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Chapter One

Amy sat in her stalled car on the side of the
busy interstate and tried not to panic. The big, black pick-up
truck easing up behind her caused a sense of fear and relief at the
same time. Her phone was dead, and she'd been sitting behind the
wheel of her disabled vehicle for twenty minutes. It was going to
be dark soon. She needed help, and she needed it now, before her
situation became dangerous. Baton Rouge wasn't exactly a hotbed of
crime, but in a city this large, anything could, and often did,
happen.

Her nervousness increased as the truck
stopped, but the man behind the wheel didn't get out. She could see
him talking on the phone in her rearview mirror. All she could make
out was jet black hair and aviator style sunglasses.

Oh, that black hair. Unbidden images of the
man that haunted her fantasies every night came to her. The many
times she touched that dark hair and tangled her fingers in it. Her
hands gliding over the buttons of his uniform, and undoing them one
by one. Intellectually, she knew that a man in uniform was just a
cliché, but emotionally, she suspected that there was a lot more to
it than that. That cop, in his uniform, had the power to make her
hands tremble and her legs shake.

In reality, she hadn't exchanged more than a
few simple pleasantries with the D.A.R.E.
policeman that came to her school and talked to her fifth graders
every week. It was best that she kept the interaction between them
to a minimum. Past events that formed who she was, wouldn't allow a
man in law enforcement into her life.

But the temptation. Oh, the temptation. Ten
weeks. One hour a week. For ten long weeks, just the thought of him
being in the building had been enough to cause a provoking blend of
fascination and distress. But she had persevered, and the program
was finished for the school year. She wouldn't have to see him
again.

Her thoughts focused on the present as the
man in the truck stepped out of his vehicle. His body unfolded to
his full height as he looked around and surveyed the scene. Her
heart nearly stopped beating as she got a better look at him. Same
height, same fantastic build, same arrogant swagger.

It was him!

He wasn't dressed like the man she knew from
her school. He was off duty, for one thing. The street clothes
emphasized his maleness in a way she wasn't used to. Her breath
became snarled up in her throat.

Her eyes detailed the differences. The jet
black hair was the same, but that was about it. His eyes were
hidden by those aviator sunglasses that all cops seemed to wear. He
wore faded jeans and scuffed boots. His torso was covered in a
black tee shirt that molded to his chest. And he had a leather
shoulder holster and pistol clinging to his left side. Amy began to
hyperventilate.

He strolled toward her and reached out to
place a hand on the roof of her car. He leaned down and looked in
the window where she sat. That massive chest and gun were directly
in her line of vision.

"Mrs. Sanford. Having problems, Ma'am?" His
words were low. Respectful. He had one of the deepest voices Amy
had ever heard. It was the most prominent detail in her dreams.

"L-lieutenant Fontenot, y-yes, I am." She
couldn't keep from stammering with that big gun in her face. He was
by far, the sexiest man Amy had ever met.

"What happened?"

"It just started spluttering. I p-pulled over
and it died." Her words were shaky.

"It's okay, Ma'am. You'll be all right." His
words soothed. "Have you called your husband yet?"

Amy paused at the question. Oh, God, here
goes. "I'm not m-married." She felt like she was confessing a
sin.

Primal satisfaction engulfed him at her
words. Not Married! The one and only thing that had kept him from
pursuing her until she was naked and flat on her back in his bed
was the husband he had erroneously believed she had. He had taken
cold showers every night for ten long weeks after watching her sexy
little body moving around the back of the classroom. Ten weeks of
seeing her dressed in demure skirts or drab slacks and flat shoes.
Teacher clothes. But nothing could hide those smooth curves and her
hot, unconsciously sensual movements. It was like trying to contain
fire behind cardboard. It burned through. It burned him. And now he
could have it all.

"Why the M.R.S.?" He bit out the letters in
rapid succession and waited for an answer.

Amy's confused mind tried to make sense of
the letters. The acronym suddenly made sense. Her nerves cranked up
a notch. He wasn't wasting any time. "Oh. Um, well, I was married.
And I've worked at the school a long time. It just kind of stuck
after the divorce. And I thought it was better for Kayla. My
daughter." Relief washed through her as her voice didn't noticeably
shake.

"Where's Kayla now?" His voice was deep,
patient.

"I just took her to the airport. Since she
turned fourteen, her father and I have been letting her fly by
herself to see him in Dallas." This was more conversation than they
had had in all of the previous ten weeks.

"What about your boyfriend? Have you called
him?" He knew he was digging, but didn't give a damn.

"My phone is dead. And I don't have a
boyfriend." His dark eyes burned into hers. She started shaking,
and lowered her lashes in self defense.

He moved his hands to the car door and looked
his fill. She had on more make-up than usual. Her hair was loose
and wild. He looked around the rest of the front of the car. She
had a stack of school books and folders. And a small overnight case
and a soft, material bag next to it. The top of a bottle stuck out
of the bag.

"What's in the bottle, Ms. Sanford?" The
emphasis he put on the 'Ms' was markedly noticeable.

She looked over at the bag in question. "It's
a bottle of wine."

"You haven't been drinking tonight, have
you?" His voice was nonchalant.

"No. Of course not. I brought it with me
because I'm going to spend the night with my friend Renee tonight.
I never drink and drive."

"It looks like it's been open." His voice was
still neutral, bored even.

"Oh, yes. I opened it last weekend. I only
ever have one glass of wine at a time. It usually takes me a month
to finish a bottle." Her voice became strained with nerves.

"You can't have an open container in your
vehicle, Ms. Sanford." Again with the 'Ms.' He drawled it, spread
it out over three syllables.

"I don't have an open container. It's closed.
See?" She pointed over to it.

"Open container means the seal has been
broken, Ms. Sanford. From now on, you might want to remember that.
You're breaking the law." He watched a flush run over her cheeks.
She started to stammer again.

"I'm s-sorry. I didn't know that. I don't
ever break the law." She looked like she was going to cry.

"Don't do it again. Now, pop the hood and let
me take a look." His voice was distracted, already moving on to the
problem at hand. She did as he said. He walked around to the front
of the car and pushed up the hood. He fiddled with something for a
few minutes. He looked around at her and said, "Give it a try." She
turned the key and it started. He slammed the hood and walked back
around to her.

"You definitely need to have it serviced.
It'll hold for now, but it's going to die again. I'm going to pull
around and you can follow me to my house." He turned and started to
walk away.

"W-wait." She yelled at his retreating back.
He slowly turned and sauntered back to her. He raised his eyebrows
in question. "W-what do you mean, follow you to your house?"

He stood there, looking in at her. His booted
feet planted solidly apart. He was blatantly male, his biceps
sinewy and bulging. The weapon strapped to his shoulder solidifying
his stance of authority.

"Well, Ms. Sanford, it's like this. Your bag
is packed. It's Friday night and your daughter is away for the
weekend. And you don't have a husband. You
can forget your girlfriend tonight, you're coming to my house." His
words were final.

"I am not. I c-can't believe you just said
th-that." Her voice was shaking.

"Well, I can arrest you for having an open
container-"

She cut him off. "I can't get arrested. I'm a
teacher!"

"I don't want to arrest you. I want you to
follow me to my house and we can decide what the penalty is going
to be for letting me believe you had a husband all this time." He
reached through the open window and touched her for the first time.
His big, rough hand slid to her ear, and his thumb rubbed across
her top lip. Lightning speared through her.

"That's blackmail." It was whispered. The
movement of her mouth brushed her lips against his thumb. She
stared up into his eyes.

"Semantics. I've wanted you for a long time.
You knew I thought you were married. That bullshit lie won't work
anymore. Follow me home. Now." He turned and walked away.







Chapter Two

Amy parked her car in his double driveway
next to his pick-up. The drive to his house had been accomplished
in under five minutes. The whole way, she tried to contain the
hysteria so close to the surface. She didn't really think he would
arrest her. But she didn't know for sure. Was that just her excuse
to come here, to be alone with him?

She turned the key off and pulled it out of
the ignition. She sat in shock while he came around and opened her
door. Her hand trembled as he picked it up and helped her out. She
stood next to him. She couldn't remember ever standing this close
to him before. He was always so intimidating with his height and
build. She tended to stay across the room when he and his partner
had control of her kids. Before tonight, she had never touched him.
Not even a handshake. When they were introduced, she had been
standing in front of her students, and never came close. She
remembered smiling at him, but she was too nervous to get close.
Even in a classroom setting, he always looked ready to pounce.

"Okay Amy, inside." He reached across her
seat and grabbed her bags. The car door slammed with a final click.
He took her hand again and started dragging her to the back door.
She looked around in a daze as he unlocked the door and stepped
back to let her enter. She hesitated, then crossed the threshold
into the kitchen. The door slammed shut. She turned to face him,
like she was facing her executioner. Trepidation colored her
eyes.

He lounged indolently against the door. "I've
got you now."

Fear and excitement slid through her. Her
fantasies had never been this bold, this tangible. Her heartbeat
slammed into her lungs making breathing difficult.

She watched him leaning there, his posture
oozing satisfaction. She knew. She always knew he wanted her.

He was so tall. He was at least a couple of
inches over six feet. And she was--well, she was very puny. His
shoulders were wide. His biceps bulging through the sleeves of his
tee shirt. The holster wrapped around his shoulders, the gun
clinging to him, part of him. His jeans molded lovingly to his
thighs, his booted feet were crossed casually at the ankles.

"I don't remember telling you my first name.
How did you know?" She tried to make her voice sound casual. She
was a mess inside.

"I ran your plates." His voice was
clipped.

"Oh. I see. And do I get to know your name,
Lieutenant?" She would be just as cool as he was. She could do
this. Even if her thoughts were racing and her nerves were
screaming.

"Jake." His short, concise answers were
starting to make her tension escalate. She wanted to demand an
explanation for his actions, but was afraid to. One wrong word from
her might provoke him.

Jake watched the gorgeous woman in front of
him. He had wanted her from the first moment he saw her. She was
maybe medium height, fine-boned, and delicate. He knew he could
pick her up with one hand. Her hair was dark, almost black, like
his. It was long, and fell in soft waves around her face and
shoulders. Her eyebrows were delicate slashes emphasizing those cat
shaped eyes. She was so fucking hot. He felt another rush of blood
to his groin and tension started to grip him. Shit, when she had
said she wasn't married, he felt like he had hit the jackpot. Never
before in his life had he even been tempted to commit adultery. She
was a temptation that had fucked with him for ten weeks.

He stared at the curves of her body.

She wasn't dressed like a teacher tonight.
No, she was dressed like she was going out with her friends. Her
single friends. Good thing he had stopped that. If she ran around
Baton Rouge looking like that, some asshole would snatch her up
before he even got a chance at her. It was a good thing she fell
into his hands tonight.

He pushed off the door and straightened to
his full height. Amy took a step back in alarm. It was one thing to
innocently dream about this. It was another thing, in reality. He
started walking toward her, his intention obvious. She backed up
and looked around in agitation.

"Stop." She held her hand up to ward him off.
"Wait." She sucked in a breath as he stopped. He looked at her and
waited.

"What?" His one syllable answers were going
to be the death of her. "Why do you want me to stop? You want it
just as much as I do." She shook her head in denial. He started
toward her again. "Don't lie to me. It's why you tried so hard to
ignore me for ten weeks."

She backed up until she hit the wall. He
followed.

He reached out and took her chin in his hand
and lifted her face up to his. His eyes tangled with hers. "You
know I want you bad. You knew it the day we met. Why would you deny
this?" His finger ran down one smooth cheek. He lifted her hair
away from her face and gripped her scalp. "All that time. All those
weeks. I could tell I did it for you. I thought you were just
trying to be a good little wife, and stay the hell away from me."
He pushed his pelvis into her stomach. She gasped and closed her
eyes. "So why have you been running scared?" He ran his hand from
her scalp down to her neck. He encircled it with one big hand. Her
eyes flew open. His eyes blazed into hers. Their inhalations became
audible. He moved to caress her face again. He put his other hand
on her waist and gripped her.

