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      Please know that while this series is going to revolve around the Laurel Springs Fish & Wildlife I take a lot of liberties as an author with anything law enforcement.

      It’s not meant to be a true depiction of how real law enforcement works. Please know anything I’ve gotten wrong, I’ve done so on my own, and to move the story forward.

      I hope you can forgive that, and enjoy the story for what it is.

      I’ve also taken some liberties with Darren’s age. If you’ve read the previous Laurel Springs Emergency Response Team Series, you may notice that.

      Please think of it as if it’s a soap opera, and how they sometimes mess with ages to fit storylines. This was done on purpose in order to fit the storyline.

      Thank you for reading!

      Laramie
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      While I've been looking for the love of my life, she's been standing in front of me...

      Dakota Keller

      I've known Molly Harrison for most of my life. She's always been the annoying, yet hot, older sister of my best friend.

      Until one night, the two of us act on an attraction we've ignored for years.

      Not sure how far we want to take it, we decide to hide our friends with benefits arrangement from everyone.

      But when things start to get serious, neither one of us is prepared for the situation that outs the secret we've been keeping.

      Dakota is a small town, hot cop, friends with benefits, to friends to lovers romance. It's got plenty of gossip, laughs, and spice.
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          MOLLY

        

      

    

    
      "When the clock strikes midnight, you'll be screaming my name. "

      That had been what the text I got from Dakota earlier today had read. And damn him, I've been thinking about it since then. Which is why I spent the afternoon taking an everything shower, and moisturized like I was going to the beach.

      I figured by this point in the night, he'd be between my thighs and I'd already be choking out an orgasm.

      But that's not where I am.

      Glancing at the clock, I realize I’m starting to get annoyed. He should’ve been here an hour ago, but he texted me and said he got caught up in a traffic stop that Fish and Wildlife were called into.

      I should be at my parents, ringing in the New Year with my brother and my best friend, but I ate dinner, and then I lied, saying that I didn’t feel well.

      All so I could come home and wait for the man who’s been rocking my world for the better part of the last six months. It’s not been easy. Not when our lives are so intensely enmeshed. We've managed to keep it a secret. I don't think it was necessarily a decision we made - to keep it a secret - but both of us know when someone in our families find out, we'll have zero privacy.

      Hell they'll probably be planning the wedding.

      I’m twirling the ring on my finger and watching some stupid show on TV about the end of the year, when I see headlights in my driveway.

      “It’s a damn good thing you didn’t take your good panties off, Molls,” I tell myself, as I get up and smooth my skirt down.

      There’s a knock at my door, and since I’ve been raised in a family full of law enforcement officers, I know not to throw it open without checking who it is first.

      “C’mon, Moll, let me in.”

      Although I recognize the voice, and would do anything that man asked me to do, I still stand on my tiptoes and glance out.

      When I see him standing there, still in uniform, I smirk, before unlocking it and throwing the door open. “It’s about damn time.”

      “Sorry, had to help your uncle.”

      Shoving the door shut, I wrap my arms around his neck and lean in for the kiss I’ve wanted all day. Right before his lips take mine, I say on a breath. “Hope you’re ready to ring in the New Year the right way, Dakota.”

      The smirk that spreads across his face is the pure bad boy I've come to know. I always thought he was hot, but a little annoying when all he was, was my brother's best friend. Now? I've grown to know him in ways I never thought possible. Now I realize this man has layers and levels.

      My favorite?

      The dirty guy in the bedroom.

      "The question is, are you?" He throws back at me.

      "I've been ready all day," I answer honestly.

      He tilts his head to the side, his palms going down to my ass. Leaning in, his breath is hot on my ear when he speaks. "Are you wet, Molly?"

      I nod, licking my lips when I feel my nipples peak at the timbre of his voice. I've never reacted to a man like I react to this one. "Mmm hmmm."

      He hooks his arms around my waist and lifts me up slightly, before walking me over to the counter. "Let me check," he whispers, stepping in between my spread thighs.

      Those dark eyes of his meet mine as he spreads his legs and bends down a little bit. His hand moves down my bare thigh until it hits my knee. Once his palm is over top of my knee, he hooks it around, spreading my thighs wider, and then his hand dives underneath the skirt I'm wearing. "Baby, are you wearing panties?"

      Licking my lips, I nod. "They're just very, very small."

