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      For my readers

      I know this one took a long time, and for that I’m sorry. Know, that I love this series, I thank you so much for being patient, and there is so much more to come!
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      Madden

      Being the newest member of the Laurel Springs Police Department and the LSERT hasn't been easy. I'm trying to carve out a place of my own where family bonds run deep in this tight-knit group of men. They haven't been unwelcoming, but I yearn to truly belong.

      In both Laurel Springs, and the LSERT. The one friend I can count on is my K-9 partner, Donut. We're working hard to prove our spot in the police department, and find a sense of home.

      When I'm thrust into the role of school resource officer for the local elementary school, I never anticipate being drawn into an investigation that takes us back to a Laurel Springs before the Moonshine Task Force. Nor do I expect a little boy with sad eyes and his hot aunt to wiggle their way into my heart.

      

      Becca

      My new life as a dispatcher is a far cry from the dreams I had before I took custody of my nephew. I've put a lot on hold to make sure he has what he needs, and the stability he craves.

      But Madden? He's a beacon of warmth and strength during an emotionally cold time for me. Despite my resolve to focus just on being a guardian, there's a spark between us, igniting a flame I thought was long gone.

      As we navigate what is becoming an increasingly complex situation, we discover that in the craziness of chaos, love has a way of finding its place. Even in the darkest of nights. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEW RELEASE ALERTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN MY MAILING LIST

        http://sitel.ink/LBList

      

        

      
        JOIN MY READERS GROUP

        fbl.ink/LaramiesLounge

      

        

      
        TEXT LARAMIE TO  88202

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          MADDEN

        

      

    

    
      Standing in my kitchen, I stretch my neck from one side to the other before pulling my hat down over my eyes. It's important no one sees my face, and I keep my tattoos covered by arm sleeves, too. All I show are the tattoos on my chest, and the ring piercing my nipple. I’m convinced it's the air of mystery that causes me to get all the views.

      I finish setting up my phone and then press record, before backing up and adjusting my hat further down on my head. Pulling my shorts up over my hips, I take a few moments to center myself, and then begin the workout routine I've been doing religiously for the past few years. It's the reason I'm in such good shape, and recently why I have extra money in my bank account.

      Bending at the waist, I press my palms down on the floor, and then brace on my forearms, holding a plank. An hour later, sweat is pouring off my body and I have enough footage to use for the next few weeks. Breathing heavily, I sit with my back on the cabinet, enjoying the coolness against my heated skin. Drinking from a bottle of water, I scroll through the comments.

      What would people say if they knew the thirst trap on Facebook is their local K-9 officer? A grin covers my face, as I see a couple of names I'm familiar with, including the new dispatcher I've had my eye on.

      Rebecca White: I now identify as that pair of shorts.

      Continuing to scroll, I'm shocked when I notice one from Ruby, Caleb Harrison's wife. They're estranged, and she's been all over my content, but never like this. Is she trying to piss him off?

      Ruby Harrison: Just call me wet, waxed, and smooth.

      It's not as if I started posting thirst traps for any other reason than I needed a little extra money, but now it's gotten fun. No one can see my face, but I know who they are. I see them at the grocery store, and snicker to myself.

      There's one person I'd love to tell, and that's Becca. She and I have spoken a few times, but we have yet to connect outside of work and I'm hoping to change that as soon as possible.

      Donut barks from where he's playing outside, and I'm once again grateful I could rent a house instead of having to get an apartment. There's a nice, big, fenced-in yard for him to run. I'm hoping with the social media money I can save enough for a down payment on one I can buy.

      But that's neither here nor there. It's time to go to work. I'm sweaty, so I have to take a shower first, but like I do every night before I get ready, I say a little prayer that Donut and I come back in one piece, and unhurt.
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        * * *

      

      "Are you sure?" I ask Caleb as I key the mic.

      We're on night patrol together, and it's killing me not to say something about Ruby's escalating comments on my posts. I don’t know if he sees them. Is he Facebook stalking her, like I would if she were my wife?

      "Yes, I'm sure I saw someone at the cemetery." He fires back, annoyance in his tone.

