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TROUBLE AT HOME

 


MY EX-BOYFRIEND IS CUFFED AND DRAGGED
OUT OF MY APARTMENT.

"Are you alright?" the policeman
standing next to me watching the big man being taken away
asks.

"I suppose. I was so shocked to find
him here when I got home."

"I can understand. He really messed the
place up."

The man taps a torn pillow on the floor
with his shoe. Keith got out of jail yesterday. He must have come
to my place while I was out drinking with my friends and started
his 'work'.

I look around at the walls. He has
written some horrible things on them in spray paint about me and my
furniture has cuts, scratches and more.

"Is he going to jail again?" I ask the
man.

"Yeah, definitely. He broke his parole
by doing this. You won't hear from him for another 5 years, if
ever."

"That's reassuring. He won't get out
early or anything?"

The man shakes his head.

"Not with his record. He'll do the full
term."

I thank him and let him go. My couch
has urine on it, so I sit down against the wall as the cops take
photos of the place and slowly file out. The last man to leave
recommends I should go to a hotel. I'm too shocked to deal with it,
so I stumble into my bedroom and tear the sheets off the bed to lie
there on the mattress, which doesn't have anything unpleasant on
it.

"Wow..."

It never would have occurred to me that
the handsome, tall man I met 4 years ago at a work function would
turn out to be this much of a scumbag. His various frauds put him
in jail, but I've seen his rap sheet. Keith was no
angel.

I close my eyes. Today has been hard.
I'm going to sleep.


A WELCOME VISITOR

 


LOUD KNOCKING WAKES ME. I get up and
look at the time. Damn, I slept in. I'll have to call work and
explain what happened. My boss will give me leave. I'm certain of
that.

Getting up, I stumble to the door. My
jeans are stiff and my t-shirt is crumpled. I feel pretty horrible
overall and need some food as soon as I can get it.

I open the door slowly and
yawn.

"Hello?"

To my surprise an extremely handsome
man in a police uniform is waiting. My jaw drops when I look him up
and down. I don't think I've ever seen someone that could well be a
photoshopped cover model in real life. He has skin so bright and
clean it shines, a youthful look in his eyes and a body that
defines athletic.

"I'm Mike from the aftercare unit of
police headquarters. I heard what happened to you and decide to
visit rather than call. Can I come in?"

I step aside. YES, this hot guy can
come in. If "Can I come in?" was his pick up line, I'd be welcoming
him with a kiss. My eyes follow him as he enters and a concerned
look comes onto his face when he sees the damage.

"This is pretty bad. Do you want me to
call some people and get this fixed? You have insurance,
right?"

"I do. I'm with Westmouth."

"I know them. I'll talk to my guy in
the company. Give me a minute."

He gets on the phone. I barely hear
what he says. That uniform of his is hugging his butt so tightly
that I can see the definition of his hamstrings through his pants.
It's like God has decided that my bad turn of luck should now
become a hot stud muffin lucky day.

"He says that your coverage should deal
with this. Which hotel do you want to stay at while the work men
fix the place up? My friends can have this place back to normal in
two days or so."

He gives me the options. I grin. Yes,
today is my lucky day. Four stars, no less. I choose the best and
he gets back on the phone. It takes a few more minutes to set up,
but I'm soon packing some stuff and following him out.

"You look hungry. Do you want to get
something to eat?"

"Sure."

We get in his unmarked police car and
head down the road to the cafe on the corner. He parks out front
and puts a small sign in the windscreen.

"So I don't get a ticket," he explains
with a grin.

I look to the sign. I wouldn't mind one
of those. That would be handy.

We head inside and he sits us down at
the back. I order, he orders and suddenly I'm sitting there with a
man that EVERY SINGLE WOMAN is staring at hungrily. He barely
notices.

"Do you want to talk about what
happened?" he asks politely.

I think about it. Maybe talking about
it would be good, but there's not much to say.

"It's ok. Keith had problems that I
didn't know about when I met him. I'm glad that he's going to be
out of my life for a long while."

"True. Are you worried about him
getting out?"

I think it over.

