VetCop, Sample

I was surprised to see Jan sitting in the breakfast nook with a woman I’d never seen before. “Good morning.”

Two heads turned toward me. I had the distinct feeling that I’d stumbled off a cliff when the visitor’s gaze met mine. Her rich brown eyes pulled the rest of the world away. 

Jan’s voice sounded like it came through an echo chamber. “Hey, Doctor Conner. This lady called the house after you left. When she told me who she was, I figured it was okay to let her wait inside. You were gone longer than you said you would be.”

“I went twice as far today,” I returned slowly. 

The mystery visitor stood and extended her hand. I fumbled to wipe my wet palm on the towel, then gripped the appendage. I found that I suddenly had trouble doing anything—except losing myself in her beautiful chocolate eyes.

“I’m Veronica Mason from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology.” Her smile humored me. “I’m the researcher in charge of Treasure’s case. Nice to meet you, Doctor Conner.”

I think I shook her hand. To be honest, I don’t remember much of anything—except those eyes. Veronica Mason was young, probably twenty-eight or so. She was nearly my height, but her six-foot frame was accentuated nicely by an hourglass figure and crowned by shiny auburn hair. She was blessed with a set of long, feathery eyelashes that made everything about the rest of her face uncommon. She smiled again following her introduction, revealing slightly crooked, but white teeth. 

I felt Jan’s stare on me, so I glanced at her. A knowing grin curved her lips. 

“You can call me Paul,” I churned out awkwardly. “No need for formalities.” 

Veronica Mason blinked. It was an erotic experience. “In that case, I would prefer to be called Ronnie.” 

The nickname matched her style of dress, which today was a purple, loose fitting pantsuit and low-heeled shoes. She wore no jewelry, except for a pair of simple gold ball earrings. I liked women who kept it simple.

Jan’s face was still lit up with a huge grin, and I wanted to punch her in the mouth. “Ronnie it is,” I managed, unnerved by both women.

