
	You can’t always get what you want, but sometimes you get what you need...

	 

	 

	Detective Rick Iverson’s track record with love leaves something to be desired. It’s hard to maintain a stable relationship when you work irregular hours and you never know when you’ll have to put your life on the line. Rick decides to play it subtle with the new girl he’s interested in, leaving little notes and flowers on her car. Unfortunately for him, he’s got the wrong car.

	Phil Olsen can’t seem to catch a break when it comes to love. He seems to attract all the lying, cheating bastards in his immediate vicinity. So he’s given up, feeling like a Frankenstein’s monster with the unattractive scars on his legs. The last thing he needs is a deranged stalker leaving sweet nothings on his windshield.

	But life is unpredictable, and what begins as a potential comedy of errors may just become something serious. If a certain straight detective can look beyond mere gender, and if a certain accountant can take a leap of faith.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“You’re such a fucking bastard,” Phil yelled into his phone. He heard the plastic creak in his grip but right then he didn’t care. He was seconds away from throwing the damn thing against the wall. Watching his cell splinter into a thousand pieces of expensive electronics wouldn’t even begin to satisfy the rage that bubbled inside him. Smashing Holton’s face into the wall, on the other hand...

	“Babe—”

	“Don’t you dare call me that! And don’t you dare contact me, period. How did you even get my new number?” Phil was livid. He held up his index finger when Marian poked her head into the changing room, indicating he’d only need another minute to get rid of his ex. Phil was on a tight schedule today. Again.

	“I don’t have time for this shit, Holton. My physical therapist is waiting. You remember her? The therapist helping me deal with my crippled body? The body that’s so hideous you decided to leave for greener pastures?”

	“Don’t be like that. It was a stupid mistake.”

	Phil closed his eyes as the sharp pain of betrayal sliced through him. “We decided to be exclusive, Holton!” Was he too uptight? Was it normal in long-term relationships that one or both partners sought out others to spice up their sex life? Phil scratched his forehead. “We didn’t even discuss the possibility of an open relationship. You never said a word. You were cheating, and you wouldn’t have told me if a friend hadn’t seen you.”

	“Yeah,” Holton snapped. “Dean’s always been a snitch.”

	“A snitch? Of course he’d tell me he saw my boyfriend fucking some woman in the restroom of a fucking gay club! A woman? I never knew you swung both ways.”

	“I don’t, okay?” Holton whined. “I was pissed, drunk, and frustrated. Now can we put this behind us and move on?”

	Phil squeezed his eyes shut and whispered, “I already did.” Then he cut the line and sagged against the wall with a curse. Shit. I don’t want to cry over that asshole.

	Never again. He was done with dating and hunting for the elusive faithful boyfriend. Maybe in thirty years he’d be ready to open his heart again. Until then, he’d stick with opening his pants. If he found a guy who’d be willing to fuck his limping ass despite his many scars.

	Phil looked down his right leg. He wore long pants to hide the thick scar that ran from the middle of his calf all the way up to his hip, but thanks to the constant ache, he always knew it was there.

	When Marian came back, looking exasperated, Phil placed his phone in his bag, then limped toward her. “Sorry.”

	“It’s none of my business.”

	He followed her out into the gym. “I don’t know how he got my new number.”

	“Sue them when you find out who did it,” she deadpanned. “Now be a big boy and start your workout or I’ll give you homework.”

	“Slave driver.” It was only half a joke. Marian was a relentless drill sergeant. Still, he appreciated her harshness. It was way better than the coddling and pitying looks he got from his friends.

	 

	“You got a hot date tonight?” Marian asked while Phil wiped the sweat off his face and neck after his therapy session.

	He snorted. “Right. Because I’m such a great catch.”

	“Hmm.” She gave him a once-over, tapping her index finger against her lips. “Yeah, I see. Your prickly bitchiness isn’t the proverbial pot of honey. I don’t see you catching any hot bears with that attitude.”