      His fingers are at the lace barrier when he sucks in a breath. "I can feel the heat from here. Did you feel sexy when you put them on, Molly? Was your pussy already clenching when you slipped them over these smooth legs? Did you reach between your legs and touch yourself?"

      God. This man. "Yes to all of that."

      "Did you get yourself off? You know I prefer that you leave that for me."

      Swallowing roughly, I shake my head. "No, I left that for you. I can't get myself off as good as you do."

      "Remember that, baby. No one can satisfy you the way I do."

      And as his fingers slowly sweep around the lace of my panties, I know he's right. He's so very fucking right. And I am a mess without him.
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          DAKOTA

        

      

    

    
      "Hey, hey, hey, fucking stop!" I yell as I hold my hands up to the truck that's backing up, and not paying attention to what's behind them.

      "You don't have to yell at me," the teenage girl says through the rolled-down window. "I'm not going to hit you, I can see you in the back up camera."

      In the fucking back up camera. No one knows how to actually put their arm over the passenger seat and turn around anymore. "Look cupcake, there's a fucking blind spot right here. Do you see me in the camera, or do you just know I'm here?"

      "Don't call me cupcake," she argues.

      I roll my eyes. "You didn't answer my question."

      She makes a noise that sounds like a frustrated goat, but I don't mention that. "I can't see you, but I know you're there."

      "Okay then, even though the back up camera does a lot for you, it doesn't do everything. Which is where your personal responsibility comes in. You've still got to check your surroundings, and that's what I want you to do."

      God, I don't know why my parents thought I'd be the one to do this. Teaching my little sister how to drive was not on my bingo card for this year, especially not the first full day of the new year. Not after I was up late as fuck last night, or was it early morning? I don't remember what time I left Molly's. But here we are.

      She huffs and makes a big production out of putting her arm on the passenger seat, and then turning so that she's looking out the back window. "Happy now?"

      "Not yet, you need to check your mirrors too, then I'll be fucking happy."

      I don't know how the two of us are going to make it through this. We're going to kill each other.

      "Fine Dakota!"

      There's the bratty teenager I know and love. "Yell at me all you want, but at least you're doing what I ask you to. All I want is for you to drive safely. Is that so bad?"

      "Ugh," she rolls her eyes. "I guess not. I just hate the way you act so superior to me."

      "I'm older than you," I explain, not for the first time in our relationship. "I've seen much more than you and experienced more than you. There's no reason for you to be so irritable about it. Someone had to teach me too."

      She sighs heavily and blows her hair out of her face. I never had this type of attitude when I was her age.  At least that's what I keep telling myself. I'm sure I was a pain in the ass, but I blame the fact that no one knew how to deal with my dyslexia back then. It's still hard to deal with, but back then I'd been so fucking ashamed that I'd failed a grade twice that I had no confidence in myself. But my sister? She's smart as fuck, doesn't have the same type of issues I had, and here she is with this shitty attitude.

      "Dakota, am I doing it right?"

      Her annoyed voice gets my attention. That's when I notice she's done exactly what I've told her to do. She's got her arm behind the passenger head rest, and is looking behind her. "Yes, that's what I wanted to see you do."

      But that's the last thing I say, because when I glance across the street, I see the woman who has been driving me crazy for over half my life. I'd know that ass bent over the trunk of her car anywhere. Because Molly's got the nicest ass I've ever had my palms on.

      "You might want to pic your jaw up off the ground, Kota."

      There's her voice again. "Shut up, Lucy."

      But I don't take my gaze off the woman I've been spending all my time with lately. My body is starting to respond and I'm glad I have on a pair of baggy jeans. Even though we're in Alabama, it's still cold, and I've layered up because I knew I'd be out here with Lucy. That's when Molly straightens up, closes the trunk, and then turns to face me. It's like she knew I was watching her, judging by the way her eyes twinkle. I can see it even from where I am.

      "Hey Dakota," she yells as she waves.

      "Hey," I answer her back.

      "Working hard or hardly working?" She questions.

      I swallow roughly. She had to use the word hard when talking to me, didn't she? "Working very hard. Teaching a sixteen-year-old how to drive isn't the easiest thing in the world."

      "But I'm doing okay."

      Lucy has put the car in park, turned it off, and gotten out. She's standing next to me, and I didn't even notice. Reaching down I tousle her hair. "You're managing, but you're going to have to do better to pass that road test."

