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“I’m all moved in,” Jackie said, into the speaker phone while putting away the last of her dishes.

“I know you’re glad,” said her best friend Rita. “Now, when am I invited over for dinner?”

“As soon as I buy groceries. As much as this house cost me, I’m a little short this month. So if you don’t mind having instant hot chocolate and peanut butter sandwiches, you can come over now.”

“Dayum, girl!”

Jackie laughed. “It’s not that bad. But I do want to settle in a couple of weeks before I start having guests anyway.”

“I hear ya.”

“I took my vacation time to buy the house and settle in. It will give me time to fix up the place, buy some things, maybe paint a few rooms. Oh, and the scenery here. It’s breathtaking. I have a lot of mature trees. One hangs over my roof. Keeps the house cool. And trust and believe it’s needed. It’s only Spring and it’s ninety. Not use to it.”

“Hmm, better be careful that tree doesn’t fall, like during a storm,” Rita cautioned her.

Jackie thought a moment. She looked up at the ceiling. “I have a tree person come and look at it.”

“Good idea. Okay lady, I’ll let you finish getting your pad together. Talk to you laters.”

She disconnected.

Jackie got the last of her empty boxes and put them in storage out in the back yard. She looked down at the grass that reached her ankles. Note to self; get a landscaper.

She went to the sidewalk in front of her house and looked at the tree she mentioned to Rita. It was hanging heavy over her roof. She could have it cut back a bit. She didn’t want to cut the tree completely down, maybe just some pruning.

Back in the house, Jackie went from room to room with her notepad, making a list of things she wanted or needed done. Paint here, a rug removed or added there. 

By the time she finished, it was late. She sat on her old couch and turned on the television. She watched the news and noticed it was different from her news back home in Minnesota. This was big city Los Angeles. The news was hipper, glossier and more like entertainment. Being in the Public Relations business, she had mix feelings about that; news was news and entertainment was just that.

After watching the first hour, she was ready for bed.

She didn’t realize how tired she was until she started taking a hot shower. Her muscles loosened up under the water, and suds slowly washed over her ample curves.

After she showered, she changed into her slinky sleeveless gown. It was a hot evening, and the less clothes she had on the better. She would have slept in the nude, but one never knows if there were an emergency and she needed to leap out of bed. Like an earthquake. L.A. was known for that. She could see it now.

An eight point five on the Richter scale and she runs out naked as a Jay bird.

Jackie fluffed her pillows and buried her face in them. She was pooped. Before she knew it, she was out....until....

Screeeech! Screeeech!

“What the hell!” Jackie popped straight up in bed. “Not again.”

Clank! Clank! Clank!

Jackie had been dealing with this noise since the second day she moved it. At first, she thought it was the house settling, but this time it sounded different....and closer.

Bap! Bap! Clank!

“Oh my God, someone is in my house!”

Jackie got out of bed and ran into the bathroom then back into the bedroom, trying to figure out what to do. She finally grabbed her LANline phone and called 911.

“Hello 911, what’s the emergency?”

“I think someone is in my house,” Jackie whispered into the phone.

“Okay, ma’am. Find the closest safest route and get out of the house now. I’ll send a unit to your residence.”

Thank you.

Clank! Screeeech! Clank!

Jackie looked at her bedroom window and decided to go for it.

She opened the window and quietly climbed out carefully. It was then she was glad she decided to buy this one-story ranch instead of the two-story craftsman.

Once she hit the ground, she ran to the sidewalk. Just then eight patrol cars pulled in. A cop came at her and grabbed her by the arm.

“You call for intruders?”

“Yes! I think they’re in the roof!”

“Stay here.” He gently pushed her to a squad car. He radioed the other officers. They all came out guns ready and slowly made their way to her house.

Jackie stood there shaking. It was then she realized she wasn’t shaking from fear, but from the air. Despite it being warm, she only had on her slinky silk gown, with the spaghetti straps, no undies. She forgot to grab the matching silk covering. But who thinks of those things when running out of the house?

Yep, good thing she decided not to sleep in the nude.

A lady cop and another young officer were standing by a car, radioing in to someone, when she approached them. “Excuse me, please.”

They both turned to her. “Yes, are you’re the one that called? May I get your name?” The lady officer asked.

“Yes, yes. “It’s Jackie Peterson. I heard this noise in the crawl space.” She continued to tell them the story, all the while looking around her as more cars pulled up.

“Okay, Miss Peterson, please go stand by one of the squad cars, our men are handling this.”

“Thank you.” Jackie looked back at the house and saw her place surrounded by no less than twelve officers, guns and rifles pointed.

What a way to settle into her new home.

She trotted over to one of the cars but stopped short when two more officers approached her.

“Hello ma’am. Are you the one that made the call?”

Jackie blinked at the sound of the deep voice and eyed the two cops. Both tall, built and panty soaking gorgeous.

“Uh...y...yes...yes I did. I heard someone crawling in the attic.”

“How long did you hear the noise?” The one cop asked, as he slowly came over to her other side. Now they were both flanking her.

Her heart sped up. “Umm...I was asleep, and it woke me up. I don’t know how long they were there.”

“You think there’s more than one intruder?” The other one asked. He was closer to her now, so close that the brim of his cap touched the side of her head.