A fine tremor gripped her body as she turned
her face away from him to look at the wall. She shook her head in
denial. "I don't have to answer you. I don't want this." Her eyes
slowly turned back to his. "And you're scaring me." She turned her
face away from him again.

Jake let out a hiss of frustration. He moved
back from her body and lifted his hands in the air in slow
exaggeration. "I'm not going to rape you, babe. Believe it or not,
I've never had to force a woman to have sex with me. You're safe."
His eyes roved over her body, held so stiffly away from him. "As
safe as you want to be."

Silence met his words. He could feel the
apprehension gripping her. This wasn't going to get him what he
wanted. "I swear, sweetheart. I'm not going to hurt you." He tried
to inject a teasing tone. "In fact, you'll have to beg me to so
much as kiss you." Her breath came out in a sigh at his words. She
turned to face him and slowly looked up. "You believe me, don't
you?"

"Not really."

"Not really? Are you serious? You think I'm
desperate?" he teased her.

He saw her mouth curve into a slight smile.
Some of the tension ran from her body. It was all the opening he
needed.

He reached out and gently put his hands on
her waist. He was careful to keep some space between them as he ran
his hands up and down the curves of her waist. Her breath
splintered as she felt him caress her. His hands ran from her waist
to her shoulders and back again. Back down to her waist and slowly
over the sides of her hips to her upper thighs. There he stopped
and momentarily gripped her. Her legs trembled and the inside of
her thighs flooded with a wet heat.

He slowly pulled her body into his as he felt
the sexual tension grip her.

"You're sweet. You smell sweet, babe." He
leaned into her hair and breathed in her scent. "Say my name." He
held her waist in an uncompromising grip. "Say it."

She trembled in his arms. "J-Jake." Her voice
was wobbly. His lips moved to her ear.

His mouth spoke into her ear. "Ask me to kiss
you." His arm moved around her waist and lifted her pelvis into
him. She gasped and hung in his arms. "Ask me, Amy."

"Pl-Please." Hunger attacked her senses. She
pressed her body more fully into his.

He lifted her and pushed one strong thigh
into the vee of her legs. He slowly let gravity ease her down until
she was caught, straddling his leg. Lightning speared through her.
He pushed his chest into hers and caged her within his arms.
"Please what, babe?"

"Kiss me, Jake. Kiss m-"He slammed his mouth
down on hers. He pushed his tongue in and attacked her mouth like
he had been waiting forever. Their tongues and teeth dueled. His
body pushed against her. She felt his gun biting into her shoulder.
She whimpered. His hand moved to her hair and pulled her face up so
he could have her mouth more fully.

She whimpered again and pushed against him.
She broke her mouth free. "Stop."

He pushed harder and tried to take her mouth
back. She struggled against him. "Stop."

His breathing was labored. "Why?"

She was dazed at the speed of his actions.
She put her hands on his chest and tried to push. She had no
strength. "I don't like the gun. Please, I-"

He cut off her words. "Okay, babe." He moved
his thigh from between her legs and lowered her to the floor. Her
legs shook. He steadied her, then stepped back. She leaned against
the wall for support while he unbuckled the harness and took the
weapon off his shoulder. His eyes never left hers. He moved across
the room and opened a cabinet and put the gun inside. He snapped it
shut. He started coming back to her.

She looked around and moved away from the
wall. She couldn't let him corner her there again. She walked into
a living area that was connected to the kitchen. He followed
her.

Amy thought desperately of something to say
or do to slow him down. "Nice house." She looked away from his
piercing eyes and focused on the room. A big coffee table in front
of a large couch dominated the center of the room. She reached down
and absently straightened the pile of magazines scattered on it.
She mindlessly fluffed a pillow on the couch. Her eyes found his
and then darted away again.

Jake saw her discomfort as she awkwardly
moved around the room. He tried to give her a moment to adjust. He
savored the pleasure of finally having her to himself. In his home.
In his power.

"Okay. No gun." He held up his hands to show
he was no threat. "Come here."

"Um, no J-Jake-," she began.

"Um, yes Amy," he returned, coming toward
her.

She held up one slim hand and gave him her
best teacher face. "No. This is going too fast. I think we should
slow down."

"Too fast? Are you fucking kidding me?" She
cringed at his crudity. "You've had my guts tied up for ten weeks.
You're lucky you're not naked right now. I don't even remember what
a hot shower feels like anymore. All I get are cold ones. Because
of you. I thought that I would never get to have you. And now I
find out you don't have a Goddamn
husband." He shouted the last five words.

She stood looking at him in shock and horror.
He raked his hand through his hair and turned away from her. He
took a sharp breath and looked back. She was standing there,
petrified. Petrified because of him. Shit.

"I'm sorry. I'm just frustrated as hell by
this whole situation. I don't understand why you let me think for
ten weeks that you were married. What the hell are you so scared
of?"

He looked her over while he waited for her
answer. She was dressed in skin tight, low-rise capri length jeans.
Her shoes were nude colored, three inch platform sandals. Her top
was sleeveless and clung to her breasts. He'd never seen her in
anything remotely like that before.

She was an itch he needed to scratch.

"I'm not scared of anything. I didn't know
you thought I was married-"

"That's bullshit. Why the hell wouldn't I?
You have pictures of your daughter on your desk. Everyone at that
school calls you 'Mrs. Sanford.' "He glared at her.

"What was I supposed to say? 'Oh, by the way,
Lieutenant Hottie, I'm not married?' Besides, I didn't think you
noticed me anyway." That part wasn't true. She knew he had been
aware of her every time he was in her classroom. But no matter how
deep the attraction, she wouldn't let herself get involved with
him. Her past made it impossible for her to consider it.

She crossed her arms over her chest and
scowled at him.

"So, you think I'm hot?" He started in her
direction again.

"Stop. We haven't resolved anything. Quit
stalking me." Her voice was shrill. She scooted around to the other
side of the coffee table.

"Okay, babe. You win. I'm going to walk back
in the kitchen, and get you a glass of wine. Then we'll sit and
talk." He turned to leave the room.

"Oh my God! Renee and Jenny. I forgot Renee
and Jenny. The wine reminded me. I'm supposed to meet them. I need
to go-"

"You're not going anywhere." He reached over
and grabbed his cell phone off the counter. "Call them.
Cancel."

"I can't just cancel." He put the phone in
her hand.

"Even if I wanted to let you go, you can't.
Your car will stall again. You're staying here. We'll get it worked
on tomorrow." Indecision was etched on her features.

She opened the phone and looked at it. She
slowly keyed in Renee's number. Jake walked around behind her and
threaded his arms around her waist while she waited for Renee to
pick up.

"Hello?" Amy could tell her friend didn't
recognize the number.

"Renee, it's me, Amy." Jake moved his hand
and palmed her breast. She jumped.

"Amy, are you all right? Where are you?" Amy
held the phone away from her ear in a daze. That hand felt so
good.

Jake whispered in her ear. "Tell her you're
okay, but had car trouble." He tugged on her nipple.

"I-I'm okay. I had c-car trouble." Her voice
was soft, quiet. She could feel the wetness between her thighs.

"Oh my gosh! Do you need me? I'll be right
there." Renee's voice was shrill, concerned.

Amy hung like a puppet in Jake's grasp. "Tell
her not to come. Tell her you're fine. Tell her you're with the
police." His whispered instructions tickled her ear. His hand moved
down to cup her heat. She sucked in her breath.

"I-I'm fine. You don't need to come. I'm
w-with the police. Bye." She closed the phone and it dropped to the
floor.

Jake slid his hand up her shirt and cupped a
silk covered breast. He rubbed the liquid heat between her legs.
"You did real good, babe. Real good."

She sagged in his arms. "W-well." Her voice
was a shaken whisper.

He sucked her earlobe into his mouth.
"What?"

"I did real well. Not good. Well." Her hips
moved against his hand.

He chuckled. "Oh yes, ma'am, Ms. Sanford. You
did real well." He turned her in his hold. One brawny arm slid
around her waist and the other reached to caress her breast under
her shirt. "Is there anything else you want me to learn tonight,
teacher girl?" His thumb stroked back and forth across her
nipple.

She moaned. She clung to his biceps and
lifted her lips. "I d-don't think-"

He took her lips with his and rubbed them
slowly across hers. He took her bottom lip in his mouth and gently
sucked. His teeth raked across it. His tongue reached out and took
licks where his teeth had abraded only a moment before. "That's
okay, sweetheart, you don't need to think. I've got you."

He took her hand and led her to the couch.
She mindlessly followed him. Once she was sitting, he knelt in
front of her and put his hands on her thighs. He slowly pushed them
apart and moved his torso between her knees. His hands made a
swirling pattern on the top of her legs and his eyes held hers.
"You are the prettiest little thing I've ever seen." He slid his
hands to the inside of her thighs. "So sweet. So damn pretty. It's
hard to believe you're thirty-seven. You look about twenty-five."
He swirled one hand up and over her feminine mound and away
again.

Amy squirmed at the enticement. Her breath
was coming quickly. "How d-did you know that?" He raised one dark
eyebrow and stared into her eyes. "My plates?" He nodded his head
and looked down at his hands grasping her legs. He reached for her
liquid heat again. She started panting. "H-how old are you?"

"Thirty-nine." He reached down and slid off
one of her sandals, then the other. He picked up one delicate
little foot and held it in the palm of his hand. "What size are
these?" He ran his index finger over the dark pink paint on her
toes.

"F-five" She watched, enthralled by his
gentleness. "Have you ever been married? Do you have any kids?"

"No, and no." His hands kept running back and
forth, up and down her legs, all the way to her feet. The sweep of
his hands was smooth, firm. "What else do you want to know? I have
two sisters, both in New Orleans. My parents are retired and living
in Florida. I was raised Catholic, but I don't go to church. I'm
heterosexual and don't have any STD's. Does that about cover
it?"

Amy nodded her head. She couldn't get any
words to form. His hands were petting her. Moving from the inside
of her thighs to the feminine heat between and then back down
again.

"You are so beautiful. Do you know how
beautiful you are?" His words were enticing. Magical. She shook her
head, denying his words. "You're gorgeous. Do you know how long
I've wanted your gorgeous little body?"

"I'm not little." Her words were soft,
subdued.

"Not little?" He ran his hands down the
outside of each leg until he reached her calves. He wrapped each
hand around an ankle and lifted her legs slightly. "Look." Her
heart started pounding when she saw his big hands around her
ankles. His fingers completely wrapped around her and still
overlapped. Excitement gripped her. That was so sexy. He was so
sexy. He moved closer to her and wrapped her legs around his waist.
She sucked in a breath.

"W-wait. You were going to get us some
w-wine, remember?" Her soft, pliant little body was spread out on
his couch. Her breath came in sporadic little bursts of energy. He
was ready for her, but he also felt calm, just from having her
here, all to himself. He would indulge her for awhile, if it meant
she would relax and let him have all that softness.

He lifted himself to his feet. "Stay there.
Don't even think about moving from that spot." His words were
rough, assertive. Amy sat and quietly tried not to lose her mind.
She had to get a grip. Everything that was happening seemed like a
dream. She was held immobile by the cravings rushing through
her.

He came back to her in less than a minute. He
set two wine glasses on the coffee table and eased back onto the
couch next to her. He spread his legs wide and lifted one big,
booted foot and put it on the table. He clasped his hands together
and raised them up behind his head. He leaned back and stared at
her. He made no move to pick up his wine.

