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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 an undercover operation or interrogation would go with law enforcement. 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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      He's been waiting for his chance. She's finally ready to take it.

      Levi Harrison

      Being the youngest in a generational law enforcement family means everyone else is always up in my business. Instead of joining the police department, I decide to branch out. Fish and Wildlife is really where my heart is.

      My mom loves it because she believes it's safer.

      My dad just appreciates that I'm continuing the legacy.

      My sister enjoys telling people she pisses off that her dad and brother carry weapons.

      What none of them know is that my partner, Dakota, and I are undercover on one of the most dangerous operations that Laurel Springs has ever seen. And in the midst of that, I'm protecting the one woman I've always wanted, Magnolia Grace, from her husband who has his hands in all of it.

      Magnolia Grace Handler

      Life should be perfect for me. My business as a treat maker for the town of Laurel Springs has taken off. I've finally decided to leave my husband, who hurt me in ways I've never been able to talk about publicly, and I'm coming into my own as a woman about to hit her thirties.

      But just when I find my footing, my husband threatens to crush it all.

      In steps my best friend's little brother. I've always known Levi Harrison as Molly's little brother, but when he offers protection I don't want to ask for but desperately need, I start to see him as the man who could change my life forever.

      TROPES:

      Brother's Best Friend, Reverse Age Gap, Protector Romance, Small Town, Second Chance at Love, Undercover Operation, Forced Proximity, Divorce Recovery

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          LEVI

        

      

    

    
      “Officer Harrison!”

      Fuck. My. Life. All I wanted was a Red Bull to get me through the rest of this shift, which is why I stopped at the gas station next to the only bar in Laurel Springs.

      I knew I shouldn’t have.

      Fucking knew it.

      Turning around, I put on a pleasant smile. “Is there something I can help you with?”

      It’s Ronnie, owner of The Laurel Lean-To. “I need you to get this woman off my table.”

      Well now my interest is piqued, because I think I know what he’s talking about, but I need to verify first. “What are you talkin’ about?”

      “There’s a woman dancing on my tables. She’s about five seconds away from taking off her clothes. I need you to come and get her down,” he throws his hands out to the side in exasperation.

      “I’m Laurel Springs Fish and Wildlife. You want me to call my Dad? What about my grandpa? He’s Chief Harrison. Way more authority than I have over the humans in town,” I try to get myself out of this situation.

      “Motherfucker, you’ve got a badge and a gun. Come. On.”

      Sighing heavily, I know he’s right. I’m resigned to my fate. “Give me a sec, let me put my drink and snack in my SUV.”

      Walking over, I prop open the door and throw them in. That Red Bull is going to be so good when I can finally drink it. Night shift sucks, and I am dragging ass. I need that jolt of caffeine, and I needed it three hours ago.

      “C’mon, c’mon.” He hurries me along, his hand waving me toward him. “I’m worried she’s going to get hurt. There are drunk people in there.”

      No shit. That’s probably why she’s up on the table. But I don’t say any of that. Instead, I follow him inside, and just as I’m about to ask him where this woman is, I see her. “Son of a bitch.”

      “Yeah,” Ronnie says. “What am I supposed to do with this shit? It’s a fucking mess.”

      Closing my eyes, I inhale deeply and then blow out the breath, before tilting my face up to the ceiling. Why me, God? Why me? “Alright, I’ll take care of this.”

      “You damn right you will. Like I said, gun and badge.”

      I turn my face to him. “Watch your mouth. Gun and badge,” I throw the words back at him.

      He puts his hands up, and backs toward the bar.

      Once he’s out of my way, I turn my attention back to the woman on the table. Rocky Mountain Way, the Godsmack version, is playing in the background as she shakes her ass, bending over at the waist. Ronnie wasn’t wrong, she’s got an audience. At least ten men are around the table, and they’re getting rowdy.

      I stand back and watch for a few seconds, debating on whether I want to call my grandpa or not.

      Then, the woman drops to her knees, her arms cross over what I know is a great fucking rack, and then those blue eyes meet mine. Those eyes have haunted my life for a long time. Since I got my first hard on, to be exact. Now that her hair is dark brown, the blue of her eyes is shocking.