      Molly swings her hips as she walks across the street, a smile on her face as she looks at my sister. "You'll get it. Driving isn't as easy as everyone makes it out to be. It's a big responsibility. Don't let him rush you. That's the worst thing someone can do when teaching you how to drive."

      "I'm not rushing her," I argue. "I'm trying to teach her how to back up without having a camera. That's a lost art," I defend myself.

      "He is slightly rushing me," she deadpans. "But I've got to get used to it, if I ever want to drive myself."

      I tuck my hands in my pockets and rock back on my heels. "Why don't you go inside and get warm. Let me talk to Molly."

      Lucy rolls her eyes. "I know you just want to be by yourself with her. I don't know why y'all just don't go out on a date and get it over with." She sighs, heading toward the house.

      "So dramatic." I grin at Molly. "A lot like you."

      "Fuck you, Dakota." She throws at me, laughing. "She's a really good sister, you're lucky."

      "I know I am, but I think you know better than anyone else that I got little to no sleep last night, and this was the last thing I wanted to do. Not because I don't love her, but because my thighs are aching from where I was on my knees thrusting into you. Or do you not remember?"

      I'm doing my best to break her. To make her admit that she feels the same way I do. The way she gets this look on her face that says she's not as affected by what the two of us have like I am. I want to rattle her the same way she rattles me.

      "I remember," she admits, her voice low.

      We're in the middle of my parents driveway, on a busy street, and I can't risk doing what I actually want to. Instead, I say the words low enough for her to hear them. They're for her only. "Good, because if you're not still feeling me between your thighs, then I didn't do my job right."

      She opens her mouth, closes it, then opens it again. "Damn Dakota."

      "Yeah, now that I have you, I plan on making you my personality, Molly."

      She laughs, shaking her head. "The question is, are you going to be able to keep this secret? You and I both know that you can sometimes have loose lips."

      How do I tell her that I'll do whatever it takes to keep her in my bed, and texting me at every free moment she has? I don't want to sound desperate, so I shrug. "I guess you'll just have to trust me."

      There's a bright sheen left on her lips when she rolls them together. "I do trust you, and maybe that's what scares me the most."

      Neither one of us say another word. We just stand here, the silence stretching between us. There's one thing I've learned about Molly and me. With her I can have silence. Before it was always so uncomfortable and I was fighting to fill those moments all the time. My brain was going ninety miles a minute, and I could never get it to turn off. The first night with  her though? The one where we decided to throw caution to the wind? My brain finally quieted, and whenever I need it now, I know right where to go.

      Although I want to, I don't reach over and cup her chin in the palm of my hand. I'm doing my best to give her the emotions with my eyes. "Don't let it scare you, Pretty Girl. Lean into it, and give me the benefit."

      She tilts her head to the side, those green eyes of her twinkling bright. "Maybe I will, Chief."

      I roll my eyes. I hate it when she calls me Chief, but there's another part of me that likes it. She doesn't give many people nicknames, and I know how much she respects the real Chief, her grandfather. "See you tonight?" I question, digging my hands further in my jeans to ward off some of the cold.

      "Maybe. I'll let ya know. Maybe I'll be washing my hair."

      A laugh works its way up from my chest. "You let me know, and I'll be there."

      "I know, Dakota. You never disappoint."

      And for her? I never want to.
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          MOLLY

        

      

    

    
      I can feel his eyes on me as I cross the street to my parents' house. Truth be told there wasn't anything I needed in my trunk, I'd seen Dakota out there with Lucy and I wanted to distract him. Distracting him is my absolute favorite pastime.

      When I walk into my parents' house, I call out. "Anybody home?"

      My dad swoops in, hugging me tightly. "Was wondering when you were going to come in here."

      When he lets me go, I smile widely. "Had to go over and see how Dakota was handling trying to teach Lucy how to drive. Remember when I helped Levi?"

      He snorts. "Really thought I was going to have to have a funeral for that kid at sixteen. I believe you said something about killing him and really meaning it."

      Oh I had. The little shit hadn't wanted to pay attention to me. More than anything he'd wanted someone else to teach him how to drive, but it had fallen on me because of our parents' jobs. Little did I know back then that I'd be teaching a man who now patrols the back roads of the county. "I thought about it," I admit. "But I feel bad for Dakota, Lucy's got a quick mouth on her."

      "Just like you," he grunts when I pinch his arm. "What are you doing today, Peanut?"

      Even though he gave me that nickname when I was a small child, I still love to hear him call me it. Some people go their whole lives without having that kind of relationship with their parents, and here I am lucky to have it with both of mine.

