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Fool Me Once

 

Something’s gotta give...but Codie Snow doesn’t know if it needs to be her non-committal workaholic ex-boyfriend attorney Slade Sheppard or her unsatisfying job as a nursing assistant. Because even though the chemistry with Slade is off-the-charts hot and the job is a necessary evil, she doesn’t know that she wants either.

 

Enter Pete Olsen, bad ass cop in charge of serving and protecting the town of Dalton, Colorado. Codie goes on a ride-along with Pete and sees the seedy underbelly of her town, witnessing the gamut—from an amusing domestic dispute to a frightening meth lab explosion—and she decides that law enforcement is not for her.

 

But Pete just might be.

 

When Codie learns that a supposed suicide Pete investigated on the ride-along is actually a murder, she poses as a religious fanatic in order to gain access to the controlling cult where the dead woman was discovered, hoping to find the truth. But has she instead set herself up to be murdered—and will she uncover the killer before she becomes the next victim?

 

 

Codie drew Pete’s tongue in her mouth for a deeper kiss, all while realizing it would be smart to call a halt to this action right now.  She knew she would now have a hell of a time riding in his police cruiser, thinking about him in not-so-nice-girl ways.

Yeah. 
Really
naughty thoughts.

Oh, hell.  They had to stop.  Right.  This.  Second.

When the kiss ended, she slid her right hand from his neck to his chest and then gently pushed against him.  Their lips broke apart and she said, “Pete, maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

There was that all-American grin, reminding her just how much she’d adored him as a young man.  “You seemed to
like
kissing me just now.”

She let out a small breath, unable to stifle her own smile.  “I liked it
too
much.”

“There’s no such thing.  Come here.”  His hands around her waist pulled her close once more and he laid his lips on hers again.  This time, though, he allowed his fingers to drift down as his hands slowly cupped her ass and pushed her more into him—if that was even possible.  Her eyes closed and she let herself enjoy the kiss again.  When he stopped, he let her go slowly, teasing her once more, and he even took a small step back.

It was weird.  Even though there was now a gap between their bodies, she could still feel his warmth.

And those stupid sweatpants.  She could feel them trying to fall off her slender hips again.  She grabbed them with one hand and caught her breath, trying to solidify her thoughts.  Before she could speak, though, Pete said, “Okay.  Lunch, I guess, and then back to work.”

Codie blinked.  “So that’s it?”

Another captivating grin.  “What do you mean?”

She could feel her eyes grow wide.  “You get me all hot and bothered and then that’s it.  Back to work?”

It was almost imperceptible, but she could see how he cocked his head slightly.  Hmm.  She knew he was confident to the point of being cocky, but was he signaling that he couldn’t read her?  How was that possible?  This guy—a cop,
trained
to read people—was having a hard time sensing her emotions?  How could he
not
know?

“That’s what you’re here for, right?  The ride-along?  And, besides, you
said
kissing you wasn’t a good idea.”

She pursed her lips to stifle a smile and then said, “Jesus, Pete.  It doesn’t matter what I
said
...”
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Chapter One

 

 

CODIE SNOW CHOMPED on the ragged thumbnail that had been bothering her the better part of an hour.  She was on a ride-along with five-year veteran cop Pete Olsen, the former star quarterback from her hometown high school.

A guy she’d
dated
in high school.

That hadn’t stopped him from pursuing her once in a while since when he was sans girlfriend, but Codie’s on-again, off-again boyfriend put the stop to a good many advances from Pete.  Right now, she and Slade Sheppard, said boyfriend, were once more off-again, and she was considering the cop.

She could see Pete approaching the glass door from inside Dalton’s one and only McDonald’s, paperboard tray in hand, two cups of nuclear hot coffee coming right up.  He also held a brown paper bag, even though he hadn’t mentioned food when he’d gone in.

Damn.  He looked good in that uniform.

Codie would have spent the last five minutes on her phone, either checking out Instagram or Facebook or even just taking a selfie in the squad car, but Pete had told her
no phones
.  They weren’t allowed on ride-alongs.

“Why?” Codie had asked, even while she’d been handing it over to the desk lady.

“
Because
, Codie,” he said in a firm voice, but his dimples belied the seriousness of it all, “if something serious happens, something you shouldn’t be privy to, I can’t have you spreading it all over the internet before we’ve had a chance to do our jobs.”

“But you have dashcams, don’t you?”

He’d raised his eyebrows in mock irritation.  “Yeah,
our
dashcams.  Look, do you wanna go on the ride-along or not?”