      I sigh heavily. Cemeteries don't creep me out, but I also don't want to be going to them late at night, just to see what's happening. I groan before I speak again. "C'mon Caleb, I've seen enough dick in my life breaking up teenagers in the back seat. Let them have some fun."

      He laughs, seeming to enjoy himself. "C'mon rookie, don't wuss out on me now."

      I'm not a rookie. This is my second year, but to them, that's who I am. I'm gonna continue to get the shit calls, and this is definitely a shit call. Instead of arguing, I hit my lights and head toward the cemetery.

      When we get there, I see it. The fogged up windows of a late model Bronco. No doubt these kids are in the back seat. Caleb motions for me to walk over, and I do slowly. Taking my flashlight off of my duty belt, I use it to knock on the window a few times. "Po-lice."

      A loud groan is heard, although I still can't see them. The window slowly rolls down and I'm met with the red face of a teenage guy. "What's the problem?"

      I raise my eyebrows, giving him a look of disbelief that he’s asking.. "Oh, I think you know. Y'all dressed?" I stand back, giving them a few minutes to get their shit together. Contrary to what everyone else thinks, I remember being their age, and doing things like this in the back seat of my parents’ car.

      "We are now."

      "Out here." I point to the ground. They scramble out of the back seat, heads hanging down. She's adjusting her skirt, and he's pulling at the waistband of his jeans. When they're in front of me, neither one of them lifts their eyes. "Alright, I think you both know you shouldn't have been doing what you were at the cemetery. It closes at dusk."

      "Man, where are we supposed to go?" He asks, voice slightly cracking with frustration.

      I feel for him, but it's not my place to tell him where he can go get his freak on. I’m not contributing to the teen parent population of Laurel Springs if I can help it. "I don't know, but you can't stay here. If we roll back around and see you again, you're gonna get a citation. Both of you."

      The kid grinds his back teeth together, but doesn't spout off with anything else. Instead, he pushes out between clenched teeth, "Yes, sir."

      "Okay, take off."

      When he gets in the driver's seat, and she takes her spot beside him, he puts it into gear and leaves.

      "Gotta give it to him." Caleb crosses his arms over his chest. "If it'd been me, I would've peeled out. He showed restraint."

      "Yeah, me too." Asking him about Ruby is on the tip of my tongue, but before I can put it into words, he glances over.

      "Let's finish patrol and get back to the station. I have some reports I need to turn in, and I’m hungry.”

      Giving him a salute, I follow him to our SUV’s, ready to get this night done.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          BECCA

        

      

    

    
      I'm between calls, which I'm thankful for. It's been a busy night. It's not as if Laurel Springs is as big as the cities south of us, so there are typically only two dispatchers on at any time. But tonight I’m by myself. The other night shifter called in because her baby is sick. It’s been busier than usual for me. It's the perfect moment to take a bit of a break and do my new favorite pastime.

      Watching some dude on the internet working out.

      I'm still not sure where I was introduced to the guy who calls himself MadDog. I think one night I was mindlessly scrolling and the first video was recommended to me. At first, I was amazed by what he could do with his body. The way he controlled his muscles was the craziest thing I've ever seen. Now, it's just fucking hot, and I enjoy seeing it.

      Which is why I'm not paying attention when the door opens and some officers come in.

      "What are you watching?" A deep voice whispers in my ear.

      I jump before I realize who it is. Madden. He always smells so good. I close my eyes and inhale deeply before turning in my chair. "Some guy I follow on socials. Believe it or not, he encouraged me to start taking my health a little more seriously. I know what it looks like..." I trail off.

      "Like that dude is thirst trapping for views?" He quirks his brow, giving me a grin. "And you're enjoying watching it?"

      My face warms. I'm not sure how to explain the weird, para-social relationship I seem to find myself in. "I wouldn't say that. He's promised nothing, he doesn't ask his followers for money, and he's very careful to never show his face. Although everyone asks all the time. It's funny when I see people I know commenting on the posts too."

      He comes closer, propping himself up against the side of my desk. Leaning in, as if we have a secret between us, he whispers, "What if he's scared and disfigured or some shit like that?"