      "Mom invited me over for lunch. You know that she always makes the same thing." It's become well known in our family, everyone comes over to have black eyed peas, collard greens, pork chops, and cornbread. "You act like she doesn't do this every year."

      He raises his eyebrows. "She does, but you're here pretty early for lunch."

      "She wanted me to come over early and curl her hair. It's what we do, old man. Where's she at?"

      "Hey Molls, thanks for coming over early. I know you're busy."

      Tilting my head to the side, I put my hand on my hip. "Mom, come on. I'll do whatever you ask me, as long as I can. Where do you want to do the curling of your hair?"

      She curls her finger and motions for me to follow her to the bathroom that's through her and dad's big bedroom. "In here."

      When I look around, I see that she's got her hair products and curling iron set out, along with a chair. Mom takes a seat, and then I meet her eyes in the mirror that's in front of us. "Not that I don't love spending time with you, but what is this?" I ask, my voice deadpan, as I reach over and grab her brush.

      "What do you mean, Molls? You know I don't like to curl my own hair."

      This woman taught me how to bullshit. So she's not going to do the same to me. "Cut the shit, lady. You may not like to curl your own hair, but you do it almost every week. The only time you ask me to help you curl it is if you're injured, you have an important event, or if want to find out something about me or Levi. So which is it? What is it you want to know?"

      The fact that she shifts uncomfortably in her seat means I've called whatever bluff she made to invite me early. She has the damn nerve to huff.

      "Oh no, you don't get to huff, mom. You brought this upon yourself."

      "Okay." She sighs. "You got me. I saw something the other day and I wanted to ask you about it. I knew that if I just came right out and asked, you wouldn't tell me either way, so I figured we could have a good afternoon together. Sue me."

      Now we're getting somewhere. "So what is that you saw, or think you saw?" Because with her, she can sometimes write an entire story in her head about someone just seeing them once.

      I take a piece of her hair and wrap it around the curling wand. There's a low-level buzz in the pit of my stomach. There's something telling me that this is about me. I'm not sure why, maybe it's the twinkle in her eye, the way she's smiling like she has a huge secret, or the way she's clasping her hands in her lap. It's as if she's holding it all in and it's about to burst from within her.

      "Molly," she hisses. "I saw you."

      "You saw me, what?" It's not hard to keep my expression impassive. I got away with a lot as a teenager, which wasn't easy to do, given the amount of law enforcement in my family. The only way I could do that was because I have the poker face to end all poker faces.

      She shifts slightly in the chair rolling her eyes, and blowing out an exasperated sigh. "Coming out of Dakota's."

      It takes everything I have to keep my poker face. "He's my friend too, Mom."

      Her eyes meet mine in the mirror, and she's deadpan as she says the next words. "At two am, Molly? Even I know that's a booty call."

      The laugh bursts through my chest and lips as I finish the curl and set the wand down. "A booty call? Mom? Me and Dakota? He's too young for me, and he's Levi's best friend. You know I don't date men who wear uniforms." I make a gesture with my hands, motioning to everything around us. "They all have attitude, and I know it from personal experience." My hands are on my hips when I tilt my head. "By the fucking way, what the hell were you doing out at two am?"

      "Do not change the subject." She points at me. "First of all, Dakota is actually a couple of months older than you. Second of all me and Caleb had a late dinner."

      "Dinner?" I giggle. "After midnight?"

      "Y'all don't live here anymore. We don't have to do anything on anyone else's time besides our own." She inspects her nails. "And Molly? That still doesn't tell me why you were leaving Dakota's house at two am with your hair down, wearing what looked like his shirt, carrying your bag with scrubs in it."

      Son. Of. A. Bitch.

      My poker face is the only thing saving me at this moment. "I'm sure it was game night, and I just wanted to get comfortable. He's offered me shirts before, ya know. It's not that big of a deal mom, I promise."

      She eyes me in the mirror, and I can almost feel her turning over what I said in her head, trying to figure out if it's the truth or not. "You know you don't have to lie to me, Molly."

      "Mom, I'm a grown woman, why would I hide what I do from you? It's not like either of you can ground me."

      Her gaze tightens. "While that's true, I definitely think you would hide Dakota."

      Why the fuck does she know me as well as she does? "Why would I hide him of all people? Everyone in this family loves Dakota."

      "Which is exactly why you'd hide him, Molls
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