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She slipped into the open-toed heels and smoothed the tight dress down her hips, checking her reflection one last time before turning slightly so her husband could see. The fabric hugged her in a way that felt deliberate, almost defiant, and she adjusted the strap on her shoulder with careful precision. It wasn’t just about looking good—it was about feeling seen, feeling sharp, feeling like herself again in a way she rarely allowed.

He glanced up from his phone and raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you think you’re a little overdressed?” She smiled, slow and knowing, and gave him a quick wink as she reached for her purse. “No,” she said. She knew exactly how the other women would look at her, how their eyes would linger too long, how irritation would tighten their smiles. They hated how she looked in a dress like this. And she loved that they did. He shook his head and rolled his eyes, used to it, already resigned.

In the car, the anticipation settled in, coiling low in her stomach as she drove. She imagined the tight smiles, the whispered comments, the way conversations would pause just a beat too long when she walked into the room. She told herself it didn’t matter, that she didn’t care—but she did. There was a strange energy in knowing she would unsettle them before she even spoke a word.

When she arrived at the school, she parked, stepped out, and let the door shut behind her with a solid click. The heels echoed softly against the pavement as she walked toward the entrance, posture straight, pace unhurried. Inside, the familiar smell of polished floors and paper greeted her, and she crossed the threshold with practiced confidence, ready for the looks, the tension, and whatever the night decided to bring.

Tamara Slayton never blended in — not at Cream City High School, not anywhere, not in any world where sensible people preferred calm over chaos. She moved through life like a spark in a room full of dry paper, always seconds away from starting something unforgettable. When the other PTA moms filed into the first meeting of the year in their matching cardigans and politely conservative flats, Tammy arrived last and on purpose. Her black dress didn’t just cling — it announced itself, hugging every curve like it had been lacquered onto her body. Each click of her heels echoed with intention. Her earrings shimmered with every turn of her head. And that lipstick — a vicious red slash — dared anyone to label her inappropriate so she’d have the pleasure of proving them correct.

She didn’t bake cookies. She didn’t host craft nights or politely clap at fundraisers she had no intention of organizing. PTA meetings weren’t about school spirit for her; they were entertainment. A stage. A place where she could lean back in her chair, cross her legs just a little too slowly, and watch everyone shift uncomfortably in their seats. Tammy loved the way people tried not to look at her but inevitably did. She loved knowing exactly how much power she held in a room full of rule-followers.

But tonight felt different. The usual targets, the principal pretending not to sweat, the PTA chair rehearsing her politeness like a monologue, barely held her attention. Her gaze drifted, sharp and deliberate, until it landed on someone new. Someone leaning casually near the double doors, half in shadow, and acting like the chaos of this meeting didn’t touch him at all, and for the first time all evening, Tammy Slayton forgot to smirk.

Officer Cole Maddix, school resource officer, leaned against the wall near the exit.

He was tall, easily six feet three inches, with a chest that strained his uniform shirt and forearms that looked as if they had been carved out of marble. His sleeves were rolled up, exposing tan skin crisscrossed with veins that flexed every time he shifted his grip on the clipboard he carried. His buzz cut and stern expression made him seem the only person in the room who took this meeting seriously.

Tammy licked her lips, unable to stop her eyes from drifting back to the officer posted near the doors. He stood like a wall of calm authority, his uniform stretched across broad shoulders, his forearms corded with muscle as he shifted his clipboard. The faint glint of his watch caught the overhead light, and for a fleeting second, she imagined what it would feel like to trace the veins that ran so prominently down his arms. He wasn’t just handsome — he was composed, steady, the kind of man who made the air feel different when he entered a room. Something about that restraint only drew her in further. The PTA chair droned on about the marching band's budget allocations. Tammy barely heard a word. She watched the way Maddix scanned the crowd, his jaw tight, his stance steady.

A hulking cop with forearms like that? Yes, please.

From his post by the door, Officer Grant had noticed her long before she dared to stare. He told himself it was a coincidence at first — just another parent standing out in a crowd — but that lie didn’t last. It was the confidence in her walk that caught him, the way she moved as if she already knew the rules and had decided which were optional. He wasn’t supposed to notice things like that. He was on duty. Neutral. Professional. Still, his eyes tracked her without permission, cataloging the deliberate sway of her hips, the way her posture dared the room to react. Trouble, his instincts warned. The kind you didn’t chase unless you were ready for consequences.

Tammy felt his attention settle on her like a hand at her back. She didn’t turn right away — she let it simmer, savoring the awareness of being watched. When she finally looked, their eyes met cleanly, unmistakably. No awkward glance-away. No apology. Just a quiet moment of recognition. She saw the discipline in his stance, the restraint in his expression, and the flicker beneath it. That was what sealed it. When his mouth betrayed him with the faintest twitch of a smile, she knew she’d already won. Oh, she thought, you’re trying so hard.

Grant broke eye contact a second too late, heat creeping up his neck despite himself. He reset his posture, focused on the crowd, on the exits, on anything that wasn’t the woman now living rent-free in his peripheral vision. Then she winked. Slow. Intentional. Not subtle enough to be accidental. His jaw tightened as he forced his gaze forward, pulse ticking just a little faster than it should have. Don’t engage, he told himself. She’s bait. Another board mom wants to play with his emotions. 

Tammy smiled to herself. Gotcha.

The cafeteria began to empty, folding chairs shrieking as parents filtered out in clumps. Grant stayed at his post, scanning faces, maintaining order, pretending he wasn’t acutely aware of one woman taking her time near the back of the room. Tammy busied herself with her purse, thumb scrolling idly across her phone while her thoughts stayed locked on him. She waited until the last straggler disappeared through the doors, the noise finally settling into quiet. Then she looked up, met his eyes again — and this time, she didn’t just hold his gaze. She moved toward him.

And Grant knew, with a certainty that tightened his chest, that whatever happened next was not going to be routine.

“You’re staring awfully hard,” she said, her heels echoing in the now-quiet room.

Maddix’s voice was even, calm. “Just making sure everyone gets out safely, ma’am.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Mm-hm. But those eyes? They weren’t just safety checks.”

He exhaled slowly, the sound controlled but heavy, and crossed his arms over his chest as if bracing himself. The movement drew her attention immediately. His forearms flexed beneath the short sleeves of his uniform, veins shifting subtly under taut skin, strength revealed in a way that felt unintentional but deeply intimate. Tammy’s breath hitched despite herself, a quiet betrayal she couldn’t quite suppress. It wasn’t just the physicality—it was the restraint, the effort it clearly took for him to remain composed. She felt the shift inside her then, the awareness that this wasn’t just flirtation anymore. It was a reaction. And it was mutual. 

“You need to head on out, ma’am,” he said firmly.

Instead of obeying, she stepped closer. “What if I don’t?”

When Tammy finally leaned in, brushing a little too close as she handed him a sign-in sheet, she felt the thrill of testing his composure. She wanted to see if she could make the stoic officer crack, to stir something beneath that disciplined exterior. Flirting with him gave her a rush, the forbidden spark she craved
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