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The 22-year-old woman yawned in her sleep as she turned on the couch in her living room. She accidentally fell asleep while taking a TV break before she left to go meet her friends for dinner. She moans slightly, feeling something wet and rough on her cheek. She nudges the furry something away from her and turns to face the back of the couch. The little Yorkshire terrier did not give up, however. It jumped onto the couch and face-planted itself against its master's, licking both her cheeks to remind her that it was the dog's dinnertime. 

"Alright, Katie. Alright. I'm awake." She yawns groggily, her long brown hair hopelessly messy and sticking to her dog-slobbered face. She pets the whiny dog and stumbles into the kitchen to fill the dog bowl with dog food. Her bright blue eyes glance at the digital clock above the oven. In sharp, green lines, the clock glowed 6:30. 

"OH SH-!!!" The woman exclaims, diving around and dancing across the floor like it was made of hot coal. "SH-SH-SH-SH-SH-SH-" She looks down at the dog, who just cocks its head curiously at her.

"Oi, don't give me that look. I was saying 'shoot.'" She sniffles casually, before galloping into her room. She practically tears off her shorts and T-shirt and pulls a blue tank top over her head, and yanks on her favorite dark blue jean capris with the deliberate tears over the knees. She throws a white denim jacket onto her bed, next to her white purse with her phone, wallet, and keys in it. She runs into the bathroom and brushes her teeth with her left hand and puts foundation on her face with her right hand. 

She bends over the sink and spits out and rinses her mouth with water. She puts on mascara and brushes her hair. It really needs to be washed, but she doesn't have enough time. She puts a pony tail holder in her mouth, as her hands sweep her hair back. She grabs the holder and puts it in a loose bun dangling from the back of her head. She pulls on the white jacket and pushes the sleeves up to her elbows. She yanks on her sneakers, without putting on any socks. She grabs her purse and leaps out the door, locking it. She runs over to the elevator and deflates, seeing the "OUT OF ORDER" sign with big, red letters. She sighs and bounds down the stairs, heart beating just as quickly as her feet storm down the steps. She slams into the door, stumbles back, yanks it open, and flies out. She clicks her lock, so the car beeps, alerting her of where she parked. 

She hops into the driver’s seat and unlocks her iPhone. …. 15 missed called. Holy crap. Each of her friends must’ve called her three or four times. She sighs and calls her best friend, telling her she’s running late but she’ll be there in 20 or so minutes.  It’s now almost 7, her friend tells her. They already ordered for her and are eating.  

So it wasn't any wonder that her already crappy day just kept getting better.  

“Please start. Please start.” She puts her key in and turns the ignition, turns the AC on, and presses the headlight switch. 

“Heck yes!” Still in the parking space, she asks Siri for directions to the restaurant. She attaches her phone to the holder attached to her windshield. Her right hand on the back of the ‘shotgun’ seat, she looks out the rear window and puts the car in reverse and spins the wheel. She brakes and drives out of the parking lot. 

After about 4 or 5 consecutive red lights, she began to think the universe hates her. She pulls down the visor and checks the mirror and puts on some lipstick before putting the visor back up again… only to see the light is still red. She sighs. She hates driving at nighttime. She so meant to leave at like 5 before the sun set. She bangs the back of her head into her headrest. The pony tail holder falls out, so she puts the stupid thing around her wrist, brushing her hair out with her fingers. She only got her license a few months ago, and driving on a busy road at nighttime is not exactly what she considers a fun thing to do. She taps her fingers anxiously on the steering wheel, constantly looking around at her blind spots and the mirror. 

Finally, it turns green and she applies the gas. She drives down, the moon and street lights illuminating the streets pretty well. She’s almost to the restaurant and it’s only about 7:30!

She drives down the straight street, but pauses when she hears a police siren. “Woops, someone’s in troubleee…….” She goes over to the right side and slows down to let the emergency vehicle pass, but he just kept staying on her tail. She pauses and gulps, before pulling over. Her first ticket. This is it. It’s gonna cost what her apartment’s rent is, and she’s gonna be broke and live on the streets, with her tarnished record and die alone. 

She waits anxiously, getting her wallet out to get her license. She eyes the window and parks the car and turns it off, after rolling down the window.  