Amy watched him sprawled out next to her,
taking up most of the couch. Tension ran through her as he just sat
there. She picked up her glass and took a sip. Her hand was shaking
so much that she had to put the glass back down.

He watched her squirming on the couch. Her
nervousness was tangible. "How long have you been divorced?"

She started at the abrupt words. "Five
years." She looked away from him and tried to concentrate on his
house. It was a one-story ranch, out in the suburbs. The furniture
was masculine and looked sturdy enough to handle his large frame.
It was kept neat, with very little clutter. There was a clock
hanging on one wall, and a flat-screen television mounted on
another. There were no pictures, no decorations. It was a guy's
house. It suited him.

"How old were you when you got married?"

"Twenty-two. Right after college." She took
another sip and felt the warmth of the wine flow through her.

"Married ten years?" He was barking the
questions at her, one after the other.

"Yes. "

"Bad marriage?"

"I guess." She shrugged. "We got divorced.
The first five or so years were okay. The last five, we just
fought. We grew apart. We both wanted out. So, we got divorced. It
wasn't easy. But he's a good father, and I appreciate that about
him."

He grunted. "Hmm. So, how much do you
date?"

"D-date? Um, n-not a lot. But I go out.
Renee, Jenny and I go out a lot. We have fun." A look of irritation
crossed his face.

"Really? Where do ya'll go?" Amy felt like
she was on the witness stand.

"Well, we go to different restaurants, and to
the movies, shopping-"

"Restaurants? Shopping? That's it? No
dancing, clubs, bar-hopping?" His voice held disbelief.

"No. Of course not-"

"Of course not? Why the hell not? You're
young. Single. Unattached. Goddamn beautiful. You're not out there
looking for a husband again like every other single woman in Baton
Rouge?" Disbelief laced his words.

"No. I absolutely don't want another husband.
I have my daughter. I really don't want any more kids. I have my
friends-"

He cut her off. "What about sex?"

"I-I, well, I-" She stopped and licked her
lips. Her mouth was dry. She picked up her glass of wine and took a
large sip.

"So, what you're not saying is that you
haven't been having sex, is that right?" He looked into her
eyes.

"That's right." Her answer was soft.

Satisfaction ran through him. He reached out
and took her chin in one large hand. He ran his rough thumb over
her lips. Her breath caught. Her agitation was palpable. His voice
was deep and sure. "We are going to have so much fun."

Amy jerked her face away from his hand and
valiantly tried to take control of the situation. "N-no." She shook
her head.

"No? You don't think it's going to be
fun?"

"I don't want to get involved with you." Her
voice was soft, but firm. "You shouldn't have threatened me. You
shouldn't have made me come here. You knew I hadn't been drinking
tonight."

"That's bullshit. You know I wouldn't force
you to do anything. I'm a cop, not a criminal. You took the easy
excuse I gave you, and now here you are. You're still letting
whatever hang up you have about me scare you. So, what's the
problem?"

"I don't want to get involved with you." She
crossed her arms over her chest.

"Well, strictly speaking, babe, I don't want
to get involved with you, either. I just want to sleep with you."
His voice was arrogant, self assured.

"Well, that's not going to happen. Since
you're not going to arrest me, you can take me home."

"I'm not taking you home until I get some
answers. Why the hell are you so scared of what's between us?" Jake
was irritated at his own tone. He was barking at her, when he knew
he should be talking gently, seducing her. He tried to temper his
words with slow, gentle movements.

Amy felt her hand taken between his. He
pulled her to her knees and her hands fell to his shoulders. He
steadied her with his hands on her hips. He spoke softly. "What's
wrong? Why can't you just give me all this softness?" His words
were bewitching, filling her mind with pleasure.

She leaned her head into him and answered
him. "I'm scared of cops."

Her answer disconcerted him. He tried to stay
gentle. "Why, sweetheart? Have you done something wrong?"

Her head was buried in his shoulder. He felt
the small, negative movement as she shook her head. "Then what is
it? Tell me."

She took a deep, shuddering breath. "My
father was killed in the line of duty."







Chapter Three

Shock went through him. His arms immediately
tightened all the way around her. He held her for a long moment in
silence. "I'm so sorry. Oh, sweetheart, you don't know how sorry I
am."

"It was a long time ago. I was thirteen and
we were in California." The words started pouring from her. "My
mother tried to run away from it all and moved us all the way to
Lake Charles."

He wanted to know the details, but this was
not the time to ask. Later on, after this initial conversation.

"A lot of good it did. Dad's department kept
up with us, and notified the sheriff in Calcasieu parish. You know
the system. Law enforcement takes care of the widows of fallen
officers. It took barely eighteen months for my mom to be married
again. This time to a sheriff's deputy. They've been married ever
since. Her voice was flat, unemotional.

He held her while she talked, running his
fingers up and down her spine in long, soothing sweeps. "And you
didn't like that?"

"I love Robert. I even call him 'Dad' now. I
just don't understand how she could do it. Losing my father was
horrible. How could she put herself through that again? Of course I
understand why she would get married again. She was only
thirty-five. So young, and she was so pretty--"

"Was she as pretty as you?" The words were
deep, questioning.

She lifted her face from his shoulder to look
at him. "Umm, I d-don't know…we look alike. All my life, everyone
has always told me I look exactly like my mother."

Tenderness consumed him at her hesitant
answer. "She must be beautiful." He kissed her lips, teasing them
apart. They shared a slow, consuming kiss filled with need and
hunger. He lifted his lips from hers. "So that's the reason? The
reason you've been running from me for ten weeks?"

She opened her eyes. "Yes."

His hands gripped her harder. "I won't let
you go. I'm sorry for everything you've lost, but I won't let it
make me give you up. I'm not asking for a relationship. Hell, I
don't want a relationship. I'm not expecting a commitment or
anything from you. But I will have you. Understand?

Her eyes were dark with emotion as she
trembled in his arms. She nodded her head in surrender.

He couldn't wait. Lust raced through his
system. The reason for her reticence explained, he wanted her now.
This second.

He fastened his hands on her and picked her
up and dropped her in his lap. He smoothed a hand over her silky,
dark hair. "Look how perfect you fit in my arms," he whispered in
her ear. He dropped a hand to the row of buttons on her shirt.
"Everything is going to fit just perfect, babe." He spoke into her
ear. The first button came undone. "I bet you're tiny all over."
The second button came undone. "Are you? Are you this tiny all
over?" His hand left her shirt and drifted to the liquid heat
between her thighs. He pressed and rubbed her through her
jeans.

She couldn't find her voice to answer him.
Need clawed through her veins. "I'm going to be real careful,
sweetheart. I don't want to hurt you." He unsnapped her jeans. "You
don't want me to hurt you, do you babe?" He ran the zip down. He
lifted her chin and gazed into her eyes. His words were drugging.
She whimpered. "You promise to be a good girl and let me be gentle
with you, okay?"

"Y-yes." Her voice was breathless. She
undulated gently against him.

"You promise? Say, 'I promise, Jake.'" His
hand slid back up to the third button. It came loose.

"I p-promise, J-Jake," she moaned.

"That's a good girl. I'm going to make it so
good for you, babe." The fourth button came undone. "I guess you're
not protected, are you?"

Shock and panic momentarily dulled the
passion running through her. "No, I'm n-not protected."

"It's okay. I'll take care of it. You don't
have to worry about anything." The last button came undone. He
spread the shirt open. Lust clawed through his guts at the
beautiful picture she made. Red lace covered the slight swells of
her breasts. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, and her dark
hair fell in waves over her shoulders. He reached up and peeled the
shirt off her shoulders.

He continued to look down at her and took a
calming breath. "That's a pretty bra, sweetheart, but I think we
need to get rid of it." He unsnapped the clasp between her breasts
and pushed the cups apart.

He stared at her chest and groaned. Small,
pale white swells lifted and fell with her rapid breathing. Plump,
pink little nipples were already hardened with excitement. With one
swift move, he lifted her up and turned her so that she straddled
him where he sat and immediately latched his mouth onto a
nipple.

Heat slammed her body at the suddenness of
his action. She lifted her arms and threaded her fingers through
his hair. "Mmmm…" Her voice was shaky, filled with pleasure. She
moved her hips as he sucked harder.

He gripped her by the hips and helped move
her. He lifted his mouth and blew wet heat on her nipple. "These
are the prettiest little tits I've ever seen in my life." He bit
down on one just hard enough to make her gasp.

"They're small." Her voice was
apologetic.

"Yes they are." His voice was laced with
satisfaction. "Small and perfect. Beautiful." He reached up and
took them in his hands and lifted them to his mouth. He sucked on
one pink nipple, his thumb simultaneously rubbing on its twin. He
moved his head back and forth, taking long licks and sucks.

Amy was quickly lifted to a state of frantic
need. She was clawing at his hair and pushing her mound against
him. "Please." She gasped. "I'm ready." She reached down between
them and started ripping at the button on top of his fly.

Jake grabbed her hand and stopped what she
was doing. "No, babe. Don't do that. I'll come too fast. I'll come
the second I get it in. Next time you can have that." His hands
started pushing her pants down. "Let me do you first." He stood her
up and pushed her jeans and panties to the floor. "Step out of
them."

She blindly did as he asked. He stood up and
flipped her back down to a sitting position on the couch and pushed
between her thighs to kneel in front of her. He pushed her thighs
wide and pulled her butt to the edge of the couch. He reached
between her legs and spread her folds open. Open so he could see
everything.

Delirious shock coursed through Amy's veins
as her mind took in the position he had put her in. This was not
going to be a slow, tender lovemaking. He was in control and
propelling them toward one end.

The light was still on and very bright all of
a sudden. Amy reached down between her legs and covered herself
with one hand. "Jake. Turn off the light."

Tension vibrated between them as he stared at
her hand covering herself.

"No, babe. I can't. Please don't ask me to do
that." He lifted her hand and put it on his shoulder. She quivered
and snapped her eyes shut. He continued to stare between her legs.
He held her spread out with his hands. He moved his thumb to her
clit and pressed. She jerked and moaned. He watched his thumb make
circles. She jerked with each swipe. "You're so fucking beautiful.
I've never seen anything prettier than this. Goddamn, I knew it
would be like this."

Her eyes flew open at his words and she
watched him. He wasn't looking at her face. He was staring at her
between her legs and dragging in deep breaths. He reached his hand
up to his mouth and put his middle finger inside to wet it. She
clenched in anticipation. He took his wet finger out of his mouth
and raised his eyes to hers. Their gazes held as he reached down
and found her wet opening. He slid his big, blunt, wet finger
inside.

She moaned. He groaned in unison. He made
long strokes with his finger. He bent his head and went down on
her. He opened her wider with his fingers and exposed her
glistening clit. He took a long swipe with his tongue.

She screamed. He pushed his finger all the
way in and continued to abrade her clit with his rough tongue. He
felt her tighten around his finger. She screamed again as her body
went into spasms of release. He lifted his head from between her
thighs and kissed her hard on the mouth. His tongue went deep.

Amy tasted herself on his mouth. Her heart
was beating so hard that her chest hurt. He lifted his head. "Very
good, sweetheart. That's the way to come for me, babe." He gently
withdrew his finger from her.

Amy lay spread out and dazed as he lifted the
tee shirt over his head. Bulging muscles and six-pack abs came into
view. He was gorgeous. He was ripped. He was making her wet again.
He shucked out of his boots, socks, jeans, and underwear in jerky
movements. Amy sucked in her breath when her eyes found his
erection. It was huge. Just like the rest of him. Anticipation and
distress mingled together. He was digging through his pockets. His
hand came up with a condom and ripped the package between his
teeth.