She’d reluctantly handed over her phone, but Pete had been right.  She’d been wanting to do this for a while.  Now that she was a quarter of a century old, it was time to get serious about her life.  No more messing around.  No more waiting for something cool to happen to her.  She needed to take control of her own destiny.

Through her open window, Pete asked, “Can you grab that?”  Without waiting for her answer, he handed her the tray with the two coffees.

“Oh, yeah, sure.”  She rested it on her lap while Pete walked around the front of the car toward the driver’s side.  Yeah…her mind was definitely going there, checking out his ass, his broad shoulders, his—

Popping open the door on his side, he said, “One of them’s for you.”  Codie was mesmerized for a couple of seconds as she took him all in—drop-dead dimples, light brown hair, sparkling green eyes that seemed to say,
I know all the bad things you’ve done.  Question is if I approve of them or not.
  She wondered if he’d be agreeable to using his handcuffs for off-duty activities.

Codie sucked in a breath, hoping her thoughts weren’t apparent on her face.  “Thanks.”

“Caffeine’s okay, right?”

Codie stifled a giggle.  “Um, yeah.  It should be illegal to serve coffee without it.”

“Couldn’t agree with you more.”  He pulled open the bag.  “You still like cherry pie?”

Oh…with its evilly decadent sweet crust and wicked flavoring?  All that shit was bad for her.  Then again, Pete probably was too.  “Yeah.  Why not?”

“Why not?  A girl after my own heart.”  He handed her a hot rectangular box and asked, “Mind putting two packets of sugar and a couple of those creamers in my coffee?”

“Sure.” 

She doctored his java while he turned on the car and began backing out.  His radio that seemed to have a constant white noise pouring out of it started blabbering more coherently again.  Codie wondered how Pete could identify which calls were for him and which he could ignore, but she had to admit that, deep down, she was impressed.

And she apparently had missed something, because Pete said, “Hang on.”  He grabbed the mike and said, “Eighteen on route.”  Codie heard a
boop
but no full-on sirens, even though she could see the reflection of flashing blue-and-red hitting buildings and cars as they whizzed by.  She felt her body sway to the right as Pete maneuvered a turn and the seatbelt cinched her torso tightly.

And the coffee she’d been doctoring sloshed over the side, though the tray, and onto her lap.  She muttered an
Ouch!
but knew that if someone was in trouble or danger, Pete didn’t need to worry about the girl with the burning legs in his car.  She placed the lid on top of the cup and made sure it was snug and then clenched the tray as Pete made another turn.

Part of her felt nervous as they whizzed past one building after another, block after block disappearing behind them, wondering if they were going to hit somebody or something because they were flying through town.  Codie had never realized they could make it across Dalton so quickly.

One more turn and a pothole and Codie’s coffee cup made like a geyser, liquid erupting from the openings on the lid.  Ha.  That was nothing compared to the dulling ache from Pete’s coffee.  It made her wonder how often Pete spilled drinks in his car.  Didn’t seem like the best idea anymore.

Pete slowed the car as they got close to what Codie assumed was some sort of crime scene, stopping on Main Street in front of one of the bars where three cop cars had already taken up residence.  All the flashing lights made the street look like the inside of a dance club and made Codie wonder just how bad this was going to be.  Pete shifted the car into
park
and said to Codie, “Stay here.”

She didn’t have time to reply as he slid out of the car, and she watched him walk over to where another cop stood, looking at the entrance as if guarding it.  Sitting there, Codie started to grow irritated.  If sitting in the car simply watching Pete do stuff through the glass was law enforcement’s idea of a ride-along, she could give them her evaluation now. 
Lame.
  She could think of a hundred better things to do at midnight.  Sleep, for instance.  At this point, sleep seemed preferable.

So there was no way she was going to sit in the cruiser like a good little girl doing what she was told.  She opened the door and strode up to the two cops.  They stood talking, Pete with his arms crossed over his chest.  As she got closer, he gave her a glance and said, “Ray, this is my ride-along.”  The guy nodded as if he’d find a poem stitched in needlepoint more interesting.  That too just made Codie fume underneath, but she tried to smile sweetly, relieved that Pete hadn’t scolded her for not doing what he’d asked.

Two seconds later, just as she got ready to say a greeting to Ray, two guys burst out of the front of the bar, yelling, and one of them was waving his fists.  He was moving too quickly for Codie to tell if he was holding a weapon, but she froze when she realized that they were heading straight towards her.
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