The tall man gets out of his car and walks over to her. He knocks on the window, but it’s already rolled down. The woman bites her lip to keep from smiling. He pauses and bends down to look at her. “Oh. Nice. Okay. How’re you doing, ma’am?” He has well-cut hair, trimmed beard, and broad shoulders. Typical cop-looking guy. He has the blue, collared uniform on with the matching pants. He has sunglass hanging from his collar and a gun attached to his belt. His hazel eyes look at her, expecting an answer.

“Uhm… Good… I’m good….” She replies, not expecting small-talk.

The man smiles, “That’s good to hear. Do you know why I pulled you over?” 

She shakes her head, “No… I was going about 5 under the speed limit… and I’m not drunk or anything… So I don’t know.” She clung onto the steering wheel so tightly she started sweating.

“Ah, I see. So you weren’t aware your headlights aren’t on? You should have them on 30 minutes after sunset. That’s the law, miss.” 

Her brilliant blue eyes widen, “They’re not on? Crap!” She hops out of her car, the door swinging into the man’s leg. She freezes and looks at him, “Ah! Sorry!! Are you okay???” 

The man bit his lip, rubbing his uniform pants over his thigh. “You just got out of the car awfully fast.” He says with a twinkle in his eye. “You can check the lights. I’m good.”

 “Sorry….” She plays with her fingers but pauses. She runs over to the front of her car and deflates, seeing the headlights completely off. She goes back in and turns them off and on. Then goes back out and looks at it… Still completely off. She sighs, “Guess I need to go to a mechanic…. …. Again.” She looks back at the officer, “Sorry, officer. I didn’t know.. They’re not worki- …. … Are you sure you’re okay? Do you need an ambulance or something??” 

He shakes his head, “No, no, I’m good. Just a slight bruise. Heh, I’ll let you off with a warning since it’s the car’s fault. But you really should get that checked, okay, ma’am? Oh and may I see your license?” 

“Oh! Uhm, yes. I just took it out in case…” She bends over the seat and gets the plastic card out. 

She shows it to him and he nods. He tips his hat down a little bit. “Nice to meet you, Lucille. Ah, I see you’re a pretty new driver.” 

She fingers her jacket sleeves, “Yeahh….. Was it obvious before you saw my license?” 

“Noo, not at all.” He smirks, “Maybe just a little bit. You ever been pulled over before?” 

“No. I’m mostly just going off my knowledge of cop shows.” 

The man clicks his tongue and opens his little pad, “Very good source of information right there. Completely accurate.” 

Lucille smiles, “Yeaaaah, I know.” She waits for her ticket and takes it with her license. She pauses and looks to see how much she owes. But it’s just a blank paper, with an address of a coffee shop on it. She blinks and looks up at him, “I know this isn’t a TV show… but tickets look a lot more different than I thought they would.” She smiles up at the officer.

“That, Miss Lucille, is actually an address to a coffee shop. I did say you’d just have a warning. But I do expect those headlights to be fixed. Think of it as a welcoming to the world of driving.” 

“Sooooo it’s not a date?” 

He grins, “Nope, not a date.” 

“Ah, I see. Well, I’m not sure if I can come. You might not be happy with a coffee shop. Maybe we should switch to a donut shop?” 

“Actually, it’s quite perfect. It sells donuts too.” 

“Oh, wow impressive.” She laughs, “Okay. Well you didn’t give me your number, and I really have to go meet some friends so.” She clicks her tongue.

“It’s on the other side.” He smirks. 

She raises an eyebrow before turning the paper onto its back, “Ah, I see.” She gets a little red before smiling back up at him. “Well, I’ll talk to you soon, Mister…?” 

“Charlie.” 

“It’s nice to meet you, Charlie.” She smiles up at him but pauses. “But I really gotta go or my friends are going to kill me and dance on my grave. … Uhm, not ..literally.. so… don’t arrest them.” She smiles nervously before turning back into the car and closing the car door. 

He laughs and knocks on the car ceiling, “I won’t. You’re free to go, ma’am.” He walks calmly back to his car door, and she drives away, mentally freaking out.  


Her friends were very excited to find out about the tall, cute police officer who asked her out… even though she repeatedly told them it wasn’t a date. She’s lying on the couch with her head off the couch, long hair flowing down and collecting on the carpet. Katie is on her chest as it goes up and down.