He quickly rolled it on. He came back between
her legs and pushed them wide. He started entering her at once. Amy
felt herself being stretched as she watched him in agitation. He
was leaning on his hands, with her caged between his arms.

"That's good." He bit out. He reached for one
of her legs and pushed it over his arm. The position opened her
fully. He pushed all the way in and grunted. He began making long,
even strokes. The penetration was so deep. She had no control in
that position. He reached between them with one hand and pressed on
her clit as his strokes pounded into her.

His eyes opened and stared deeply into hers.
"Don't try to run away from me again, understand?" He demanded.

"Yes, Jake," she panted.

Her agreement inflamed him. She was so tight
around his cock he didn't know how he had made it this long. She
felt like hot silk. He shut his eyes in concentration but found he
wanted the connection with her. He opened his eyes. She was staring
at him with total absorption. Her beauty was going to drive him
crazy. He rammed it in again, harder, faster. She screamed his name
as she found release again. He felt her internal muscles milking
him and intense pleasure ripped through him and he stiffened and
flew over the edge.

Jake relaxed against the woman in his arms
for a few moments while his heart rate came back down. His brain
was laced with fuzz from the result of one of the strongest orgasms
he had ever experienced. He could smell her scent in his nostrils
and felt the smooth silk of her skin where she lay pressed against
him.

Primal satisfaction attacked his senses as he
came back to full consciousness and realized he had achieved his
goal. She lay naked beneath him, totally open, totally his. Instead
of feeling a need to extricate himself from the situation, he felt
just the opposite. His erection fully hardened again and he made a
small push, and that easily, penetrated her fully again.

Alarmed at what he intended, Amy's breathe
hitched and she pushed her hands against his shoulders. "Stop."

He didn't relent, and took another
stroke.

Amy was almost paralyzed with fear. Her voice
was sharp, meant to penetrate the arousal that held him. "Jake,
stop. You are going to get me pregnant."

That seemed to generate a response. His eyes
ensnared hers. His nostrils flared and his eyes narrowed and he
took another stroke.

She stiffened in his arms.

"Fuck." He withdrew from her body, and landed
upright on his feet in one motion. "Don't move. Don't move one
Goddamn muscle from that spot."

He stood and pulled the used condom from his
body and went to the kitchen.

He was back in fifteen seconds with a wet
towel and a new condom.

This time, Amy watched in mounting anxiety
while he quickly cleaned himself and slipped on the new condom.
After two orgasms and a few moments to think, she was agonizingly
aware of how little they knew each other and how easy a conquest
she had made.

Immobilized by her insecurities, she tried
not to panic as he came down on his knees in front of her. Pushing
her legs apart, she realized he meant to take her again without any
preliminaries. Choking back her shock, she tried to slow him down.
"W-wait-I-"

Her voice became clogged in her throat as he
began to push himself in. She tried to scoot back, away from him.
"Jake, wait, stop."

He raised his head and snapped his eyes to
hers. "Don't ask me to stop. Tell me you're not asking me to
stop."

"N-no.-I, no." Through a black haze of
desire, Jake felt her panic. He immediately gauged her level of
fright. He paused as he tried to summon control.

"It's alright, sweetheart," he soothed. He
lifted his hand and touched her cheek. "We'll go real slow. Just
let me get it in. Everything will be alright if I can just get it
in you."

Something basic but indefinable swept through
Amy at his words. She wanted to yield to him. "Go slow."

"Yes, baby, I'll go slow." He brought the
large head of his penis back to her delicate opening. Sweat
gathered on his forehead as he tried to maintain control. She was
so tight, and he had wanted to fuck her for so long, he didn't know
if he could go slow. The one time before now hadn't cooled him
down, if anything it had stolen his ability to think straight. He
needed to use seductive words, but all his brain could muster was a
basic Anglo-Saxon word that he didn't think she wanted to hear just
now.

It came out of his mouth anyway in a growl.
"I want to fuck you." Wetness exploded from her softness where he
was trying to push in. He plunged all the way in with one smooth
stroke. He exploded with movement. One hand went under her butt and
lifted her up so he could get a deeper penetration. The other hand
moved to her breast and lifted it to his mouth. He clamped onto her
nipple and started sucking in time with his deep strokes.

Amy was seized by an excitement so intense
she thought she would combust. Her hips lifted to grind with his in
anticipation of an explosion she knew would leave her even more
under his spell.

When he reached down between them and pressed
on her clit, her body tensed and she splintered in pleasure so
intense she almost blacked out. He lifted his head from her chest
and latched onto her mouth and followed her over. He groaned into
her mouth and Amy felt it all the way to her soul.

Jake rolled away from Amy and made use of the
towel again. When he turned back to her, she was watching him with
a mournful look on her face. She looked distressed. He tugged her
back to him. "Yeah, I'm sorry. That wasn't slow, was it?"

Her eyes eluded his. "No." She moved to get
up.

"Where do you think you're going?" His voice
was smooth.

"I need to clean up some, please." She hoped
he wouldn't notice that her legs were shaking.

"So polite, sweetheart." He watched her
standing there, completely still. He sighed. "Okay. This way." He
picked up her hand and led her down a corridor to a hall bathroom.
He pushed the door all the way open. She moved to go inside. He
stopped her with a tug on her hand. She paused and looked up at his
face.

"Don't go in there and build up walls against
me. You wouldn't want me to have to knock them back down again,
would you?" His voice was low, meant to induce what, she didn't
know. But he wouldn't dictate to her. She wouldn't let him.

"Why would I need walls? You promised no
relationship, no commitment. We only slept together, right? No
walls needed." She paused. "Sweetheart."

****

Jake paced the living room as he waited for
Amy to come out of the bathroom. Her idea of 'cleaning up some'
differed from his. She hadn't been in there for more than five
seconds before he heard the distinct snap of the lock, and then the
shower came on. That had been forty minutes ago.

After two of the most incredible orgasms of
his life, Jake knew he should have been relaxed and in a supine
position on the couch, chilling. Not even close. He was more keyed
up now than he had been after he found her stalled on the side of
the interstate. And he knew why. She wasn't playing the part he had
assigned to her in his mind. At this point, she should have been
cooperative, ready to please him. Women always were, after sex with
him. He wasn't conceited, it was just a fact of life that women
liked what he had. Or what he did. Or the whole package. Whatever.
This is where the fawning usually came in. The part where they
tried to stay, and he tried to get rid of them.

Forty-five minutes. How the hell much more
could she wash? The shower was still running. Was she actually
trying to wash away what they had done together? The sex? Fine. She
had some hang-ups, obviously. Maybe he'd just drive her home
tonight. Put the whole interlude behind him. He could deal with her
car situation tomorrow.

Amy scrunched her wet hair and looked in the
mirror. In the absence of a blow-dryer, her hair would dry in long,
loose curls. No big deal. Kayla always tried to get her to wear her
hair this way.

She hadn't planned on getting in the shower.
It just happened. She didn't actually feel the need to bathe, she
just didn't want to face Jake. She looked in the mirror and tried
to pinch some color into her pale cheeks. The bathroom was
obviously the spare one, and a bottle of shampoo in the shower
stall, a comb in a drawer and a bottle of unscented lotion could
only go so far.

There was nothing else she could do. She took
a deep breath and opened the door.

Jake turned from the window where he had been
staring into the dark night when he heard her open the bathroom
door and walk back into the living room. They stared at each other
in silence across the room.

Her voice was soft when she spoke. "I want to
go home." Amy watched a ferocious scowl come over his features. He
was about to deny her. "Please."

Jake continued to study her in silence. He
knew he should take her home, but the urge to keep her here was
strong. Maybe too strong. With her hair wet and no make-up on her
face, she looked utterly defenseless. And young. And still
gorgeous. Shit.

With his continued silence, Amy began
pleading her case. "I f-forgot to tell you that I have Triple A.
They could come pick up my car tomorrow. Y-you could drive me home.
Or I could call a cab." She trailed off into hopeful silence and
waited.

"Why do you want to leave so bad?" His deep
voice, his very sexy drawl with a slight southern accent washed
over her. It was hypnotic. She needed to get away.

"I'm not used to this. I d-don't do things
like this." Her hands twisted in front of her. "I'm uncomfortable
with this situation. Please."

Jake came to an abrupt decision. Pushing her
was not good. For her. Or for him. He crossed the room to her.
"Okay."

Amy was so relieved by that one word, that
she didn't immediately realize that he was crowding her again. It
only took a moment. He reached out and put his hands on the wall on
either side of her. He was crowding her personal space, but was
only touching her with his piercing eyes. "But there's going to be
a trade-off. You get your way this time, and I get my way next
time."







Chapter Four

Amy woke the next morning in her own home, in
her own bed. Surprisingly, she slept fairly well. She allowed
herself five minutes to remember the details of the evening before.
She only needed thirty seconds to come to a conclusion. She had
been systematically seduced by an expert! She had never been kissed
like that. Never had sex like that before. He knew all the right
buttons to push.

The drive to her house had been tense. Other
than giving him directions, only one word had been spoken. After he
pulled into her driveway, he put it in park and turned to her. He
pulled her to him unhesitatingly, and took her mouth with his. It
was a possessive, carnal kiss, and there was no way Amy could
misinterpret what it meant. He wasn't through with her. He lifted
his head and threaded his fingers through her hair. "Remember." It
was a command. But what exactly was he commanding? That she
remembered how good the sex was between them? Or was she supposed
to remember that he was demanding that things go his way the next
time? How the hell could she forget that? It had practically been a
threat. She hadn't wasted time pondering. She nodded her head and
fled into the house.

****

She spent the morning getting her car
repaired and papers graded. She purposely kept herself busy in an
effort not to think. Her heart rate would so easily go into
overdrive if she let it.

At ten o'clock that night, she was feeling
calmer. She had lived through the day, and had managed to function
quite well. Her weekend chores were done, and she had even managed
to eat a reasonable amount.

She was ready for bed and watching old
sitcoms when her doorbell pealed. She jumped and her heartbeat went
erratic. No way. No way would he be this arrogant. Her temper
flared. She marched over to the door and looked out the peephole.
Oh. My. God. He was. He was this arrogant. A tremor of excitement
lashed her spine. Fury and excitement. It was a combustible
combination.

Amy opened the door a couple of inches. "What
the hell do you think you're doing?" Her voice fairly vibrated
antagonism.

Jake stood with his arms crossed, leaning
against a porch column. Totally relaxed. "Coming to see you. What
else?"

"Well, go away. It's after ten. You're
crazy." She started to push the door closed. His booted foot slid
into the opening. She glanced down at it and then back at him.
"Jake."

"Amy."

God, he was handsome. He looked, moved and
acted like he was God's gift to women.

He moved to lean against the door jam. He
didn't seem to be in a hurry, just stood there, lounging. He saw
the expression on her face, and let out an ostentatious sigh. "Did
you really think that one time would be enough?"

Amy felt her stomach drop to her feet. Images
that she had been suppressing all day slammed into her brain. Her
breathing fractured and her arms started shaking. He pushed against
the door with his boot. She had no strength in her arms and the
door pushed her backwards. He slipped inside her house and in one
movement locked the door and leaned back against it. He crossed his
arms over his chest and stood there, watching her.

This time he was dressed in faded jeans and a
white tee-shirt. Again, the shoulder holster was strapped to his
side. Amy looked at it with fascination. What was wrong with her?
She hated guns. Why did she find his so sexy? Was she crazy? She
shook her head, trying to regain control.

Amy backed up a step and tried to summon
common sense. "You can't just--"

He cut her off. "Can't I?" His words were
nonchalant.

Amy glared. "I am not having sex with
you."

One dark, arrogant eyebrow lifted. "Aren't
you, babe?"

Amy seethed. "No."

Jake smiled. "Hell, yes, you are."