“Y...I....don’t know, I mean, it sounded like more than one.” Jackie looked from one cop to the other. They both smiled at her, showing dimples to die for.

Good grief, are all cops this hot in Los Angeles?

“Did you hear any voices, you know, male or female?” asked the one cop, as he circled around her now. He was hard looking in a sexy animalistic way. The other cop had a bit of a softer look, but not much. Even in the dark with only the officer’s flashlights on, she could see his five o’clock shadow and piercing green eyes. He circled her too in the opposite direction.

Jackie felt like a guppy being circled by sharks. “I didn’t hear voices. Just a lot of noise and scuffling around.”

Both cops nodded. “Good you got out when you did. They’re doing a thorough search of the premises.” He rubbed her shoulder. Electricity shot through her shoulder and she pulled away slightly.

“I’m sorry. Would you like something for the cold?”  The cop took off his jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders. “There you go. By the way, I’m Officer Wallace Barnett, and this is my partner Officer Ian Kline. Come over here to the car.”

The other officer tipped his cap to her and smiled.

“Pleasure meeting you both. “Thanks for coming out so fast. I’m Jackie Peterson.”

“No problem Miss Peterson. And trust, the pleasure is all ours,” Officer Barrett said.
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Officer Wallace Barrett and Officer Ian Kline arrived at the home of the frantic 911 call. There were already eight squad cars there. They hoped they weren’t too late.

“What’s going on? Just an got a 10-14, “Barrett said, putting his hand on his Glock. It was instinctive.

“The occupant is out; got some guys in there already searching.”

“Holy shit!”

Barrett immediately turned to this partner. “What’s the matter?”

“Is that the caller?” Kline asked, not once acknowledging his partner.

Barrett looked in the direction his partner was facing.

Holy shit is right, and who the hell cared. What was coming towards them could only be described as deliciousness wrapped in satin and lace. 

“Yeah, that’s her,” said one of the other officers. “A Jackie...” He flipped through his notes.

“Never mind,” Barrett said, putting his hand on the officer’s wrist, letting him know he would take it from here.

He looked over at his partner and winked. “We got this,” Kline said, and walked over to the beauty who was now talking to yet another officer.

The closer they got to her, the more he noticed her agitation. He thought he would break the ice. “Hello ma’am. You made the call?”

“Yes, yes.” She trotted over to them, her curves moving like soft waves. Kline let out a groan, and Barrett punched him in the thigh. Come down, we got this. He thought to himself.

She finally stood in front of them both. Barrett made a quick assessment. From the bottom of her bare feet to the top of her head, they were nearly toe to toe, and he and Kline were six one.

“I understand, you think there is a prowler in your house.”

“Think? I know, he or they are in the attic,” she said, her sweet voice cracking a bit.

“Come over here to the car and sit down and we’ll take your complete statement,” Barrett said, taking her by the arm and leading her to the squad car. He also gave her his jacket; he noticed her shiver a bit. He hated covering those beautiful shoulders of hers.

Ian tipped his cap and watched.

He and Ian couldn’t have found the more perfect women if they had put an ad in the paper.

Wallace looked over the statuesque beauty as Ian tried to get her to sit down. She was scared. She was also tall. That was already a plus for him and Ian. Her curves were lush, thick and looked pillow soft. Another plus for the two of them. It was going to take a real woman to handle them both—at the same time.

The night gown she was wearing, what little of it there was, clung to her body like saran wrap. The golden color of the silk complimented her brown skin. He tore his eyes away from her body long enough to focus on her face.

Stunning. Large almond eyes, plump kissable lips and hair long enough for both he and Ian to grab and hang on to as they rode her into ecstasy.

An officer tapped Wallace on his shoulder, somewhat startling him. “Yeah?”

“Get the cage.”

At first Wallace was puzzled, then....“Ahhh. Right.”

“Ian!” Wallace hollered. He saw his partner getting a bit too close. Not appropriate in this situation. But he understood his impatience.

“Yeah, Wallace.” Ian came over to him.

“Go in the back of the car and get the cage.”

“Cage?” Jackie came to them and grabbed Ian’s arm. He looked down for a beat. “What do you need a cage for. What did they tell you?” She looked over at Wallace now.

“Now, Miss Peterson, don’t worry, we got this.”

Ian went to the back of the car then came back with the cage and stood with his partner. They gave each other a knowing look and headed towards the house. “We’ll be right back,” he said, to her as they walked away.

“So, what do you think?” Wallace asked.

“I was about to ask you the same. She’s perfect. I was standing at attention when I first laid eyes on her. Too bad the other units are here. Would love to take her in the back seat of the squad care and get between those luscious thighs.”

“Cool it Ian. We must take this slow. Not every woman is down for that. We have to feel her out, you know that.”

“I know, I know. But I’m tired of the one-night stands, I want something permanent and it’s been a while since we had anyone.”

“I realize that.”

They reached the house. The other officers were coming out. “They’re up there, a lady officer said, pointing up towards the roof.

“Okay.” Wallace said.

“What’s the deal?” Ian asked.

“That’s right you were too absorbed in that beauty to hear. They’re bandits up there alright.”

Ian reached for his gun. 

“No need for that,” Wallace said, reassuringly.

“Huh?”

Wallace laughed. “Come on I’ll show you.”

They went in the house and found the ladder to the attic/crawl
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