      I've thought about this myself, and came to a conclusion that I can live with. "It wouldn't matter. He seems to have a good personality, and that's more important than anything else." I push my hair back from my face and behind my ears. "That's neither here nor there, anyway." I grin, needing to turn this conversation to something else. "Heard you had to break up some teenagers getting busy in the backseat."

      He groans, tilting his head back on his shoulders. "I would rather have watched your thirst trap. Do you know how uncomfortable it is knowing what they were doing, and then talking to them? All I can think about is what they're probably thinking about. I hate it, and then sometimes you see body parts you do not want to see. Easily my least favorite part of the job."

      I prop my chin on my hand and lean forward. I could listen to him talk all day. "I'm sorry you've been emotionally wounded."

      "I should bill the Laurel Springs PD for my therapy, right?"

      "Most definitely."

      We're smiling at each other and there's this string of tension between us that pops up in the weirdest of times. He clears his throat. "I have to go write my reports."

      "Yeah, I'll have a call soon, I'm sure." But what I really want is to continue talking to him. He's been the nicest to me since I took the job. I look forward to seeing him every day we work together.

      "See ya." He waves before standing up straight and heading out the door into the commons area of the station.

      I watch him leave, admiring the way his pants hug his ass. There's something familiar about him that I haven't noticed previously, but then again, maybe I wasn't paying attention.

      A call comes in, and I answer. "Laurel Springs 911, do you need police, fire, or ambulance?"

      "Police." The voice over the line sounds pissed. "This is Leigh at The Café. Someone just backed through my window. They are drunk as a skunk, and we're holding him here."

      "Oh, my goodness. Are there any injuries?"

      "No, thank God. We were closing, and there was no one sitting there. I just need someone to come get this asshole."

      I'm typing and updating the system while still talking to her. "Okay, I'll send someone over. Do you want me to stay on the line with you?"

      "No, I'm good, thank you."

      She hangs up, and I get units dispatched over to The Café. Everyone in town knows the Thompson family, and most of the officers eat there every night. I imagine a lot that are on duty will go to make sure things are okay. That's confirmed when I see Caleb running out of the station. From what I heard, he worked there as a teenager, and has a vested interest.

      The rest of my shift passes with me answering a few calls and playing around on my phone with an idea I've had for a book. Most of my life I've been creative. Off and on I've toyed around with the desire to write a romance novel. I've been researching it since the beginning of the year, and I've almost talked myself into giving it a shot. When we have down time here, I've been outlining and I think I'm ready to write the first chapter.

      "Hey girl, I'm here to relieve you." Millie, the day-shift dispatcher, for the week, says as she comes in with a smile on her face. "How's it been?"

      "Slow, so good luck."

      She laughs. "From your lips to God's ears."
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          MADDEN

        

      

    

    
      I'm one of the only members of the Laurel Springs PD who didn't rush out of here like their ass was on fire. While I enjoy The Café, I don't have the personal connection that everyone else does. Instead, I stay back, and finish my reports.

      Donut shifts at my feet, and it's then I realize I've been hunched over the laptop for almost two hours. Stretching, I yawn loudly and move my neck from side to side. My body is stiff from sitting here for so long, but I'm done for the night, and now I can go home.

      "You ready to go?" I ask Donut, who stands and wags his tail.

      Gathering up our stuff, I log out of my laptop and then we head toward my truck. As we're leaving, I see Becca doing the same. We step outside at the same time.

      "It's beautiful, isn't it?" She asks, but I'm looking at her, and I'm not sure what she's talking about. "The sunrise. I hate working overnight, but when I get to leave and see the sun breaking over the horizon, I'm reminded of the brand new day, and excited for the possibilities."

      I tilt my head to the side. "That's a very introspective way of looking at things."

      "I've had to be introspective the last few months."

      This is the first I'm hearing about anything changing in her world, but then again, we don't normally share lunch or breaks. We only see one another during working shifts if we're here at the same time. "Is everything okay?"

      She pulls her bottom lip between her teeth, as if she's contemplating on whether to tell me what's changed in her life. "I have custody of my eight-year-old nephew, and it's been difficult."

      I slow blink. "Wow, that's a lot of responsibility to take on."

      "Someone had to." She shrugs. "There weren't many people who could, and I refused to let him go into foster care."

