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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jacob arrived at his hotel in Athens, Georgia. He was there to attend a conference for his school system. The noise from the chatter between customers and staff drifted through the foyer. A large sign at the desk stated the entire hotel had been fully booked long ago, and people left clearly disappointed as they hurried away in search of other accommodation, commenting as they went about how they should’ve booked months ago. Jacob sidled up to the counter and started to check in.

	As they confirmed his room reservation, the clerk quietly asked, “Mr. Easton, you’ve booked a room with two queen-size beds, and I see that you only have one set of luggage. Are you expecting anyone to join you?”

	Surprised by the question, Jacob answered, “No, when I called for a reservation, that was all you had open, but I took it anyway. Why?”

	“Sir, we have a police officer that needs a room. It seems he’s some sort of VIP. We even got phone calls from the Chief of Police and the Sheriff asking us to try and help him out. We’d make it well worth your while if you’d consider sharing your room with him. Currently there are four huge conferences happening this week, so everyone’s having difficulty finding a room.”

	The young man was very dramatic as he explained the situation.

	Jacob pretended a cough to cover up his amusement over the theatrics. He noticed people standing around him, looking to be waiting for his answer.

	Pausing for a second and looking the manager in the eye, Jacob took a deep breath, smiled, and said, “A VIP policeman? The idea of saving some money is piquing my curiosity, and I like the idea of helping out an officer of the law. I guess it can’t hurt to see what you mean. How much, and who?”

	The clerk showed Jacob the discount, fifty percent off the price of his room.

	Jacob’s smile lit his face up. “I like the how much. Now, who needs to be answered.”

	The clerk pointed his index finger to the parking lot.

	Jacob scanned the area where the clerk seemed to be indicating. A man came into Jacob’s vision. The guy stood outside by a black car. Jacob’s eyes widened as he saw a poorly dressed man in a wrinkled, dirty-looking, and ill-fitted suit. Jacob noticed that the man could not possibly button the jacket because his huge stomach was in the way. Jacob’s focus turned from that man to the clerk. “You’ve got to be kidding me. You expect me to share my room with him?” Jacob looked back directly at the disheveled-looking man.

	The clerked followed Jacob’s gaze and shook his head. “No, no, no, not Jabba the Hutt...him,” he said and pointed slightly farther to the left.

	Jacob spotted another man who stood a short distance from Mr. Jabba. His breath caught for a second, and he stared in disbelief. His shirt collar suddenly felt too tight. Jacob wiped his now sweaty palms on his pants. There stood a man dressed in a perfectly fitted police uniform who was just too beautiful to be real. At least six feet four inches tall and built like a god. He had gorgeous deep blue eyes. Curly short black hair, a strong jawline, dimpled cheeks, and a perfect nose made his masculine face look like a movie star’s. But it was when he smiled that Jacob lost his breath, a smile that just might have the ability to kill people. Jacob mouthed Wow. Even from this distance, Jacob could see his sparkling blue eyes dancing with anticipation and looking hopeful for a positive answer. A dreamy mood came over Jacob.

	“Well, what do you think?” the clerk asked, snapping him back to reality.

	Jacob glanced back at that handsome godlike man and mopped the sweat from his forehead as concern flowed through him. “Just look at him. I’m going to bet this won’t work at all. He’s the epitome of the straight redneck.” Jacob was sure he’d heard several disappointing aahs from people around him. Jacob paused for a moment. His attention was refocused on the police officer. He straightened up, checked his clothes, and ran his fingers through his hair to see if it was still in place. He returned to the fidgeting clerk. Finally, he said, “Well, maybe him, but I get to decide after meeting him.”

	The clerk fist pumped in the air and said, “Yes! I’ll get the manager and then have him retrieve the gentleman for you to meet him. The poor man’s desperate for a place to sleep. It seems every room in town’s booked.”

	Jacob squeaked out, “Okay.”

	The clerk informed the manager of the situation. The manager shook Jacob’s hand and then practically pranced out the door to escort the policeman to Jacob.

	Mumbling to himself, Jacob concluded, “If you put chiffon wings on that man, he’d fly.”

	The young clerk behind the check-in desk barked out a laugh, and only then did Jacob realize he’d said that out loud.

	The manager talked to the officer and pointed. The officer looked in the direction that the manager was pointing. He surfed through the crowd but stopped when his attention locked onto Jacob.

	Jacob mumbled to himself, “What the hell am I thinking? Am I really going to share my room with a stranger? Yep, I’m getting senile. I swear that would be the only explanation of what’s happening to me.” He suddenly realized he’d forgotten himself and mumbled that all out loud, and his face flushed

	Now looking his way, the clerk said, “Sir, are you okay? Can I get you anything?”

	Nearly begging, Jacob replied, “I could use a Diet Coke.” Suddenly there it appeared on a silver platter. Jacob smiled and thanked the clerk. Opening the soda and taking a swallow, he said, “I could get used to this special treatment.”

	Officer I’m-Too-Sexy-For-This-Uniform moved quickly through the doors focused entirely on Jacob as he walked straight up to him. The manager acted like a giggly twelve-year-old girl and followed right behind.

