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Cassie Mercer used to measure her life in arrests and solved cases. Ever since the investigation into an episode of procedural misconduct, pressed by a prosecuting attorney with a grudge from a strained professional relationship, she measured it in check-ins.

Every Tuesday at 9 a.m., she sat across from Officer Danner in a narrow office with bland walls and a metal desk that looked bolted to the floor. Electronic monitoring wasn’t part of her case. But the restrictions were clear: no leaving the state without written approval, maintain employment, weekly reporting, random home visits.

“You understand the travel restriction hasn’t changed,” Danner said, tapping her file. “State lines are not suggestions.”

“I understand,” Cassie replied evenly.

She understood more than he realized. She understood how paperwork moved. How understaffed departments relied on routine. How discretion worked when officers were juggling too many cases and not enough time.

She also understood that Danner didn’t trust her.

Cassie had taken a plea deal on departmental violations she still insisted she hadn’t committed. Evidence misplacement and procedural misconduct are the kind of charges that ruin credibility without requiring prison. Probation was the compromise—her freedom preserved. Her law enforcement career, however, was over.

Then there was Kevin.

Kevin Halbrook had the steady hands and the soft-spoken focus of someone used to calibrating lab instruments. A chemist by trade, he owned a small lake house two states away—a quiet, private place tucked behind pine trees and gravel roads.

They had met at the gym months before, when she spotted his terrible form during his bench press. Over the ensuing months they had become friends, but there was a simmering underlying attraction both of them were initially hesitant to acknowledge.

“It’s just a weekend,” he told her one evening, sitting across from her at her kitchen table. “No cities. No crowds. Just water and air and you not staring at that file in your head.”

“I can’t leave the state without permission.” She reminded him

“You could ask.”

Cassie gave him a look. “That prick would deny it on principle.”

Kevin leaned back. “Then don’t give him the chance to say no.”

The silence that followed was calculated rather than reckless

Without an ankle monitor, Cassie wasn’t electronically tethered. But probation databases logged traffic stops, law enforcement contacts, and address verifications. If she crossed state lines and something happened—a random stop, an accident, even a license plate reader hit—Danner would know.

But if nothing happened?

There would be no automatic flag.

She considered the variables the way Kevin might evaluate a chemical reaction: conditions, catalysts, potential chain reactions. Leave after work Friday. Drive together in case of a plate scan. Avoid highways with automated readers. Return before Monday morning. Keep her phone active and connected to local towers near the border for plausible proximity.

Risk wasn’t new to her but living small was beginning to feel suffocating. 

“Three days,” she finally said.

Kevin didn’t grin. He just nodded, understanding what it cost her.



They left Friday at dusk.

Cassie rode with Kevin, keeping to secondary roads. No traffic stops. No incidents. By the time they crossed into the neighboring state, her pulse had steadied into something almost calm.

The lake house was quiet—wood siding weathered silver, a dock stretching into black water reflecting a scatter of stars. The air smelled clean.

Saturday morning they drank coffee on the porch wrapped in blankets. Saturday afternoon they walked along the shoreline, shoes in hand. No one knew her there. No one looked twice.

For a full day, she didn’t feel like a former officer under a cloud of suspicion. She felt normal again. Alive.

“Do you regret it?” Kevin asked softly that night as rain tapped against the roof.

“Not being a cop?” she asked.

“No. Coming here.”

She reflected on the question.

“I regret that it feels like a crime to live my life.”

He reached for her hand. “You’re not doing anything wrong, except what’s on paper.”

“That’s what I keep trying to tell myself,” she murmured.

But this felt different. This time she wasn’t breaking rules out of arrogance or impulse. She was reclaiming something.

“Thank you for this, Kevin. Seriously. I was about to... I don’t know what I was about to do.”

She turned to face him. The dim light from the kerosene lamp played across his features. The easy banter from the car was gone, replaced by a thick, palpable tension. This wasn’t just a friend helping a friend anymore. The offer of a “romantic respite” hung in the air between them, fully understood.

She let her eyes drink in the sight of him. "Kevin, you did this for me.......this place, a weekend of freedom.......just let me do this for you."

A handjob, a voice in her head rationalized, the former cop still trying to negotiate terms. That’s all this has to be. A great handjob, a weekend away. A fair trade.