She sighs, staring at the piece of paper with his number. She dials it into the phone and watches it for a few minutes. The numbers lit up brightly on her screen. She sighs and presses the green call button on it. … maybe she should just text him. … He’s probably busy too.. so texting would be better…. 

She jumps, hearing his voice on the other line, “Hello?” 

She coughs, nervously. “Uhm, hi Charlie… This is Lucille… are you uhm busy right now?” 

“Nah just got home! What’s up??” 

“Uhm… Well.. I got my car fixed.. … but… uhm..well I was gonna walk over there… and I thought that maybe you’d want to get coffee and donuts?”  

“Sure! Around 6 good?” 

“Yeah sounds great.” She bites her lip to stop from laughing or anything. They say goodbye to each other and she just falls back on the couch, happily. She beams and hugs her dog. She looks at the time. And it’s 4. She will definitely make it on time. She puts on her makeup and gets dressed into a blouse and jean shorts. She puts on some sandals and brushes her hair. 

The car wasn’t ready yet… even though they said it would be. She sighs, hugging her cold arms. She should be used to the mechanic’s crappy way of getting things done. This has been like the fifth time her poor car needed work done on it. 

She looks around the parking lot of the coffee shop but doesn’t see any police cars. Hopefully… he’s here. She goes in calmly and sighs. … It is almost 6 p.m….. She probably shouldn’t drink coffee if she actually wants to sleep… though if the date goes well… She might be too excited to sleep… She shakes her head. Not a date. Not a date.  

She goes to find a table that’s close to the door so he’ll see her. She looks across the restaurant aaaand shyly crosses the room and sits in front of her date. “You’re here early.” 

“So’re you.” He smirks up at her. He wears a black and green futuristic-looking striped shirt with blue jeans. 

She smiles, “Hey, I have an excuse. I needed to get my car.” 

He peaks out the window, “Hm, don’t see it.” 

“Yeaaahhh. They had me waiting for almost an hour to tell me it’s not ready yet.” She rolls her eyes. “Oh well. It was cool enough for a nice walk.” She smiles. “Uhm, anyway. Food here good?” She picks up a menu to go see what to order, pushing her hair behind her ear.

“Oh, do you want me to talk to them? I can go get my uniform and gun really quick…” He blinks and smiles, “Of course. Only the best.” He says in a funny accent the chef says in a TV show. 

She laughs and looks down, “No, I think I’m good without my mechanic peeing his pants… …. Hahah, okay. So you like cheesy cooking shows and I like cheesy cop shows.” 

He clicks his tongue, “I personally think you just like charming cops so.” 

She blinks and raises her eyebrows, “Oh-ho, I see. Well if that’s the case, do you see any of those around?” She asks, looking around the room.  “I’d be okay with having a charming-cop boyfriend..” 

He sniffles, raising his arms up, “Why you gotta be so ruuuude?” 

Lucille starts laughing, “I’m just kidding. I see him.” She fingers her menu. She waits until she sees the grin before adding with a very happy smile, “He’s over there ordering.” 

He blinks and looks back, only to see an elderly couple making small-talk with the young clerk. He looks at the girl he’s eating with and smirks back, “Very funny. That’s cute.” 

“No, really.” She smiles. “He’s a retired police officer. And clearly he was charming, back in his youth.” She says, smiling up at the woman, who honestly looks younger whenever she looks back at her husband. 

His eyebrow furrows, staring at her. “How’d you know he was a retired cop?” 

“See the way he’s holding his credit card? It’s like he’s still holding a gun, ready to shoot.” She says calmly. 

Charlie just stares at her, baffled. He pauses and turns to look back at him. He turns back, “You saw him in the paper yesterday, di-” 

“Totally saw him in the paper yesterday.” She covers her mouth, trying not to laugh. 

He grins, “Yeah, yeah yeah. Laugh it up.” 


He even paid for the food and walked with her out of the restaurant. She follows him until they stop by a normal looking white Honda Civic. 

“This is your car?” She stares up at him. 

“Yeah. … Expecting a Ferrari or a Porsch?” 

She blinks and reddens a little bit, “No… Heh, I don’t know why.. I was expecting the police car again… but you’re not working.. so that makes sense.” 

“Ah, I see. … Hey, wait a minute. Your car’s still at the shop, right?” 

“Unfortunately yes.” 

“Well, you’re in luck. As a police officer, I cannot let a young lady walk home in the dark.” He grins. “I can walk you, if you’d like.” 