	Phil choked. “What? How did you—”

	“Please. I know your heart’s in mourning after Holton trampled all over it. Doesn’t mean you can switch off the gay, darling. You’ve been ogling some of my other patients. The big, hairy ones.”

	Phil felt heat creep up his neck—a heat that had nothing to do with Marian’s army-like training. “Um...”

	She laughed. “Too bad my brother’s straight. I’d totally set you up. He’s a tall, dark hottie, and absolutely faithful. He’d treat you like a prince. Or should I say like a queen?” She cast a pointed look at his tight pink sweat-soaked shirt.

	“Shut up.” Phil chuckled as he slowly made his way to the changing room and showers. His muscles screamed in protest, demanding a rest. “Thank you anyway. If he’s anything like you, he’d probably book a survival trip for our first date.”

	Marian snorted as she walked beside him. Sometimes his legs gave out after therapy and he crumbled to the floor, so he appreciated her thoughtfulness.

	“Nope. Believe it or not, he’s a romantic softie.”

	“And straight. All the better. I’m sure he’d run in the other direction as soon as he saw me naked. I’m sure my mangled leg can shrivel a cock faster than ice cold water.”

	“Looks aren’t everything, Phil.”

	He shook his head and pushed through the door, ignoring Marian’s heavy sigh.

	 

	Phil limped to the gleaming black Pontiac GTO and fell into the seat with a groan. “Thanks for picking me up.”

	Paul waved his concern away as he grinned. “It’s no trouble at all. I’m glad for the distraction. Van’s in a snit today. He tossed me out of the bakery.”

	“Oh?” Phil fastened his seat belt, shooting his friend a worried look. “I hope it’s nothing serious.” Although Phil couldn’t imagine being part of a ménage, the unconditional love Paul, Van, and Jenny shared was beautiful.

	“Nah. The usual. We’re looking for a present for Jen’s birthday. We agree on a vacation, but while I’d prefer something romantic and remote, Van wants to go to Vegas and party. I swear that man will never grow up.”

	“Ha. Men and growing up. That’s a good one.” Phil winked. “And Van is only what? Thirty-eight?”

	Phil frowned. “He’s turning thirty-nine in August. You’re right. I can’t expect him to act his age. How was therapy?”

	“Marian was mean, as usual. I swear I’ve never been yelled at so much in my life. Not even when I was living with my grandmother.” Phil shook his head and smiled.

	Paul snorted. “You can’t fool me, my friend. I know you prefer her yelling over our coddling.”

	Feeling slightly guilty for his ungratefulness toward his friends, and then being mad because he felt guilty, Phil scowled and punched his good leg. “You all mean well, but you keep me from forgetting. Just like my ex.”

	“Did he call again? Next time let Reese take the call. He’ll put the fear of God into him.”

	Phil smiled. Over the past months, he’d spent a lot of time with Charlie and his partner. He was glad the cute Asian had pulled Phil into his crazy circle of friends. Charlie had even come to work for him while he took the necessary courses to get his CPA.

	“Maybe I will. Charlie’s so in love. You should see his face when Reese picks him up after work on his Harley.”

	“How often does Reese pick him up?”

	“Almost daily. I wish—” Phil snapped his mouth shut and curled his fingers into fists.

	“You will find Mr. Right. Holton was a useless prick. There are guys out there who don’t care about a couple of scars. Faithful guys who won’t screw you over.” He fluttered his lashes. “Guys who can romance you.”

	Phil grunted. “Yeah. But Van’s already taken.”

	Paul barked a laugh and shot him a disbelieving look. “You’ve met my husband, right?”

	Snickering, Phil unbuckled his seat belt when Paul parked in front of Phil’s apartment building.

	“What’s that on your car?”

	Phil looked out the side window and saw his beat-up white Ford parked in its usual place. A card was wedged under the wiper.