Amy trembled. "You can't make me--"

Jake interrupted her. "I don't have to make
you. We're going to play this little verbal game for awhile, and
then I'm going to make a real move on you, and you're going to
cream your panties and open up for me."

Amy stood in shock at his words. She already
felt herself wavering. Could he be right? Was she that easy? And
would one more time hurt anything, anyway?

She stiffened her spine and continued on.
"You can't treat me this way, Jake. You can't just come over here
at ten at night and expect me to do what you want. It's just not
right."

"This was your choice, Amy." His voice was
rough. "I could have been wining and dining you for ten weeks now.
You didn't want that. You pushed me away. You don't want any kind
of a relationship with me. Fine. I accept that. So we do it your
way. We screw each other, and then I go home. Very simple, babe."
He pushed off the door and started toward her.

Amy began to hyperventilate. She held up a
hand to ward him off. "Wait." God, they were back to this again.
Stalking and retreating. "This isn't right. We can't just scratch
an itch!" she yelled.

"Yeah, we can. Absolutely. Scratch this
Goddamn itch. Look, you're obviously not sleeping with anyone, and
I'm not sleeping with anyone right now." He reached out and put his
hands on her shoulders. Moved them up and encircled her neck.
Pressed slightly, then pressed harder. Watched her eyes widen and
her breath catch. "We'll be fuck buddies." He slid one hand to her
butt, the other reached down and lightly cupped a breast. "Have you
ever had a fuck buddy, sweetheart?"

Amy tried to answer, but was consumed by the
feel and scent of him. Her insides were turning to mush and her
thighs were quivering for him already. She managed to shake her
head in a negative motion.

"No?" He slid his thumb back and forth across
her nipple. "Well, the concept is simple. We fuck each other's
brains out." His hand clenched her butt. "No dating." He reached
down between them and unsnapped his jeans. "No dinners." He pushed
up her nightgown and pulled her panties to one side.

Amy's stomach clenched in anticipation. That
quickly, her body became his again.

Jake continued the soft seduction. "No
commitment." He put his finger in her slit and opened her up. "No
relationship." He made an adjustment to his jeans and maneuvered
his swollen penis to her soft, wet opening. He pressed her clit and
slowly started pushing into her. He stopped at about an inch and
reached down and lifted her chin so that her eyes tangled with his.
"Yeah, it's good between us, isn't babe? I can feel you creaming
for me. So soft and juicy."

He pushed in a bit and waited. Her eyes
closed. "No. That's not allowed. Open those pretty eyes for me."
Amy did. "That's good. You go to my head so fast babe. You want all
of it? I want to give you all of it." His voice was brutal.

"Y-yes, all of it." She strained against
him.

She hung there, panting, waiting for him to
push it all the way in. But he wasn't through instructing her yet.
"There's just one rule, babe. One little rule. I only fuck you, and
you only fuck me. Nobody else fucks you." He pushed it in another
inch and stopped. "Nobody. Else. Fucks. You." He punched out the
words as he pushed all the way in. When he was seated in her
completely, he stilled and demanded, "Understand?"

"Y-yes." Amy was completely mindless. Totally
in his control.

The moment she agreed, he pushed his tongue
in her mouth and started hammering at her. In seconds, they both
exploded in mutual delight.

****

Amy took a few calming breaths while she
adjusted her clothing. She couldn't deny the sex was incredible.
Like the sex you read about in books. Unbelievable. She watched him
pull off the soiled condom and was amazed. She never knew he put
one on, and certainly never thought about birth control. She needed
to get a grip. She cleared her throat. "You have your rule and I
have m-my rule, okay?"

He looked up from what he was doing. She was
nervous. He already knew her well enough to sense that. She had no
way of knowing that he would agree to about anything if she would
just continue to accommodate him. She was a fever in his blood that
hadn't even begun to cool off. He purposely blanked his expression
and raised his eyebrows.

"My daughter can't know about you." The words
were firm and allowed for no compromise.

He was irritated to feel a stab of relief.
"No problem. I work the six to two shift. I have weekends off. How
often does she go to Dallas?"

"Once a month. I have to pick her up at six
tomorrow night." Amy succeeded in keeping her voice monotone. This
was sleazy enough without him knowing she was still breathless.

Jake thought the timetable through. This was
bullshit. They weren't damn teenagers sneaking around. "You get off
from school at what three-thirty?" At the inclination of her head,
he continued, his voice getting sharper. "And then Kayla gets home
from high school. When the hell are we supposed to make this work?
I'm not going a Goddamn month before seeing you again."

Amy paused and considered what she would be
inviting with her next statement. She couldn't make up her mind, so
she just dove right in. "She has band practice until five-thirty
every day. She catches the late bus home from school. It drops her
off at six."

Satisfaction clawed through Jake. This was
going to work. Visions of afternoons spent in her bed pummeled his
brain. Erotic images of the way she looked with her legs spread
wide and his mouth between them inundated his senses.

He whipped out his cell phone and asked for
her number. After keying it in, he asked, "Your phone is private? I
don't have to worry about her picking it up and reading a
text?"

"I'll take care of it. I've already been
guarding it pretty well because Renee can be quite risqué. Don't
worry. We can text back and forth to make plans." Amy couldn't
believe this was happening. Exactly like her dreams!

Jake stared at her. Jesus Christ! How
innocent could she be? Had she ever even heard the term 'sexting?'
"Okay, I'll send you a text later so you'll have my number." He
paused and his eyes penetrated hers. "This is going to be good,
sweetheart." He kissed her on the lips and turned and left.

Amy locked the door and stood standing in the
front hall in a trance. She lifted her fingers to her lips and
touched them where he had left that final, gentle kiss. And it had
been gentle. Nothing like any of the other kisses had been. Those
had all been rough. Possessive. Sexual. This kiss was soothing,
warm, and tender. So tender. Did he realize how he had kissed
her?

Her cell phone beeped and she went to pick it
up. She looked at the screen and read, "1-800-bud-fuck."

Gentle? Hell no, he was despicable!







Chapter Five

Amy didn't hear from him the rest of the
weekend. She refused to waste so much as a second thinking about
someone who was by his own definition just her 'fuck buddy.'

She spent Sunday shopping and browsing. When
she found herself in the lingerie department, she figured she might
as well go for it. There was really no reason not to have him
salivating. She splurged and bought seven new sets of bras and
panties. Every color of the rainbow. Lots of silk and lace. Since
she had no idea how often she would see him, she figured she needed
a system of rotating her pretty new things.

After picking Kayla up at the airport, they
stopped for salads at a local restaurant. Her daughter seemed more
subdued than usual, and she asked her if anything was wrong.

"Mom, I really don't know how to tell you
this, so I'm just going to say it. I think Dad's getting married."
Her young face was grim.

Amy was surprised when she felt nothing.
Nothing but a twinge that her daughter seemed unhappy. "And is that
bad, sweetie? You've had your father to yourself for a long time.
This will be different for you, won't it?"

Kayla's head jerked up from the meal she was
picking at. "You mean that you don't care? You don't mind that he's
got a serious girlfriend and might marry her?"

Amy thought about it. "No, I don't mind. You
know that I don't hate your Dad, Kayla. I don't mind him finding
happiness. But, I don't want you upset by it."

"I'm not upset. I like Meagan. She's cool.
And she makes Dad happy. I don't want him to be alone. I worry
about him when he's all by himself in Dallas."

"That's sweet, baby. Everything's okay, then.
And I don't want you to feel guilty that you like Meagan. You're my
daughter, but you've got enough love for everyone. I'm okay with
it." Amy was glad that what she was saying was true. It certainly
made things easier.

"Great, Mom. Now all we have to do is find a
guy for you!" Her daughter's young voice was excited.

Amy tried not to react. "Maybe. Someday."

****

When Amy pulled her car into her driveway
after school on Monday, there was a big, black pickup truck sitting
in front of her house. Trepidation and turbulence swirled through
her. She pushed her garage door opener and while she waited for the
door to lift up, she saw Jake get out of his truck. She flicked her
eyes forward and started to pull into the garage. She wanted to
hurry and get to the front door so her nosy neighbors wouldn't see
him.

She pushed the button again to close the door
and at the same time stepped out of her car. She had maybe thirty
seconds of light before the fluorescent bulbs were shut off by the
automatic timer. She reached the door that connected to her kitchen
just as the light went out.

Hard, strong hands gripped her from behind.
She choked off a scream as she realized that Jake had slipped in
the garage behind her. Strong arms caged her against the door.

Jake felt her collapse against him and he put
his mouth on her neck. "Shh, shh. You know it's me." He bit softly
as he crossed his arms around her and palmed a breast in each hand.
God, she went to his head so fast. He remembered seeing her in this
long purple skirt and flat black shoes before. It turned him on
then, and it was turning him on now. Damn, he really needed to get
it with this little teacher. It had taken every bit of control he
had not to come back to her house Sunday morning. The damn wanting
was getting worse.

Amy felt him inundating her and thought she
might drown in delirium. This was as close as it could possibly get
to her fantasies. She was getting to live her fantasy. It was
amazing. She opened her eyes to almost complete blackness. There
were only bits of light coming in from outside, and they were
facing away from it. She reached out for doorknob.

"No." His order was low, but irrefutable. She
went limp in his arms. Her head fell back against his chest.
"That's right." He moved one hand down to her stomach and caressed
her there. "Unzip your skirt, Amy."

Amy snuggled back into his arms and rubbed
her backside against him, trying to get closer. God, he smelled so
good. Excitement screamed through her. She moved her hands back and
slid them over his steel thighs.

"Did you hear me? Unzip your skirt." His
voice was rough.

Amy struggled to control her racing emotions
and let his voice penetrate the buzz in her head. She reached down
with shaking fingers and unzipped her skirt.

"Good. Now step out of it." Jake steadied her
as she swayed. She pushed the skirt down her hips and stepped out
of it. He moved his hand to her crotch. Liquid heat warmed his
hand. He slid one finger under her panties and began running it up
and down her slit. She gasped. "Now turn around." He didn't wait
for her to turn. He swirled her around until she was facing
him.

"Good girl." He praised her like she had
managed a great feat. "Now undo my fly." His hands moved to cup her
buttocks. Amy fumbled with his fly. She couldn't find the strength.
He grunted and moved his hands back between them until he had freed
himself. "There's a condom in my front left pocket." Amy dug her
hand in the wrong pocket. "Try the other pocket." She felt his hand
sliding up and down the cleft of her buttocks and moaned. She
finally managed to get the condom out. She held it in one hand
while she reached down with the other and wrapped her fingers
around his throbbing erection.

He groaned and grabbed the back of her head
by the hair. "Now put it on me." His words were slurred. Amy ripped
the square package with her teeth and one hand. She put the condom
to the head of his penis and tried to roll it. It wouldn't go. "It
won't go on." She was too excited to be embarrassed.

Through a black haze of passion, Jake felt a
jab of tenderness somewhere in the region of where his heart should
be. "Turn it over, sweetheart." She did, and it rolled right on. He
swung her around until she was facing the hood of her car. "Bend
over." His voice was guttural.

He wrapped his arm around her waist and
lifted her butt in the air. Her arms fell forward and her hands
landed on the hood of her car. She hung there in anticipation while
he spread her legs out to his satisfaction. He lowered her feet
back to the floor, now as wide as they would go. He slipped one
large finger inside her and moved the other hand around to shove
under her blouse and bra. He pinched her nipple. She rained juice
all over his finger and hand. "Ahh, yeah, babe. That's it. You want
to come like this, or you want it in you?" He could barely manage a
coherent thought, much less speak in full sentences. She was so
soft and fine in his arms. He moved his penis to the cleft of her
ass and started rubbing it up and down.

She panted in his arms. She was so close. It
didn't matter. Either way, she was fixing to come.