      “Levi, what are you doing here?” She yells. “Bring that gun over here, and let me show you how to fire it.”

      Fuck it all.

      I elbow my way through the crowd, hoping to get to her before she slips the shirt over her head. I don’t make it, but I do catch the shirt when she throws it. This is all the men surrounding her need to see. They crush in, trying to touch her. “Law enforcement, make a path,” I say, putting some bass and authority in my voice. It takes me longer than I’d like to get to her, but once I do, I shove the shirt in her hands, and grab her by the waist, pulling her down off the table.

      “Levi,” she whines with a pout. “Why are you tryin’ to ruin all my fun? Aren’t men like you who wear fuckin’ hot thigh holsters supposed to be the life of the party?”

      “This is fun?” I point to the men around us. “I think once you sober up, you’re going to be sorry you did this.”

      She stares, her mouth in a firm line. “I won’t.”

      “Maybe you won’t, but I don’t want you to get hurt. Let’s get outta here.”

      But she’s not listening the way she should. She digs her heels into the concrete, and refuses to move. “I’m not ready to go home, I want to stay here. All these men like me.” She gestures around.

      There’s no doubt they do. A few of them could be fucking foaming at the mouth, but I’m not about to leave her here with them. Clearing my throat, I lean down so that we’re at eye-level with one another. “I like you too.”

      “Do you?” She asks, tilting her head to the side. “Because sometimes I don’t know. You seem...irritated with me.”

      “I’m not irritated, right now I’m worried about you.” I try to get the shirt back over her head.

      “No, no, no! Don’t try to cover me up. If I wanted to spend my life covered up, I’d have stayed with him.” I look to the ceiling, counting to ten, when she throws her shirt into the crowd, and then turns to me, pushing her tits out. “Don’t you wanna look at ‘em, Levi? Aren’t they enough to turn you on?”

      Groaning, I slide my jacket off, and then bring it around her shoulders. Bending down so that my lips are at her ear, I growl. “They’re enough. You’re enough, Magnolia Grace. You’ve always been enough. Now will you help me get you outta here?”

      Her blue eyes crash into my dark ones. “No one calls me Magnolia Grace, except for you.”

      That’s what she took out of that? “I’m about to call you by your full government name, and smack the hell outta that ass if you don’t turn around and march out of here.” I point to the exit. “Go.”

      Those eyes of hers darken when I threaten to smack her ass, and if I weren’t on duty, I might be tempted to figure out why she seems so interested. Finally, she pulls my jacket tightly around her, and walks out, wobbling on the heeled boots she’s wearing.

      Once we get outside, I direct her to my SUV.

      “Want me to call Molly? You can probably stay with her tonight.”

      “No,” she says, her voice monotone. “My best friend is sick of my shit right now.”

      Eyebrows arching together, I pull a face. “Molly isn’t sick of your shit, I’m sure. Y’all have been best friends for years.”

      She laughs, but it’s humorless. “Levi, you have absolutely no idea what my life has been like for the last year. Most everyone I’ve been leaning on is sick of my shit.”

      We’ve gotten to my SUV, and she turns so that her back is resting against the passenger-side door. She’s looking everywhere but at me, so I reach down and grab her chin, tugging on it so that we’re looking at one another. “Where do you want to go? I’m not letting you go home by yourself.”

      “You don’t understand, do you? There’s no fucking place for me to go that feels like home,” she whispers the last part, and her chin quivers as she pulls her bottom lip in between her teeth.

      “I don’t get it,” I admit.

      The truth is, I haven’t paid as much attention to Magnolia as I used to. It was driving me crazy, seeing her with her husband when I had a huge crush on her. When I joined Fish and Wildlife two years ago, this kind of became my personality, and I started branching out with new friendships.

      “Fuck off, Levi. Just take me to my house.” She flings the passenger-side door open, but then looks at me when she realizes there’s no place for her to sit.

      “You’re gonna have to go in the back, sorry.”

      She rolls her eyes, and moves to the back. “Open the door, please.”