	“Probably someone who buys cars and thinks mine’s up for sale because it hasn’t been moved in ages.” Before his accident, Phil had taken his bike to get around. He’d only used the car to shop for groceries. His doctor had told him it’d take some time before his bum leg wouldn’t hurt while he drove. Maybe he should take a drive tomorrow, or the day after. He couldn’t rely on Paul and Van forever.

	Phil got out and plucked the card from his windshield. The folded card was expensive-looking. Curious, Phil flipped it open. He was surprised to see a handwritten message inside.

	“What is it?” Paul asked, leaning out of the window. “How much do they want to give you for your rusty piece of... car?”

	Phil read out loud. “You are beautiful.”

	“Why, thank you.”

	He rolled his eyes and closed the distance between them so he could show Paul the card. “That’s it. Someone left a handwritten card saying I’m beautiful. This is either a joke, or someone picked the wrong car.” He pocketed the card with a shake of his head.

	Paul grinned. “Or a secret admirer wants to cheer you up.”

	Shooting his friend a yeah, right look, Phil slapped the top of Paul’s car. “I’ll see you soon. Give Jenny and Van a kiss from me. I need to get some work done.”

	Paul waved then drove off.

	Phil carefully maneuvered around icy patches as he walked to the front door. He couldn’t begin to describe how grateful he was that his friends took turns picking him up after physical therapy. He managed just fine by bus if he needed to go somewhere, but after therapy his injured leg felt raw, like a useless piece of limp flesh. A little like his cock these days.

	Upstairs in his apartment, Phil lowered onto his sofa and let out a long sigh. He should hobble into his office down the hall and get some work done like he’d told Paul.

	Truth was, the only thing he ever accomplished after Sergeant Marian put him through the wringer was a long nap.

	That was what angered him the most about his condition—he used to be fit. On the shelf beside his television, cups and ribbons sat in mocking display. Phil shot them a peeved look

	Maybe he should get rid of them. They were painful reminders of what he’d lost. Phil had won various bicycle races over the years. Wherever he went, he would take his bike. Once he’d even ridden on it through Scotland for three weeks.

	Phil missed his fit body and his stamina. He missed not being out of breath after the slightest exercise. Life was fucking unfair, sending a prick like Howard his way. Everyone kept telling Phil how lucky he was that his ex-boss hadn’t managed to kill him when he’d run Phil over with his car. But none of them knew what Phil was really going through.

	Basically, Phil wanted his old life back, minus his ex. That he’d gotten rid of the shallow prick was the only good thing that had come out of the attempt on his life.

	Phil couldn’t do this anymore. Men were either cheating assholes, or they abandoned you if you fell off the fit and handsome grid. And with the ugly scar that ran down his leg, Phil was sure he’d become best friends with his right hand.

	Phil took the card out of his pocket and flipped it open. He stared at the penmanship. The words were written in all capitals, though the first letters of each word were a little bigger than the rest. The style was powerful and clearly masculine. At least he hoped it was a man who’d left the card.

	Phil groaned at his own stupidity and lay down on his sofa. He toed off his shoes. They hit the floor with soft thuds. He grabbed the throw from the back of the sofa and snuggled into its soft warmth. Soon, Phil felt sleep pull at his eyelids.

	Staring at the card once more, he turned it in his fingers. It was probably a prank. Someone who’d seen him limp out of the house every day and wanted to harass the cripple. For just a second, Phil wondered what he’d do if he really had an admirer. Probably scare him away with either his scars, his insecurities, or his snarky attitude.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Detective Rick Iverson left the bakery in a hurry, stuffing his wallet back into his pocket as he held the box of donuts—yes, donuts—in his free hand.

	A gust of icy wind blew his scarf into his face and he sputtered. Had he been more observant, he could’ve avoided running into the young man on the sidewalk.

	“Shit! Sorry.” Rick dropped his wallet and steadied the man—who used a cane to anchor himself—holding his arm while he juggled the precious box of pastries.