"I want it in you." He removed his finger and
plunged into her from behind. He slammed against her three times
and she screamed as her eyes glazed over and she crested the sun.
He gripped her harder and followed her over the precipice.

They stayed in that position for a few
minutes while they came back down to earth. Then he picked her up
and carried her into the house. "The bathroom?" She pointed down
the hall and he moved in that direction. He sat her on the closed
toilet lid and moved to the vanity. He found a washcloth in a
basket and ran warm water over it. He turned and handed it to her.
Her eyes looked wounded. He grabbed a cloth for himself and quickly
cleaned up. When he turned back to her, she pointed to the door and
said, "I have to pee."

His mind went to the carnal position he had
just had her in just five minutes before. He thought about arguing,
but there was no reason. He turned and closed the door behind him,
giving her the space and privacy she needed.







Chapter Six

Tuesday, Jake sat in his truck while he
waited for her to show up. She was at least thirty minute late, by
his estimation. He thought about texting her, but figured she was
driving and wouldn't look at it anyway. It was getting close to
four-thirty. Jake watched her driveway while the blood began a slow
boil in his veins. The impatience he felt for her was a burn in his
gut. He was already calculating how fast he could get her in the
house and how soon he could reasonably sink into her. His erection
was already pressing against his jeans.

Finally, she pulled in. She glanced his way
and saw him slam out of the truck. He followed her through to the
garage. He opened her door for her and held out his hand. She
hesitated only momentarily before putting her hand in his. He
brought her to her feet next to him. "Where the hell have you
been?" His words were low and controlled.

Amy turned and retrieved a stack of manila
folders from her car. She put them in his arms. "I have after
school duty every Tuesday. Geez, Jake." She rolled her eyes at him.
"Impatient, much?" She shouldered past him and went in the house,
feeling him hot on her heels.

He dropped the files on the counter and
turned to reach for her. "Yeah, I'm impatient. And you will be too
when I tell you what's about to happen." He watched her eyes widen
and felt a fine tremor in her body. Yeah, he liked this. He reached
out and touched her collarbone with the tip of one finger.

"W-what's going to happen?" Her heart skipped
a beat.

He pulled her hand up between their bodies
and laced his fingers with hers. His words were slow and deep.
"Just a little something we're going to call 'Ladies Choice.' Her
hand gripped his tighter as she reached up to pull his mouth down
to hers.

Wednesday, Amy received a text from him that
read, 'Situation here. Catch up later.'

Panic exploded through her. He was in danger!
Her breath was coming in ragged gulps as flashes of lights, sirens
and ambulances flashed through her head in an imagery that was both
painful in its intensity and upsetting to her state of mind.

She knew she couldn't handle this. No way.
She couldn't keep this up. The worry and anxiety would kill
her.

She attempted to put it out of her mind until
Kayla got home to take her attention away from the many
possibilities. She made them a light meal and they shared it before
her daughter went off to her room to do her homework.

It was just past seven when the worry came
back in full force. She couldn't stop thinking about it. She
couldn't stop the worry. What would it hurt if she texted him? She
grabbed her phone. 'u ok?' That was simple enough. If he didn't
like it, oh well. She didn't want this damn thing between them
anyway.

Her phone vibrated. Well, thank God he could
at least answer her text. Relief poured through her. 'Sure. What's
up?' Anger simmered through her veins. This was his fault. This was
his fault that she was a mess. She didn't need this in her life.
She felt like punching him. Now she was left having to compose a
text that wouldn't make her seem like a bunny boiler. Crap.

Keep it simple, Amy. She knew she only had a
minute to think it through, or he would know she was having
difficulties replying. Damn. She wasn't good at this game. She
started keying. 'Nothing. All's good.' She pressed send and grabbed
her purse.

She tapped on her daughter's door. "Kayla, I
have to run to Wal-Mart. Do you need anything?"

****

Amy pulled up outside of Jake's house and saw
that the lights were on. She really didn't have any time to waste
before she had to get back home. She flung off her seatbelt and
opened the car door.

What happened next wasn't how she played it
out in her brain. He opened the door and took one look at her
standing there and grabbed her and pulled her inside. His mouth
swooped down on hers and she felt his tongue thrust deep. He
devoured her with his mouth and Amy felt her knees start to give
out on her. No! This wasn't the way this was supposed to go.

"How'd you get away?" His slurred words
barely penetrated her brain as he moved his mouth to her neck and
started biting and sucking. His hands were pushing her tee-shirt up
and over her head.

She saw what they were doing, as if from a
distance. The intensity of need and the dark swirl of desire
consumed them both. My God, they were having an affair! Everything
was all true, just as he described it. They were fuck buddies, they
weren't dating, they were secretly sleeping with each other, and
they were doing it every chance they got.

Amy tried to clear the fog from her brain. He
was so not good for her. She had to keep remembering that. She
stepped away from him. Since he wasn't expecting the move, her
escape from his arms was easily accomplished. She pulled her shirt
back into position. "I said that I had to run to Wal-Mart. Jake,
listen to me. I can't keep doing this. You got what you wanted, and
we both had a good time, but this has to end. "

He stood in stone silence during her recital.
A loud buzzing noise was pulsing through his veins in time with his
blackening mood. "Why?" The single word was barked in her
direction.

Amy didn't even think about prevaricating.
"When you sent me that text today, I started to worry. I thought
about ambulances, and shoot-outs, and bank robberies. I thought you
might be hurt. I can't do this. Please. You know why." Her voice
dwindled off.

She cared for him. Jake was shocked to feel a
stabbing rush of elation hit him. She got scared because she cared
for him. He wanted to savor the pleasure of that. But first he had
to avert disaster.

He gentled his voice. "Babe, it was just a
pension meeting. It was unplanned and the department guy was in
Baton Rouge. I promise, nothing bad, sweetheart. No reason to
panic." He wanted to move toward her, but she was holding herself
so still and quiet.

She let out a shaky breath. "But you called
it a 'situation.'

Jake cursed silently in his head. God, he was
a stupid shit. Amateur mistake, Fontenot. "Yeah, I did. I should
have called it a meeting. I wasn't thinking. My bad. My fault,
babe. I shouldn't have done that to you." His words were gentle and
he waited for her reaction.

She didn't make one. She just stood there,
her eyes mournful as she stared at him.

He tried again. "I'm sorry, sweetheart. I
won't worry you again. I promise." He opened his arms and took a
step toward her. She hesitated, then slowly walked into them. Jake
buried his face in her hair and felt a huge knot of relief loosen
inside him. He hugged her to him and savored her sweet scent.

Amy mumbled into his shirt, "I have to get
back to Kayla. I also have to make an unnecessary trip to
Wal-Mart." She tried to break free of his hold.

He lifted her chin and asked, "We okay?"

She whispered "Yes," and moved toward the
door.







Chapter Seven

The rest of the month flew by. The weekdays
were spent in anticipation of the two stolen hours they had
together. Almost every day. Almost every day they saw each other.
Had sex together. Held each other. Weekends went quickly for Amy.
All the cleaning, washing, shopping, and parenting she could fit
into two days. Errands that needed running, and cooking ahead for
the week was accomplished.

Weekends for Jake were sheer unmitigated
torture. Too much time on his hands, too much fast food, not enough
Amy. Not any Amy, goddammit.

He took to accepting extra jobs. Cops were
always needed for private security detail. He didn't need the
money, but he needed something to occupy his time.

He was standing outside the local cinema one
Friday night when he saw the teenager. Dressed like the other three
young girls she was with, he didn't know what it was about her that
caught his attention. Until he started looking more closely.
Probably a little over five feet tall, she had the look of Amy
about her. Same long, dark hair, same slender build, same facial
features. Could this then be the Kayla that was protected so
fiercely by her mother? He couldn't see a reason not to find
out.

The four girls bought their tickets and
started toward the door. He was close enough to speak to them, but
far enough away that it wasn't necessary. "Girls." He tipped his
head. All four stopped and gawked.

One in the group, the bravest, spoke up. "Hi,
Officer."

All the girls were looking at him. The one
that he thought was probably Kayla was standing closest to him, at
the end of the group. "You look really familiar to me. Does your
mom happen to be Ms. Sanford, from the elementary?"

The girl brightened. "Yep. That's my mom.
Wow. Do you think we look that much alike?"

He laughed. "You bet. You're going to be just
as pretty as she is."

Kayla giggled. "Thanks! How do you know my
mom?"

"I'm a D.A.R.E. officer at the school.
I taught in her classroom." He could see her eyes light up. A
devilish gleam came over her face. He could see the calculation in
her face.

"Oh cool. And you think she's pretty, huh?
She is pretty. She's not married, you know. Are you married? How
old are you? Are you going to be at the school next semester? Why
don't you ask my mom out? She's thirty-seven. She needs a
boyfriend. My Granddad is a sheriff. My Dad lives in Dallas. I'm
going to see him next weekend. You could ask her out then. Do you
want her number? Are you married?" She paused to breathe.

Jake was in shock. What the hell had he done?
Amy was going to kill him. Crap. He had expected the child to say
'yes' and that would be that. He didn't even know anyone could
string that many words together at once. Now what was he going to
do? He had to answer her. "Um, no. I'm not married." He needed an
excuse. He had to honor Amy's wishes. "I'm not married, but I have
a very serious girlfriend. So, I'm sorry, as pretty as I think your
mom is, I can't ask her out right now."

The girl looked defeated. But then she perked
up. "Oh, well, that's okay. Coach Guidry, from my high school keeps
calling her, and she'll give in pretty soon and go out with him.
Nice to meet you, Officer."

The girls spotted a group of young teenage
boys and started to push through the turnstile.

"Have a nice evening, ladies. And please stay
off the back row. That's no place for young ladies to be." The
girls giggled again and went through the door.

****

Monday afternoon, Jake walked into Amy's
house after a long, hellish weekend. He wasn't in a good mood. She
was the cause.

She stood glaring at him with her hands on
her hips. "What did you do, Jake? Why did you do it?" She wasn't
furious, but she was definitely put out.

He knew immediately what she was referring
to. How could he not? With a kid that had so much to say?

He looked her up and down. "Hell. I didn't
expect her to talk so much. I didn't know she would want my life
story and try to set us up. I was just curious to know if that was
her. The pictures on your desk at work are of a little girl and I
never paid any attention to them. Crap, she's a talker." That
explained, he pushed off the door. Enough standing around. He
hadn't breathed her scent since Friday. Too goddamn long.

Amy let him wrap his arms around her. "All
right, then. No harm done. But, please, Jake, don't break my rule.
I don't know how I would explain this to her."

Jake pushed against her. "Your rule. What
about my rule? Who the fuck is Coach Guidry and why the hell does
he have your number?"

Amy was startled. She needed to teach Kayla
some discretion. "He's the soccer coach at the high school and he's
Kayla's social studies teacher. We met at convocation and then
again at the first parent-teacher conference. It's nothing. It's no
big deal."

Jake growled. "Stay the fuck away from him
Amy. Don't take his goddamn calls anymore. He just wants to get in
your pants, I can promise you that. He's a no good son of a bitch
to be hitting on one of his student's mothers." His fingers bit
into her hips.

Amy was shocked at the vitriol spilling from
him. And sort of thrilled. She placed her hands on his chest and
rubbed in a soothing motion. "I'm not interested in him, Jake." She
reached up and whispered a kiss onto his mouth. "It's just you.
There's nobody else." Her lips parted and she took his bottom lip
into her mouth. "Do you want me to show you?" She looked up through
her lashed into his eyes.

He was looking at her with possessive force
in his gaze.

She slid her hands between them to his fly.
She rubbed him through the stiff material. Licked his bottom lip
again. She started on his zipper and quickly released his straining
erection. She wrapped her hand around him. He hissed in oxygen at
her touch. She sank to her knees in front of him and set out to
prove that he was the only one.