	Jacob’s disapproving look caught the manager’s attention, so he calmed himself.

	In an overly excited voice, the manager extended his palm toward Jacob and introduced them. “Dr. Jacob Easton, this is Lieutenant Daniel Winters. Dan, this is Jake. Jake, this is Dan.” He moved his open palm, flipping back and forth during the introductions.

	Whipping an icy glare at the manager, Jacob said, “My name is Jacob.” He took another sip of his drink. The manager stepped quietly back.

	Officer I-Am-Just-Too-Sexy’s smile broadened and his eyes sparkled, causing Jacob to nearly choke on his drink.

	His face flushed bright red for a moment, but then taking a deep breath, Jacob pulled himself together. Jacob retorted in his finest Forrest Gump imitation, “It’s my pleasure to meet you, Lieutenant Dan.”

	As the lieutenant stared deadpan straight into Jacob’s eyes, his smile broadened even more, and then the most beautiful, rich laughter rolled out of him. His laughter was contagious as it floated around the room, causing people around him to laugh, too.

	“I’ll be damned. It’s nice to meet you, too, Forrest,” Lieutenant Dan replied cheerfully.

	Jacob just about melted. He breathed out heavily, and his smile seemed to wobble. This lasted only a second.

	Dan reached out his hand and shook Jacob’s. “May I say, I’m going to be eternally grateful. If you hadn’t been so kind as to consider sharing your room with me, I would’ve had to share a bed with Jabba the Hutt out there.”

	A fine mist of Diet Coke came spewing out of Jacob’s mouth, and the manager caught most of it. Jacob apologized to the poor man over and over. Turning and facing Lieutenant Dan. “This is your fault, Lieutenant.”

	“Agreed.” Dan snapped to attention and saluted.

	Jacob smiled. “Okay, then, I guess we should get checked in.”

	Lieutenant Dan gave Jacob a smile that could make the strongest of men weak-kneed, and the two proceeded to finalize their check in.

	“This is my luggage,” Jacob said, informing the porter and pointing to his bags. He looked around. He turned to Lieutenant Dan, saw just one bag, and asked, “Is that all the luggage you have?”

	“Yeah, just this one bag,” Dan told him.

	Jacob laughed, as he had four bags in all.

	Jacob glanced back at Jabba as they started to follow the porter. He laughed to himself at the fact that everyone had called that man Jabba the Hut

	“Dude, you should stop laughing now. You saved me from having to put up with the Jabba by doing this, and I appreciate it more than I can tell you.” Dan smiled his wonderful, heart-melting smile.

	Jacob stared at this gorgeous man for a second and then shook it off. Clearing his throat, he said, “With that charming smile and your dancing dark blue eyes, you might just mesmerize everyone. So could you turn it all off, please? I don’t want them to start following us around.”

	Dan just playfully winked at Jacob.

	Arriving at their room, the porter opened the door. The pastel-painted and nicely furnished room opened to a huge sitting area. Canvasing the rest of the room, Jacob became alarmed to find only a king-size bed at the far end of the room.

	“Wait!” Jacob snapped, and the porter stopped in the middle of a heavy suitcase lift. Jacob continued, “This is the wrong room. Our room has two queen-size beds, so this isn’t it!”

	Lieutenant Dan nodded his head in agreement.

	The porter said, “I’m sorry, but they remodeled some of the rooms recently, and this must’ve been one of them. Let me get the manager.”

	After a few moments, the manager tapped on the open door, walked into the room, and flamboyantly announced, “Oh my, this room’s one that we redecorated. Either you can still share it for a larger discount, or the officer will have to go elsewhere.” His pleading gaze bounced from Jacob to Lieutenant Dan, continuing back and forth and back and forth as he anxiously waited for a response.

	Gently taking Jacob’s arm and moving him slightly aside, Dan looked directly into his eyes and spoke quietly, “Look, Jacob, I know this is a lot to ask, but I got to Athens at four-fifteen this morning. There’s nothing for miles around. The person that was supposed to make the reservations for me got the dates mixed up. I promise to be on my very best law enforcement behavior. I’ll pay for the entire room. Please consider it!”

	Dan again turned on his wonderful smile, but he added pleading puppy dog eyes. Finally, Jacob spoke. “Your very best behavior...you promise?”

	Dan lifted his right hand and vowed, “I swear it. I’ll be a total gentleman at all times. I won’t even fart in bed.”

	“That farting in bed stuff must be a total cop thing to say.” Jacob gave him the stink-eye look.

	Lieutenant Dan made big puppy dog eyes at Jacob. He then turned on that wonderful smile.

	Jacob caved. “Okay! However, you’d better keep your word, or you’re out on your rear end.”

	Jacob immediately busied himself, took his things out of his suitcases, hung things up and put away his folded clothes into the drawers, He placed his toiletries in the bathroom.

	Lieutenant Dan’s phone rang as soon as they closed the door to the room, and he answered it. He sounded like the man in charge. “Officer Mallory’s a professional sheriff’s deputy, and I’m sure he acted appropriately with the entire situation. No, that’s my only comment at this time.” He hung up. “Shit, that’s all I need with the sheriff on maternity leave and me here.”