"Not really. He doesn't want to hurt
me. I think he just needs someone to take his anger out on. The guy
seems to have a lot of it."

Mike nods his head and leans
back.

"I'm glad you are ok. I had a boyfriend
like yours a long time ago and he's why I do this. I could
understand if you were worried - I certainly was."

BOYFRIEND! I sensed a commonality
between us, but I didn't know he was gay.

"Really? What happened?"

Mike shrugs.

"We meet, he treated me badly and I
kicked him out. I was a rookie back then on the force. It was
pretty similar to what happened to you, actually, but he came at me
with a kitchen knife."

"What happened? Were you
ok?"

The man unbuttons his collar and shows
me a small scar on his upper chest.

"It missed all the important stuff. I
sort of blacked out due to the pain. The guys from the department
told me I broke half the bones in his body before they could pull
me off him. I think the shock drove me nuts."

"Crazy. I'm glad you weren't seriously
hurt. Is he in jail?"

"Yeah. 15 years left. He did a lot of
other bad stuff as well."

I reach out and pat Mike's hand. He
runs his fingers over mine and smiles reassuringly.

"You are going to be fine. I'm telling
you about my experience because you will get worried eventually."
He pulls out a card and puts it on the table. "When that happens,
call me. I'll help you through it. This is what I do."

"Thanks."

I take the card and put it in front of
me. His personal number is on there too. I get the feeling that
Mike really cares about his job. The way he acts and how hard he is
trying to make me feel better means a lot.

The food comes before anything else can
be said. Sadly, for now, we just talk and he drops me off at my
hotel. It's anti-climatic, but one thing is in my mind. I like this
guy - a lot. That's rare for me. We'll have to see how things
go.


BBQ PARTY

 


THE PHONE RINGS AND I WAKE FROM MY
NIGHTMARE.

"Hello, Jarrod speaking."

"Hi, it's Mike."

I sit up, my dreams forgotten and my
heart beating double time.

"Mike, how have you been? I haven't
heard from you since last week."

He chuckles.

"Sorry, work has been crazy. Did the
guys do a good job on the place?"

I smile. They did a better than good
job. My home looks brand new. I think that was the aim. It doesn't
feel anything like my old apartment - the one I spent all those
years with Keith in. This feels safe, even if my dreams
aren't.

"It's good. I like the color of the
walls."

"That's good. Barry is good at fixing
up places like yours was. He's sort of a pro now, I suppose, with
all the work I send his way."

Barry was an elderly man who I met
once. He seemed to know Mike personally. I think they might have
been family.

"So why are you calling? Anything to
worry about?"

"Nah, I wanted to know if you want to
come to a BBQ. You probably aren't getting out much yet. I remember
having difficulty with that."

This is sort of true. All of my friends
have come by to cheer me up - even the super busy ones - but I
haven't wanted to go out. The image of Keith leaning against the
wall crying as he carves my name over and over again into it (the
first thing I saw when I got home) haunts me still. I am on leave
for 2 months from work because of it.

"That would be good. When?"

"Today."

"Today?"

"It's mid-afternoon. Were you
sleeping?"

"Yeah."

I look to the curtains. There's light
shining through them. I must have overslept.

"Can you pick me up?"

"Of course. I'm at the police station
now, but once I've finished my paperwork I'll come by. Maybe an
hour or so."

"Ok. I'll look forward to seeing you
soon."

I hang up. What to think? I don't want
to get my hopes up, but this could well be a date!

Hustling to my feet, I rush to the
bathroom. Whatever it is, I'm going to look my best for it. I have
a hot man coming over. That is a positive change.

An hour later, Mike turns up. He's in
his uniform and looks pleased to see me.

"You look great," he says with genuine
sincerity. "I didn't expect you to be in a good way."

I grin. I wasn't, but now I
am.

"Shall we go?" he asks, glancing down
at my jeans in a way that tells me he would like to go other
places, but is feeling shy about asking.

"Sure. Where is it?"

"My boss's house. It's on the north
side of town."

We get into his car and head through
the city. Mike tells me about all the stuff that has been happening
at work for him. It sounds
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