	The guy looked winded. Harsh lines bracketed his mouth, as though he was in pain.

	“Did I hurt you?”

	“It’s fine,” the blond stranger snapped. He straightened his dark blue pinstripe suit with jerky movements and shot Rick a glare. Then his blue eyes widened and his mouth dropped open. “Um... I mean...” He quickly flicked his gaze down Rick’s body and up again.

	Rick cocked his head to the side. He was sure the man had been about to say something snide. “Yes?” he asked in the calm, commanding cop-voice he’d perfected over the years. The blond was maybe an inch taller than him but much more slender.

	“Nothing.” A pink blush dusted the man’s smooth cheeks. He cleared his throat, then bent down and picked up Rick’s wallet. “Here.” His lashes fluttered before he met Rick’s gaze with an intense look Rick had seen directed at him before. By women.

	Rick coughed, embarrassed. “Thanks. Again, I’m sorry for running into you. I mean... for running you over.” He pointed at the cane. “Can I help you with something?”

	The man pressed his lips into a firm line before he turned abruptly and entered the bakery.

	Feisty. Shaking his head, Rick smiled and walked to his car.

	 

	“Aww shit. Here he comes again with one of his lectures,” Rick muttered under his breath. He knew he was late as soon as he walked into the precinct.

	His new partner of two months, Joe Trent, stomped toward him. Rick wasn’t bothered by the scowl on Trent’s face. The expression was etched there permanently.

	“What the fuck, Iverson? You’re thirty minutes late. Did you lose track of the time while you were blow drying your hair?”

	Rick rolled his eyes as he thrust the box into Trent’s arms. “You remember the neighbor I helped unload her boxes? We met in the hallway this morning, and I forgot the time. Stop complaining. I brought sweets as a compensation.”

	Trent grinned then. “The chick from last week?”

	“Yeah. Heather.”

	“Are you going to introduce me? Maybe she has a sexy friend.”

	“Nope.” Rick sure as shit had no desire to introduce his partner to any woman. “Is the lawsuit ex-wife number two is bringing against you not enough to entertain you?” Rick snarled.

	Trent shrugged. “She still thinks she’ll get my house, the bitch. I’ll prove she cheated first, and then she can kiss the house and the money good-bye. That’s what marriage contracts are for.”

	Rick sighed as he walked to his desk. Even if Trent’s wife had cheated on him, the poor woman deserved some happiness after being married to a prick like Trent. The guy couldn’t keep it in his pants. Rick had never understood why some people chose to fuck around behind their partner’s back. If they weren’t in love enough to be faithful, wouldn’t it be better to just end the relationship?

	Trent sat down at his own desk and stretched his arms over his head. “Come on. At least ask her if she’s got a single friend or a sister. Be a buddy.” The whine in Trent’s voice was pathetic.

	“You don’t need my help to find a date.” Trent was an asshole, but Rick knew he didn’t have trouble finding women to screw. Trent was a six-foot-two redhead who took great care of his body. “Can we switch to work-related topics? Any news on the Dunlop case?”

	“No, but we’ve got a new one.”

	Rick sighed. “Is there time to grab a coffee?”

	“No.” Trent stood and grabbed his jacket and gun. “We need to go down to the harbor. A dockworker had an accident with a forklift.”

	“A forklift?” Rick raised a brow.

	Trent opened the case of sweets and stuffed a donut into his mouth. He took another into his hand. “A crate of coffee tipped over,” he mumbled around the treat. “Only the coffee turned out to be a shipment of cocaine.”

	Rick whistled.

	“Guys are waiting for us. It’s your turn to drive.”

	“It’s always my turn. Why did you let me sit down in the first place? The officers waiting for us will be pissed at us.”

	“They’ll be pissed at you.” Trent slapped him on the shoulder—a bit too hard to be considered a friendly pat between colleagues. He’d probably left chocolate donut smears on his suit jacket, too.