She blinks, “’Walk’? Not driving your Honda Civic?” 

“Well… I mean, there’s a lot of traffic tonight… and you never know what cars… don’t have their headlights on…” 

She raises an eyebrow.

“Or engine not working… or windshield too cracked… that could lead to a crash… so…..” 

“And?” She crosses her arms, not buying it.

“And it’s a really nice night, and a walk would be longer than a car ride.” He smiles bashfully. 

“Oh, okay. Well, I guess that’s alright.” She smiles happily up at him. “Also, all of those things have happened to my car. … My first car. My present car that’s at the shop has only had headlight troubles.” 

“You’re just a car killer, aren’t you?” 


She sighs, “Alas.. It’s true.” He laughs, and she looks up at him, “So how did you become a cop anyway? In a high school fair or something?” 

“Uh, haha, no. In high school, I wanted to be an actor.” 


She blinks, “Wow, an actor. How good are you?” 

“Now? Horrible. Then? Slightly less than horrible, but my parents never let me know that for whatever reason.”  

“All the more fun for home videos, right?” She chuckles.

“Yeaaahhh… It was uh, something. … Do you wanna see the play I did? I can reenact it.” He grins.

“Uhm… Sure.. When we get to my-” 

He raises his arm out to the street, holding his other hand over his heart. He looks up at the sky and says boldly, “But, soft! what light through-!”  

“Eeep!! Charlie, I didn’t mean no-“ 

Somehow managing to continue through the laughter, “-yonder window breaks?” 

“People are look-“ 

He laughs, making it really hard to understand his words, “It IS the east, and Juliet-” He gently takes her hand with the one that was over his chest. “is the sun!!” 
“I think you almost gave a heart attack to the old couple we just passed…” Now, she resorts to sarcastic comments.

Still laughing, and STILL talking, he continues, “Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, who is already … uuuh… something and something... with something…"

Now red with embarrassment, she just listens, cracking up with him. She holds his hand happily, quite pleased that he started it.

“Soooo. How was that??” 

“You were right. Pretty darn terrible.” She laughs, “I think you forgot the words, too.” 

“Yes, yes I did. Wherefore art thy words go- went-howevertheysaythat?” 

That just makes her laugh harder. He pulls her in more to keep her from falling over. He grins, looking down at her, “Dang, I should’ve been a comedian.” 

“You’d be good.” She smiles back, but tilts her head down to look at her feet as she shuffles them nervously. After a second, she hugs back. She looks up at him to see him leaning towards her. She closes her eyes and happily embraces the kiss. She smiles and turns back to her apartment building, holding his hand still. “Okay… This is my uhm, place.. so… yeah… … Thanks for walking me home.” She smiles up at him. 

He nods, like he’s still wearing his hat and kisses her cheek. “G’night, Lucille.” He turns and walks away, hands in his pockets. Dazed, she walks up the apartment stairs, not even annoyed the elevator’s still broken. 


Charlie gets into his house and locks the door. He puts his car keys in the bowl on the table by the door. He turns on the TV. He blinks, seeing a very familiar-looking, rather pretty woman, fall in love with a charming man. He waits, and the cheesy cop show theme song starts playing. 

He blinks and laughs, taking a picture of Lucille on the TV screen. Since he doesn’t particularly like calling, he texts it to her with, “So you really do have a type for charming cops, huh?” 

The three dots popped up to show she was typing. After a few seconds, the bubble reads, “At the time, I didn’t at all. Almost didn’t take the job. ” 

He grins, “Now you do though?” 

There’s a quiet pause, and he’s starting to hope he didn’t say the wrong thing. But sure enough, there’s another text. “Well, I know one that’s pretty cute. So I think it’s starting to be.” 

He grins and now decides to call her. Her voice comes through the other line, “Hi, Charlie… What’s up?” 

“Did you save me in your contact information.” 

“…Maybe. … What’s up?” 

“Nothing. Apparently, you think I’m cute though.” 

“I wouldn’t say… that… I just mean… that… … I’m not going to live this down, will I?” 

“Nope. I’ve even got it in writing, and I’m recording this TV show.” 


“OH sh-!” 

The officer was not expecting to hear such a dirty word from a beautiful person. He starts cracking up really hard. He can tell she’s blushing even if he can’t see it.

“I was going to say shoot!!!!” 