      "Who watches him while you work over nights?" What if there's a man in her life she doesn't talk about?

      "Our cousin. She and I are roommates because rent is so expensive these days, and she helps watch him when I have to work. It's hard, but we're leaning on each other." She pushes her hair back from her forehead and sighs heavily.

      "Can I ask where his parents are? If you don't want to tell me, I get it."

      She rolls her lips together and crosses her arms over her chest. I get the feeling it's more to protect her from her feelings than to ward off the slight coolness of the night. "He's my brother's son. My brother has a drug problem, and he's doing time in Birmingham right now. His mom died of a drug overdose when he was six. It's not been a great situation."

      My stomach drops as she describes her family life. "I'm so sorry. I know that's difficult."

      "It's not." She sniffs, her nose red as we continue to stand outside. "But if I don't do it, no one else will. My parents have gone no contact with him, and unfortunately that includes Mick, my nephew."

      I can't imagine punishing a kid because of something their parent did, but then again I've never been in their shoes. "That's hard." I grip Donut's leash. "If you ever need anything, I'm around. Let me give you my cell number."

      "Madden." She shakes her head, holding up her hand. "You don't have to do that."

      I recognize the look on her face. It's the same one my sister has every time I point out she's a single mother and she should accept my help when I offer it. "I'm not doing it because I feel like you need assistance, I'm doing it because I want to be your friend."

      She licks her bottom lip before pulling it in between her teeth. "I don't have many of those, and I could always use more."

      "Then let me help you. What's your number?" I ask her, pulling my cell from my pocket, fingers poised to input the digits. She rattles it off, and I take it, firing a text off to her. "There, you have mine in case you ever need it. You can text me, even if you don't need me, and just want to talk."

      She glances down at the phone in her hand, watching as the screen lights up. "Thanks. I appreciate it more than you know. It's been lonely, because no one my age has an eight-year-old. Nor did they not have a child one day, and then have one the next. I'm trying to figure out where my life goes from here." She shrugs.

      "How long is your brother in prison for?" I can't help the questions coming out of my mouth. Truth be told, I could look this information up, but I want Becca to trust me. I'd prefer for her to confide in me, not me bulldoze the information out of her.

      "Ten years, but if he has good behavior, and if he'd talk about the people he was working for, he'd not have to serve all of it. Instead, he's keeping his mouth shut, and he's going to be stuck serving the entire sentence."

      "You say that as if you want him to rat out his friends."

      Her jaw's working overtime, grinding her teeth together. "They were never his friends. They were users, and he had a substance abuse issue. He played right into their hands." She presses her lips together, eyes glowing with tears in the dim light of the morning.

      "I'm sorry. People like him are easy to manipulate. I wish you didn't have to deal with that."

      "Yeah, me too. Look, I gotta go." She reaches up, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. "I'll see you around?"

      "I hope so." I give her a smile. "Be safe going home, and remember, if you need me; call me."

      I watch as she walks away, getting into a late-model Honda CRV, starts it up, and makes a turn onto the main road. Donut and I wait until we can't see her tail lights before we get in my truck, and head home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          BECCA

        

      

    

    
      I'm never going to call him. I know that as well as I know my name. I'm not the type of person to lean on others, never have been. Not since I went no-contact with my parents right after I turned eighteen. I've always been able to count on myself. I'm the only person who hasn't ever let me down, and I've done well with it until now.

      It's only a ten-minute drive to the apartment complex where I live with Mick and my cousin Stephanie. That's one reason I took the job at the PD, because it's so close. It's convenient, much like everything else in my life.

      I'm tired, dragging ass up the stairs to the second floor landing. Mick will be up in an hour, and then I'll take him to school before I can finally close my blackout curtains and go to sleep for the day. As quietly as I can, I enter the apartment and turn on the light in the kitchen. This is my time, the silence before the storm of Mick and Stephanie, and everything else I'm responsible for. I have a whole thirty minutes before I have to make breakfast.

      Making my way over to the couch, I sigh before sinking into the cushion and pulling my phone out of my pocket.

      Right there teasing me is the text from Madden. Against my better judgment, I click it, and as I read it, a smile spreads across my face.

      M: You don't
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