	“Fine. Let’s see what crimes the night spat out for us.”

	Molly, a fellow detective, called out for them and stopped their exit. “Not so fast. Captain wants to see you in her office.”

	“Crap. Now?” Trent looked as though he’d sucked on a whole tree of lemons. “What does the pit bull want?”

	Rick winced.

	“Dunno.” Molly fisted her hands on her hips. “But she’s mad enough that she told me and Kain to drive down to the harbor instead of you.”

	As Molly left, Trent muttered a quiet, “Bitch,” under his breath.

	Groaning, Rick turned and pushed Trent front of him toward their boss’ office.

	Felicia Montgomery was one hell of a captain. She’d earned her nickname pit bull during her years as a detective. Close to fifty-five, she was still as hard-assed as ever. She and Trent fought like cat and dog only because she had the audacity to be their captain and a woman.

	They stopped in front of her glass office door, and Trent knocked. She lifted her hand and beckoned them inside.

	“Captain,” Rick greeted as they walked into her office. He closed the door behind them.

	“Take a seat, detectives,” she snapped.

	Boy, did she look pissed. Trent’s face was red, and that vein at the side of his temple was pulsing again. Poor guy would suffer a heart attack before he turned forty if he didn’t learn to calm down.

	“I’ll get right to it.” She scratched her eyebrow as she surveyed the papers strewn on her desk.

	“What’s going on?” Rick sat down in a chair in front of her desk and rubbed his palms over his thighs.

	Montgomery frowned. “It’s about Hannover.”

	Rick tensed and shot Trent a quick look. The Hannover brothers owned a shipping company they’d inherited from their less-than-pristine father. Rick and Trent had looked into them because rumor had it the brothers used their shipping containers to smuggle stolen art, drugs, and weapons. Not only that, but an anonymous call had come in about the brothers killing off some of their rivals.

	From then on the case had turned into a clusterfuck of rivaling competition between homicide and the organized crime division. The whole thing had gone south spectacularly about two weeks ago, when Rick and Trent’s investigation had led to a raid on one of the brothers’ alleged warehouses.

	“There’ll be an investigation.” Montgomery looked livid. Rick understood all too well where her anger came from.

	Trent cursed beside him. “Told you we shouldn’t trust an anonymous tip. We go in there and find what? Nothing but a clean-up gang. It was too big of a coincidence. Someone must’ve tipped them off.”

	Montgomery brought her fists down onto her desk. “Detective Michaels was shot because someone didn’t do their job right!”

	Rick swallowed.

	Obviously, she wasn’t finished yet, because she bent over her desk, her gaze pinned on Trent. “I had an hour-long phone conference with a guy from the ATF yesterday.” Montgomery pursed her lips. “And he’s not a man I like very much. He accused the Boston police, more precisely my department, for not involving them in the case. In his endless wisdom and insight into the Boston PD, he thinks we’re responsible for the leak, too. You know how it works. IA will talk with you both.” Montgomery stared them down.

	Rick rubbed his hands down his face as he groaned. “Fine. But we didn’t have anything to do with this. Homicide said the tip was trustworthy.”

	Montgomery sighed. “I know. But Angela Michaels was one hell of a homicide detective. And she leaves a husband and a toddler behind. I trust you two. That’s why I’m giving you fair warning about IA. You’re not suspended. For now. But don’t fuck this up by investigating the case. Carry on with your other cases.” She steepled her fingers on her table and gave them a hard glare. “If I find out you were involved...”

	“Bullshit,” Trent spat out. “This. Is. Bull. Shit. I am not in some lowlife criminal’s pocket.”

	“There’s nothing lowlife about the Hannover operation, Detective Trent. Felix and Isaac Hannover are highly organized and, I have to admit, fairly intelligent.”

	Rick felt inclined to agree but kept quiet. He didn’t want to agitate his partner even further. Trent might be a prick, but he hated criminals. And he hated criminal cops even more. He wouldn’t jeopardize an investigation.