Chapter Eight

After Amy dropped Kayla off at the airport on
Friday night, she drove straight to Jake's house. It was a month
ago today that they had started their affair. She parked in his
driveway, next to his truck. He opened the backdoor before she
could even knock.

"Hey, babe." Jake pulled her inside and
kissed her quickly on the lips. He took her bags from her and
dropped them on the table. "Got everything you need?" He walked
around to the stove and stirred something that simmered there.

"Yes. I think so." Amy wasn't sure about
this. He had planned for her to stay the weekend. They hadn't even
spent a night together yet. Sometimes she had the sense that he
would swallow her whole if she let him.

"Are you hungry? I haven't eaten yet. Make
yourself at home, babe." He opened the refrigerator and started
rummaging around inside. He pulled out stuff for a salad and a loaf
of French bread.

Now she knew what to do. She was nothing if
she wasn't a good cook. "Where's a bowl?" He pointed up and she
opened the cabinet and took out what she needed. For two people who
had never even shared a meal before, they worked in companionable
silence.

Soon, they were sitting together with the
remains of the spaghetti dinner between them. A bottle of red wine
sat between them, almost empty. She swirled her glass around and
enjoyed the soft warmth flowing through her veins. She softly
smiled at him. "You're a good cook. Where'd you learn?"

Jake leaned over and kissed her softly. He
lifted his lips. "Well, a man's got to eat, sweetheart." He topped
up her wine. "I guess I've always known the basics. Mom taught the
girls and made me watch most of the time. I used to get mad when
she made me come inside, but I guess that I actually learned
something. It's not Cordon Bleu, but I probably won't ever
starve."

He stood up and picked up their plates. "Come
here, and I'll show you something else she taught me." Amy picked
up the utensils and followed him over to the counter. She watched
him open the dishwasher. He slipped the two plates in. She slipped
in the utensils and then he closed the door. "Dishes are done."

Amy looked around in surprise and laughed.
"They sure are. That's amazing."

"Yeah, her first rule was that you clean up
while you are cooking. It works every time." He grabbed the wine
and glasses and strolled through to the living room.

She teased him as she followed him in. "I
would love to meet the Goddess of domestic tranquility that taught
you all these wonderful things." She curled up beside him.

"Anytime, sweetheart. My mother would love
you. In fact, we can reserve tickets for next month." He paused and
waited for the argument that would come. He wasn't wrong.

"Jake. I was teasing. You know I can't meet
your parents. That would be--that would be--"

Jake frowned. "That would be too much like a
relationship. You don't want that."

"You don't want it either, you know you
don't--"

"Like hell I don't. Why wouldn't I? I'm too
old to keep sneaking around. I've got nothing to hide. I'm not
cheating on anybody. I'm not hurting anybody. You're the one that
has a problem with me. Too damn bad I'm not a soccer coach." His
voice was sharp.

"Jake, don't. Don't say that. We're just
having fun. You said so yourself. No relationship. No
commitment--"

"Bullshit. No commitment, my ass. We've had a
commitment since the second night together, and you damn well know
it. Do you think something bad will happen to me if you come out
and admit you're mine? Do you think you will jinx it or something?
Babe, what's going to happen is going to happen. If something
tragic did happen, do you think you would miss me more if your
friends knew we were together?"

Amy was stunned. The first time they had time
to really talk, and all this came out. "No, but Kayla--"

He grimaced. "Kayla's in high school. She
wants you to have a boyfriend. She doesn't seem to have a problem
with cops. She would handle it just fine." He set his wineglass
down and put his hands on her shoulders. "I want you. You're
already mine. Don't deny it. I want everyone to know. I want to be
able to go eat at restaurants. Go shopping together. Sleep together
in the same house. I want you to be able to tell that damn coach
why you won't go out with him."

Amy's eyes were suddenly swimming in tears.
She shook her head. "I knew this would happen." She reached out and
punched his shoulder, but it didn't have any strength behind it. "I
knew this would happen the minute you walked in my classroom, damn
you." She shuddered and a tear slid down her cheek.

Her tears hit Jake in the guts. He knew he
could force her on this, but couldn't stand to see her so sad. He
folded her in his arms. "Never mind. Just never mind, babe. Don't
worry about it. Don't think about it. Just stay with me this
weekend. We'll hide out here and no one will know." He tipped her
face to his. "Just you and me. Just promise me that you're mine.
Only mine."

Amy wiped her eyes. "I promise," she
whispered.

What followed was the most sensual journey
that they had ever taken. Jake removed their clothing one piece at
a time, as if in slow motion. Buttons were loosened, one by one.
Straps were removed, and snaps were unhooked. Feather soft kisses
rained her face, her neck and her throat.

There was no hurry. They lay together, side
by side, on his big couch. Soft touches of her skin, sips of her
lips. Her skin was like silk, and he felt her touch all the way to
his soul. Her body was his temple, and he worshipped it the only
way he knew how.

Amy felt the difference in his touch this
night, and was shattered by it. If she hadn't been falling in love
with him before, she was now. He was worshipping not just her body,
but her heart and soul, too.

When he entered her, it wasn't with a driving
force toward orgasm. It was slow and gentle, their eyes entwined
and their movements coordinated. "You're mine." His voice was
deep.

Amy moved her hand to his cheek. "Yes." Her
eyes were glazed with passion.

"You only sleep with me." He pushed in
harder. She gasped.

"Yes," she panted.

"You only come for me." He lifted one of her
legs and draped it over his arm. She was completely open to him and
had no control over the depth of his thrusts.

"Yes, Jake." She felt the wave building.

"Don't forget it, Amy. You're mine. Forever."
He tipped her up and slammed back inside. Amy splintered into a
thousand different pieces as she fell over the edge.

They made love twice more during the night.
Both times, he was gentle. It was like he had found a new way to
vanquish her. Amy had no armor against it.

She was quickly losing this battle.

****

They spent the rest of the weekend doing
inconsequential things. They drove to the coast and walked on the
beach. The wind was sharp, and he held her close beside him and
they strolled hand in hand. Then they had supper in a small town on
the way back. All day, he wanted contact with her. Demanded it from
her. He held her hand, or touched her shoulder, or put his arms
around her. Amy luxuriated in the freedom of the time spent with
him, and the new closeness they were sharing.

And they made love often. In the bed. In the
living room. In the shower.

On Sunday, Amy didn't want to go home, and it
was obvious that Jake didn't want her to leave. He became like the
proverbial lion with the thorn in his paw. He scowled constantly.
He snapped at her. He slammed doors. He became like a rabid dog
that turned on his master.

Finally, she had enough. "Do you just want me
to go now? I don't have to stay here until I go to the airport. I
can easily leave now."

It was the wrong thing to say. She watched a
look come over his face that almost scared her. The blood rose to
his cheeks and he actually bared his teeth. The shift in his
features was riveting. Amy was so intrigued she forgot to move. She
waited too long, and he was in front of her.

"Say that again." He reached out and clasped
a wrist in his hand.

"Jake, I--, I think you're behaving
b-badly--"

He cut her off. "Behaving badly. You think
I'm behaving badly." He reached down and took her other wrist.

Her stomach clenched. "Y-yes. You're acting
very spoiled." He pushed his body to hers. She felt his erection
between them. She backed up a step.

He followed her until he had her against the
wall. He raised her arms above her head and pinned them to the
wall. His body caged hers. "I'm spoiled and behaving badly."

"Y-yes, you are." She stared up at him.

"You want to see spoiled, babe?" He
transferred both of her wrists so that he was holding them with one
hand, then he put his other hand between them and opened his fly.
He adjusted his clothing and his bulging penis was pushing against
her. He looked down at her wide eyes. "Answer me."

Amy nodded her head in fascination. She could
feel the wetness between her thighs. He was so awesome when he was
out of control.

At her nod of confirmation, Jake reached
underneath her short skirt and ripped her panties off. He lifted
her tee-shirt up, and unclipped her bra. He carried her over to the
back of the couch, then flipped her over until her hands were
grasping the back of the sofa. He lifted her, spread her legs
completely and slammed into her from behind.

Amy sucked in her breath and saw stars. He
reached down between them and forcibly manipulated her clit. He
growled at her. "I want you to come. I want you to come for me. I
want you to come on my cock and know that you will never, ever have
another man inside you again. You're my woman. The sooner you
realize it, the better it will be for you." He pushed in and pulled
out. Over. And again. Short, stabbing strokes.

"Mine. Say it."

"Y-yes. Yours." Amy undulated in time with
his strokes. She was about to go over.

Jake gritted his teeth and strained for
control. He wanted her. Everything she had to give.

"My woman. My lover. My partner. You'll give
in to me sooner or later." He felt her internal muscles grab him
and milk him. She started screaming with her orgasm. "Yes, babe. I
want everything from you. Everything. Every--Ahhh" He groaned as
his own orgasm took over.







Chapter Nine

That night, after her daughter was asleep,
Amy picked up the phone and called her mother. It was one of those
times. One of those times that only her mother could help. Even
though Amy was a grown woman of thirty-seven, sometimes she just
needed her mother's voice.

This was one of those times.

Her mother picked up on the second ring, and
got straight to the point. "Amy? Are you okay? Is something wrong
baby?"

Amy felt the soothing sound of her mother's
voice flow through her. Even though Amy had lost her father at a
young age, she had been blessed with a wonderful mother. It had the
power to choke her up.

"I'm okay, mom. I-I just need to t-talk to
you. Can you talk right now?"

"Sure, baby. Robert's asleep." Amy suddenly
realized that her mother always referred to her husband as
'Robert.' Even after Amy had accepted him in her heart, and started
calling him 'Dad', Amy's mom never pushed him on her. She never
tried to force a relationship. She never said 'your father', it was
always, 'Robert.'

Her mother continued. "Are you sure you're
okay? You sound like you're crying."

Amy paused. "Yeah, I guess I have been. Mom,
I don't know what to do."

"Is something wrong with Kayla?" Her mom's
voice was alarmed.

"No. She's fine. There's nothing really
wrong. Stop worrying. I just need to talk to you. I have to tell
you something. Tell somebody. I need someone to talk to." Amy was
rambling.

"Okay, sweetie. Go on. I'm listening."

"I've met someone, Mom. And I think I'm
f-falling in love with him--"

Her mother gasped. "Oh baby! That's
good--"

"No, it's not good." She paused and took a
breath to continue.

"He doesn't love you?" At her mother's
question, Amy tensed and began to think about it for a minute.

"Crap. Yes, he probably does. It hasn't
gotten far enough to say those words, but thinking about it now, I
can see the signs. He's possessive and jealous and he's using words
like 'forever.'

Her mom chuckled softly. "Yes, that's how it
usually starts with a man. So what's the problem that has you so
concerned? Does he kick animals or is he mean to old people?"

Amy listened to her mom's gentle teasing.
"He's a cop, Mom." Amy's voice was flat.

Her mother understood instantly. "Oh, baby.
I'm so sorry. Oh, Amy, sweetie, bless your little heart."

Amy inhaled a ragged breath. This is what she
needed. Someone that would understand. "I don't know what to do.
Kayla doesn't even know about him."

"How long have you been seeing him?"

"A little over a month. It's intense. We've
been seeing each other on the down low and now he's pushing me for
a real relationship. He doesn't want to sneak around anymore and I
really can't blame him. I feel like I have to make a decision. And
I don't want to bury my head in the sand about the future. I don't
think that marriage would be out of the question sometime in the
future. I'm afraid he will want that. He takes things very
seriously. I don't think this is a game for him. I don't know what
to do."

"There's only one thing you can do, baby. You
have to decide if you want him in your life enough to conquer your
fears."

