Dolly
sat on the nearest chair to him, her legs parallel to his. In an
attempt to be polite, Ryan looked back and forth from his cup and
Dolly’s eyes.

Dolly touched Ryan’s hand, just his
fingertips, but soon it was more a left-handed shake and she leaned
towards him a bit. She had him, Ryan couldn’t resist looking at her
black bra and Dolly had set his hand on her left thigh.

Dolly slid forward just a bit, as if she was
going to tell him something, his hand rode up the inside of her
thigh, but stopped short of mound in the center of her lacy
shorts.

Ryan felt his erection bend against the
lining of his jumpsuit, but his thought was interrupted when Dolly
stood up and took her cup to the sink. Whatever she might have
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