	“You’re dismissed. I’m still waiting for the report on the Dunlop case.” Montgomery picked up her phone. Trent and Rick got up quickly.

	As they left the office, Trent muttered, “Bitch,” under his breath again. Rick had learned it was one of his favorite words for strong women who didn’t fit into Trent’s outdated view of society. “If she thinks for one second...”

	Rick clamped his hand over Trent’s shoulder. “It’s not important what she thinks, and you know it. Someone babbled. A colleague died. It’s her job to involve Internal Affairs. We knew it’d happen.” He took a seat at his desk, sorting through some papers. “I hope they’ll find them soon. I hate crooked cops.”

	Trent grunted as he flipped the lid of the box of donuts. “Yeah. At least we dodged driving down to the harbor today. Anything new?” He nodded toward the pile of documents on Rick’s desk, then bit into a chocolate-covered donut. “Dunno why the techies always leave the new stuff on your desk.”

	Rick read through the papers. “Because you piss them off. Hmm. We’ve got a report from forensics. Big surprise. The fingerprints on Mrs. Dunlop’s door, the cameras, and the picture frames all belong to her nephew. Looks like Montgomery will get her report soon.”

	Trent snorted. “I told you it was the junkie. My instincts are always right. Now we can bring him in for questioning and make a deal. Think he’ll give up names?”

	“Zeke Dunlop’s an ex-junkie.”

	His partner gave him a look, as though he didn’t understand the difference. Rick shook his head. Sometimes he wanted to slap his prejudiced partner upside the head.

	Trent’s head got a reprieve when Rick noticed Detectives Green and Salinger coming their way.

	“Fine.” Rick sighed. “You want to pick up Zeke, or talk with IA?” He pointed.

	Trent turned in his chair and cursed under his breath. “Shit. That was fast.” He got up and grabbed his jacket and gun. “I’ll go after junior and let you play with Isabell Green. Her boobs are too small for my taste.” Then he almost ran for the door.

	Rick pinched the bridge of his nose. He felt a headache starting at his nape.

	He needed to get laid. Thinking about his new neighbor, Heather, Rick grinned. Maybe she’d take care of his dry spell if he invited her for dinner. Then he shook his head. Rick’s job was so demanding he sometimes had to leave at the drop of a hat. Most women he’d dated didn’t appreciate having their evenings or nights disrupted by an urgent call. They didn’t like his work-related stories, either.

	Shoving all thoughts of dates and sex out of his mind, Rick stood and held out his hand toward Detective Salinger. There was nothing like being questioned by IA to brighten your day.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Phil stared at the single yellow rose sitting in a vase on his desk. He couldn’t concentrate on his damn work because of the thing. Unbelievable.

	Charlie giggled from where he sat at his own desk as he clicked away on his keyboard.

	“What?” Phil asked sharply.

	“Nothing.” Charlie bit his lip and widened his gray eyes. “You’re just cute is all.”

	“Cute?”

	“How you ogle the rose like it’s going to attack you. I’d be happy if I got flowers from Reese.”

	Phil rolled his eyes. “You are getting flowers from your boyfriend. He’s almost ridiculously in love with you.” Phil wasn’t jealous. Nope.

	“True. Last week I even got chocolates. What do you think your admirer will leave next?”

	“You mean my stalker. I hope it’s not chocolates. It’s supposed to rain this week,” he said dryly as he looked out the window. Rain was better than snow that turned the walkways into insurmountable hurdles.

	Phil closed a file and took another from the huge pile on his desk. “If only I knew who he is. It’s driving me crazy.”

	Charlie smiled. “Well, he wouldn’t be a proper stalker if he left his name, right? I’m sure it’s someone who’s seen you from afar and is too shy to approach you.”

	Phil leaned back and stretched his arms over his head. “Whatever. Are you done with Mrs. Fletcher’s tax returns?” He didn’t want
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