Cassie stepped back, just half a pace, creating a sliver of charged space. Her fingers went to the button of his jeans. The metal was cool, the denim rough beneath her touch. She worked it open, the sound of the zipper releasing a deafening sound in the quiet. She could feel him watching her, feel the intensity of his focus like a physical weight. It was heady, this power. To have this man, this kind, brilliant man, utterly captivated by her movements.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his jeans and briefs together, pushing them down over his hips in one deliberate motion. He sprang free, and a sharp, gratified sigh escaped her lips. He was beautifully, fully erect, the hard length of him curving slightly upward against his stomach.

“I know,” she said softly. She walked to her satchel, the worn leather bag that held the remnants of her old life. Her fingers closed around cold, familiar metal. She turned, the pair of steel handcuffs gleaming dully in the lamplight.

Kevin’s eyes flicked to them, then back to her face. A slow, understanding smile touched his lips. Not a challenge, but an invitation. Yes.

“These were never used for this,” she murmured, stepping closer. The air crackled. “Trust me?” she asked.

“Yeah, I do,” he said, and the simplicity of it undid her. It was the foundation everything here was built on.

In the corner was a thick, load-bearing wooden pole, sturdy and smooth. An idea, dark and sweet, took root.

“Hands behind your back,” she said, her voice low. “Can’t grab. Can’t touch. Just... feel.”

She didn’t need to instruct him. He walked to the pole, turned his back to it, and placed his hands behind him, wrists together. The trust in the gesture made her heart clench. The ratcheting of the cuffs securing him to the wood was exhilarating. He was trapped, exposed, completely vulnerable to her will.

“Look at you,” she whispered, more to herself than to him. She wrapped her fingers around his base, her touch firm, possessive. His skin was velvet over steel, hot and alive. A tremor ran through him, a fine vibration she felt in her own bones.

She began to move her hand, a slow, exploratory stroke from root to tip. Her thumb brushed over the smooth, flared head, smearing a bead of moisture. The sheer, visceral reality of him chased away the last ghosts of her probation. Here, she was not a case number. She was a woman, with a man’s fate throbbing in her hand.

Kevin’s head fell back, a moan catching in his throat. 

She increased her pace slightly, establishing a rhythm. Her other hand came up to cup his sac, rolling the weight of him gently in her palm. He was leaking more now, and she used it, slicking her movements, the wet, intimate sound a counterpoint to the crackling fire.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, her voice low. “When you planned this... calculated risk?”

His eyes flew open, locking onto hers. “I wanted you. However I could have you.”

The honesty of it was struck her like lightning. She leaned forward, pressing a soft, open-mouthed kiss to his sternum. She felt his muscles jump beneath her lips. “You have me,” she whispered against his skin. “Right here. Right now.”

She shifted her grip, experimenting. Tighter here, a twist there, watching his face for every minute reaction. A flicker of his eyelids, a tightening of his jaw, the way his breath stuttered when she ran her thumb just so under the ridge. She was mapping him, learning the language of his pleasure. It was a silent, intense conversation, and she was gaining fluency.

Her own arousal was ignored but undeniable. The friction of her own jeans against her core was a sweet torment. She pressed her thighs together, seeking a fraction of relief, but it only heightened the sensation. She wanted to draw this out, to make this moment of control last forever, to imprint the feel of him on her memory.

Dropping to her knees the bearskin rug was soft and thick beneath her. From this angle, he looked even more imposing, yet still more vulnerable. 

“You don’t have to—” he started, his voice strained.

“I know,” she interrupted, her breath warm against him. She looked up the length of his body, meeting his gaze. “I want to. And in these circumstances, you're the one who doesn't have a choice.” The power dynamic had shifted, deepened. She was in command of this act, of his pleasure, and the sheer agency of it was more intoxicating than any touch.

She felt the jump of his pulse against her palm. A guttural groan escaped from his chest. His hips gave an involuntary little thrust, which he immediately stilled. “Sorry, I—”

“Don’t you dare apologize,” she said.

She set a slow, deliberate pace. A deep pull, then a retreat. She was building him, carefully, methodically, towards the edge. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the way his abdomen clenched. His praises were a ragged, breathless litany above her. “Cassie.....you have no idea how good that feels.”

She reveled in the control. In the ability to reduce this strong, composed man to a shuddering, pleading wreck. She hadn’t known she needed the validation. Her own need was a
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