	“What’s wrong?”

	“Just some difficulty back at the Sheriff’s Office. I need to see if this has hit the news yet.” He sat down and turned on the TV.

	“Aren’t you going to unpack your stuff?”

	“Nah, I’ll just leave it in the suitcase and take stuff out as I need it. Right now, I need to see how the news is reporting this situation,” Dan replied, but his focus never left the TV as he flipped through the channels.

	Teacher Jacob flashed to the surface. “You most certainly will unpack and hang stuff up, or it’ll be too wrinkled to wear anyplace. Your wife might not take it well if you appeared everywhere looking like you slept in your clothes!” With his hands on his hips and a glare that could stop traffic, Jacob made it clear what Dan needed to do.

	Quick as a wink, Dan popped off the bed, saluted, and began hanging up his shirts and pants and other stuff and then, standing like a scolded boy, said to Jacob, “May I just leave my socks, t-shirts, and underwear in my suitcase, Mom?” A warm, teasing smile broke across Dan’s face, making Jacob shake his head and chuckle. Dan cleared his throat. “And so, we’re clear on the subject. There’s no Mrs. Winters. other than my mama and sisters-in-law, in my life.” He winked playfully at Jacob.

	Dan’s playfulness made Jacob smile. “Dan, I’ll bet you’re like this all the time, not just with me, or you wouldn’t be so playful with a stranger.”

	Dan winked again at Jacob. “How about you? Is there a Mrs. Forrest Gump?” Dan asked.

	Pausing for a second, Jacob flat out told him, “Nope. I’m not into women because I’m gay. Do you have a problem with that?”

	“Same here.” With no emphasis or expression, Dan returned to watching the news.

	Jacob stood open-mouthed as he stared at Dan.

	His standing there gaping got Dan’s attention. He retorted, “What? School teachers cornered the market on gay? Got news for you, bud...we’re everywhere.” Lieutenant Dan’s killer smile brought the matter to a close. Then with twinkling eyes, he added, “Oh yeah? I’ll try and remember to keep my hands off you while we’re in bed.” Again, returning to the TV when he finished, Dan refocused on what was on the set.

	Jacob’s face reddened, and he shook his finger at Dan. “You promised to be on your best policeman behavior,” he said, raising his hand like Dan did when he swore earlier.

	“I’ll try and remember to do that, too,” Dan side-mouthed without taking his attention away from the TV.

	With hands on his hips, Jacob used his teacher’s voice. “You try anything, and I’ll slap the stupid right out of you.”

	Pausing the program, Dan put down the remote, stood to his full height, turned, and faced Jacob, whom he examined up and down.

	Jacob’s superior smirk faded.

	“What are you, like five foot-five, maybe one hundred ten pounds? What are you going to do? Take me out with your cuteness?” Suddenly, Dan’s hysterical laughter filled the air.

	Jacob looked around and then to the door. He hoped people hadn’t heard the peals of laughter in the hallway.

	Dan’s tears began rolling down his cheeks as his laughter filled the hotel room.

	“I’ll have you know I’m five-seven and a half and one hundred and thirty-two pounds, and I don’t appreciate your—God, I just turned into some naggy old woman.” Jacob had caught on that Dan was jerking his chain. He joined Dan’s contagious laughter. It subsided as quickly as it started.

	Dan straightened up, and he became serious. “Get cleaned up, Mr. Tough Man. I’m taking you out to dinner for letting me share this place with you. No arguing. Just do it.” Dan stated as he took on the I’m-in-charge attitude.

	“Yes, sir.” Jacob saluted and headed into the bathroom. As he entered, he was muttering, “Why the hell am I so damned nervous, and why am I swearing like this? I never do. Now, why am I talking to myself?”

	“I don’t know,” Dan said, clucking, “Why are you?”

	Still staring at Jacob, Dan kept a silly smirk on his face.

	Jacob’s expression immediately changed to shit-I-said-that–out-loud as he stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.

	Jacob brushed his teeth, changed his clothes, and combed his hair. He checked himself in the mirror from head to toe. “You’re looking pretty good,” he said to his reflection in the mirror. He smiled and opened the door.

	Stepping out of the bathroom, Jacob froze. Dan had changed into blue jeans and a plaid shirt, looking ready for his modeling photoshoot in a sports magazine.

	Dan mouthed wow. “Holy shit, Forrest, you clean up real good. You look totally hot. Remind me to talk to you about that ugly tie and sweater you had on earlier.”

	That certainly grabbed Jacob’s attention. He looked down at what he had on and glanced in the full-length mirror. “I look okay, don’t I?” The ogling look on Dan’s face made him smile.

	Changing the subject to the clothes Dan had just mentioned, Jacob said, “I love that bow tie I was wearing.”

	Straightening his folded-back shirt cuffs, Dan didn’t even look up at Jacob. “Makes you look nerdy and old.”

	Pausing for a moment and then in a serious tone, Jacob stated, “Now let’s set some guidelines so we’ve some clarity here. That way, we don’t cross over each other’s boundaries. Okay? First, you’re way too young
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