****

Monday she got a text from him. 'can't come.
Drug bust this a.m. loose ends to tie up. No worries. Bad guys in
jail already.'

Amy had twin feelings of loneliness for him,
and tenderness that he would try to ease her fears in a text
message. He was taking care not to upset her again.

Tuesday, she received another text. 'In court
all day. Tomorrow. Be ready.' She felt a profound sense of
disappointment and excitement for the day to come.

By Wednesday, Amy was wondering if it all the
subterfuge was worth it. She was already more than halfway in love
with him. She was also missing him so badly, she felt almost
light-headed with it.

His truck wasn't there when she pulled up.
Disappointment engulfed her. She went in the house and dropped her
books. With the hope that he would make it over today, she hurried
into her bedroom and had a quick wash. She changed out of her
clothes and into a tiny little blue babydoll dress. She slipped on
blue lace panties. She looked down at her newly painted hot pink
toes. It was warm in the house and she didn't need shoes.

At four-forty five, he pulled in front of her
house. She was opening her front door as she was finishing a
conversation with Kayla on the cell phone. She opened the door wide
and smiled at him. He stepped through and took her in his arms. She
stared up at him. God, she had missed him. She tried to concentrate
on her daughter. "Yes, that's fine, Kayla. Just don't forget to
bring the permission slip home tonight. I'll write you a check and
you can turn it in tomorrow. You'll still get to go to region." She
listened for a second. "Okay. Love you, baby. Bye."

She ended the call and wrapped her arms
around his neck and squeezed. "Hi." She smiled up at him.

He smiled back. Anticipation clenched her
nerves.

"Hi, yourself." He squeezed her back. Her
phone immediately rang again. She rolled her eyes and answered it
without looking at the display. She couldn't tear her eyes from his
face. "What'd you forget, baby?"

Jake watched as Amy's face lost animation.
She turned away from him and lowered her voice.

He blatantly followed her into the living
room and listened to her side of the conversation. He stood with
his booted feet apart and his hands at his sides.

"I'm sorry. I thought you were my daughter."
A pause. "Oh, uh-huh. That's great. Yes, she's a smart girl." A
hesitation. "I'm proud of her. Thanks for telling me." She turned
and stood watching him, watching her. "N-no. I can't. Thank you,
though." She listened. "I d-don't know. I'm so busy with the
semester closing." She lowered her eyes from Jake's. "Maybe some
other time."

Amy ended the call and looked back at Jake.
Fierce emotion was instantly covered behind hooded eyes. His hands
were fisted at his sides. They were clenched so hard, his knuckles
were white.

Amy felt a slither of nausea roll through her
stomach. "Was that the coach?" The words were so controlled and
softly spoken that they upset her more than his usual bark.

"Yes. He wanted to tell me that Kayla made a
perfect score on her six week research project." She tried to keep
the explanation simple and close to the whole truth.

"You think that's normal? For a high school
teacher to call a mom just to tell her a grade?" He was holding
himself so tightly he was afraid he would snap.

"N-no. Probably not." She softly shook her
head.

"Answer one question for me, sweetheart." Amy
had never seen him act like this before. It was not his usual
method of operation. "Did I just hear you tell a man that you might
go out with him?

Jake crossed his arms and waited for her
answer. It was slow in coming. "It was just to get him off the
phone. I didn't mean it. I don't want to go out with him." His
expression turned glacial.

He turned on his heel and strode to the
door.

"Jake, wait. I'm not going to go out with
him. You have to know that. Please don't go."

With his hand on the door, he turned toward
her and studied her a moment. "It's late, Amy. Kayla will be home
soon. I'll see you later."

He turned and left.

Amy let out a small sob. The worst part was
his control. He should have been out of control. He should have
been pushing her against the wall and ripping her panties off and
demanding her submission.

It terrified her that he didn't.







Chapter Ten

By Friday evening, Amy was getting desperate.
Her nerves were shot and her emotions were in a tangle. It didn't
help that Kayla was spending the night with a friend. She didn't
have anything to take her mind off of Jake.

She wanted to see him. Touch him. Hold him.
She wanted to be with him so badly she could taste it. Was he
waiting for her to make the first move? Maybe to apologize again?
She would.

She picked up her phone before she could
change her mind. What good did pride do a person at a time like
this anyway?

She keyed in, 'I'm sorry,' and pressed
send.

Five minutes later, he answered. 'Don't worry
about it' Don't worry about it! What did that mean? Did he even
care anymore? Had he ever cared?

'Do you forgive me?' Well, now her pride was
non-existent. But they said pride was a sin, and she certainly
didn't want to sin.

'Nothing to forgive.'

Amy's frustration level grew. 'Can I come
over?'

His answer was swift. 'For a booty call?'

Asshole. Men were such dicks. Why women ever
bothered, she sometimes didn't know. 'Would you say yes to
that?'

'I wouldn't turn it down.'

****

Amy pulled into his driveway twenty minutes
later. She had put her nightgown and toothbrush in her bag, just in
case. He was waiting for her by the back door.

"Where's Kayla?" He just stood there,
nonchalant, and didn't make a move for her.

"She's spending the night with a friend." Amy
walked in and he closed the door.

"Well, that makes it kind of convenient,
doesn't it?" His tone was sarcastic.

She took a deep breath. She had her work cut
out for her. "Listen, Jake--"

"No. You listen, Amy. I don't want to hear
anymore of your bullshit excuses. This is a booty call. We're fuck
buddies. Got it?" His arms crossed in front of him. The barriers
were firmly in place.

Amy swallowed. "Are we, Jake? Still fuck
buddies? Still just you and me, right?" She had to make sure that
stipulation was still in place.

"Yes, goddammit. Nobody else." Antagonism
radiated from him.

Amy hesitated a second and then dropped her
bag and started walking toward him. "Okay, then."

Jake watched her glide toward him. He tried
to stamp out the emotion that he shouldn't be feeling. Why the hell
did he have to feel shit all of a sudden? Almost forty fucking
years and nothing like this had ever happened to him before. But
the five days without her were taking a toll on him. He had gotten
used to having the sexual outlet so quickly. Damn. He really was
spoiled. But no matter how fucked up his emotions were, the sight
and scent of her had hardened him instantaneously.

He reached out, lifted her up and carried her
to the couch. He toppled them over until they were laying side by
side, facing each other. He wasted no time and fastened his mouth
to hers.

Amy felt her head swim as his tongue dove
deep into her mouth. She immediately adjusted her leg and lifted it
over his. She reached down to rub his erection through his jeans.
He groaned and moved his hand under her skirt, to the silk triangle
covering her.

They lay together and petted and kissed each
other. She unfastened his jeans and put her hand around him. His
hand slid her panties aside and sunk a finger deep into her. She
began rocking on his finger and jacking his penis at the same time.
Slowly. She let go of his mouth for a second and reached her hand
up to her tongue. She opened her eyes and stared into his as her
tongue swiped the palm of her hand.

She closed her eyes and put her mouth back on
his. Her hand moved back down to him.

Jake felt the small, wet hand enfold him and
thought he was going to die and go to heaven right then and there.
His breathing was ragged and the sound of her moans was addictive.
Her hips pumped faster. Jake tore his mouth free. "Shit. I'm about
to come, babe."

"Yes, yes, me, too. Come in my hand, Jake.
Come in my hand." It was all he heard as he jerked against her and
spilled his seed.

Amy felt him harden even more as the wet
stickiness rushed into her palm. It was all she needed to push her
over the edge. Her internal muscles grasped his finger and she
pushed against him as she held him tightly and screamed in
release.

They lay entwined until their breathing
became normal again. Both were lost in their own thoughts.

Jake couldn't believe he didn't have the
upper hand in this situation. It was ridiculous. He wanted all of
her, but seemed willing to settle for whatever small amount she
would give him. It pissed him off no small degree.

Amy was stunned at the passion they shared.
She had had sex for so many years with her husband, and it was
never like this. Never had they lost control from petting. She
never experienced the level of release that Jake gave her.

Jake released her from his hold and stood up
and walked to the kitchen. He returned in a moment with a wet
cloth.

He dropped it in her hand. Amy caught it and
looked up at him. The shutters were down again. What had she done?
What had she done with one unthinking sentence?

"Okay, hon. That was fun. I'll see you
Monday."

Hon? Since when did he call her 'hon?' He
called her babe, sweetheart, and Amy, and all with a level of
tenderness. Or raunchiness. The 'hon' was quite sarcastic. A
flyaway endearment. Something he might call a whore. Amy saw
red.

She stood up, wiped her hands off and
adjusted her clothing. She was through with begging him for
forgiveness. She tossed the rag back at him and almost lost it when
she saw the comical look on his face when faced with his own
mess.

"Whatever." She brushed passed him.

He grabbed her arm. "What the hell do you
mean by that?"

"What the hell do you mean by treating me
like a whore?"

"A whore?" He roared. "When did I do
that?"

"I quote. That was fun. I'll see you Monday."
She pulled on her arm. "How was that supposed to make me feel? Like
you respect and care for me?"

He dropped her arm and stepped away from her.
"Fuck. I do respect and care for you. Too goddamn much. What do you
expect from me Amy? How exactly do you want me to treat you? You
give me so much as a nod in the right direction, and I'll lay it
all out for you, sweetheart." He began to shout. "You already
know." He grabbed his hair with his hands. "Fuck it. You already
know. I love you. Goddamn it. I love you.

She stared at him as her heart melted around
her.

He continued his rant. "I fell for you. Bad.
I've got it bad for you, Amy. You've got to decide. This is going
to kill me. I can let you go. Probably. If I have to. But I can't
keep doing this. I can't keep sleeping with you. Having you, but
not having you. I'm not going to quit being a cop. Not anytime
soon, anyway. I love it. It's my life. You've got to make a
decision. You can either handle it, or you can't. You either want
in, or you want out. You either love me, or you don't."

He stopped talking and looked at her. Amy
stared back, her eyes swimming in tears. She walked toward him. She
put her hands on his chest and whispered, "I'm in."

Jake felt his heart slam against his ribcage.
"Don't mess with me, Amy. Just rip the goddamn bandage off with one
sharp pull."

Her hand moved up to his cheek. "I love you,
Jake. I'm crazy about you. I can handle it, I promise. I don't want
to lose you." She smiled weakly at him.

"You love me? Did you just say you love me?"
His voice was hoarse.

"Yes, I love you. I've probably loved you
from the beginning. I've been in denial a long time. God knows it
started out as lust, but I knew right away you were going to be
trouble. You've been right all along, I was running from you from
the very beginning." Her voice was soft, her eyes softer.

"Come here, babe." He took her by the hand
and pulled her down on the couch. He placed her on his lap, and her
head fell against his chest. He wrapped his arms around her so she
couldn't run.

"There's something you've got to understand.
Something you've got to agree to. I don't care where we live. My
house, your house, or a new house altogether. But we're going to
have to get married. I don't want short term. This is it.
Commitment time. Real commitment. I want to live with you. Every
day. I want you to sleep in my bed, every night. We can live
wherever you think we will have enough room for me, you, and Kayla.
Okay?"

"Yes." Her voice was soft.

"Yes, you'll marry me?" This was it. He held
his breath.

"Yes, I'll live with you every day, and sleep
with you every night. Yes, Jake, I'll marry you." She reached for
his mouth with hers.

Jake felt a surge of relief hit him. The
tension left his body. He opened his mouth for her and his tongue
tangled with hers. He put his hand to the back of her head and
lifted her for a deeper penetration. They shared kisses and
caresses and whispered words of lust and love.

When her breathing deepened, he lifted his
head and said, "You're going to tell that son of a bitch that
you're never going out with him."

She smiled into his eyes and said,
"Absolutely."
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