      I do as she asks, reaching over to buckle her in. When I lean over her waist, I do my best not to look at her chest. Although she’s breathing hard, and it’s killing me not to. The way she’s sitting and I’m situated, I’m right at the level where I could reach forward and take a nipple in my mouth.

      “Levi, either do it, or shut the damn door.”

      To save my sanity, I shut the damn door, and then I pull my cell phone out of my pocket, and call my sister. She picks up on the second ring.

      “Levi, are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine.” At least she’s worried about me when I call later at night. “I’m calling about Magnolia.”

      “Oh shit,” she groans. “What did she do?”

      “Got kicked out of The Laurel Lean-To, I just picked her up. What’s going on with her?”

      She sighs heavily, and I hear her put her hand over the phone, speaking to someone in the background. There’s a lot of rustling, and then I hear her speaking again. “She and her asshole husband are getting divorced, and she’s having some fun.”

      “Fun? She was dancing on tables.”

      Molly snorts. “You didn’t know her in college, Levi.”

      “I suggested I bring her to your house, but she said you’re sick of her shit.” I’m hoping my sister can shed some light on the subject.

      “I’m not sick of her shit,” she argues. “But I’m seeing someone.”

      “You’re what?” I had no idea she was dating anyone. “Who the fuck is it?”

      “I’m not prepared to tell you that right now, little brother. Emphasis on little. But I’m going to be honest with you. Right now, I’ve got some stuff going on, and I don’t know how to be there for her. I’m sorry, but tonight, she’s right. I can’t hang. I know it makes me sound awful, and I love her, but Levi, I don’t think I can give her what she needs.”

      My stomach drops as I hear what she’s saying. I’d hate it if my best friend did that to me. Moving my phone from my ear, I check the time. I’ve got an hour left on duty tonight, since it’s my early night. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of her.”

      “Levi, are you sure?” Molly worries. “Maybe I should cancel my plans.”

      “I’ve got it. Have fun with your mystery man.”

      She giggles, fucking giggles. “Don’t worry, I will.”

      When she hangs up, I shiver. That shit is not what I want to think about when I’m talking to my sister. Going to the driver’s door, I open it, and move my Red Bull and snack out of the way before sliding into the seat.

      “So, Deputy Harrison, what exactly are you going to do with me?” Magnolia asks from the backseat.

      Turning around so that I can see how she responds when I tell her my plan, I say quietly, “I’m gonna clock out early and take you to my place.”

      “You’re gonna what?” Her eyes widen, and her eyebrows move up and down. “No, I can find some place to go.”

      “Or you can come home with me. We’ve known each other almost our entire lives, you can stay with me.”

      She huffs out a breath. I text my boss, letting him know something has come up, and I need to clock out early. When I look back at her, I can’t help but wonder what might have happened if I hadn’t walked into the bar. Backing out of the parking spot, I turn the SUV for home.

      Behind the cage, she makes a noise. “Levi?”

      “Yeah?” I come to a stop at a red light, and then gaze back in the rearview.

      “Do you sleep in the nude, or no?” She snickers. “Because I’ve always kind of wondered what you look like with no shirt on.”

      Closing my eyes, I inhale and then exhale, before meeting hers in the mirror. “Funny, Magnolia Grace, I’ve wondered the same about you.”
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          MAGNOLIA

        

      

    

    
      What the actual fuck am I doing? When I left the house earlier tonight, this had all seemed like a really good idea.

      Go out.

      Have fun.

      Find a man to go home with.

      Forget the man who is in the middle of fucking me over in a divorce that he asked for.

      But I guess things took a turn when I drank just a little too much and stepped up on a table. It had been slightly scary when I stepped up there and looked at the men who eyed me like I was a piece of meat. It’s not at all what I’m used to. My husband of five years hasn’t looked at me like that since a few months after our first anniversary.

      Things had taken a turn though, when Officer Levi Harrison walked through the door.

      I’ve been best friends with his older sister since we were five years old and I moved in next door to them. We’d become inseparable, and still are for the most part. I’m just sick of feeling like a charity case since my divorce started. Over the years, I’ve watched Levi grow up, saw when he started to become a man, but I haven’t seen him now in about a year except for pictures shared on social media.

      And fuck my life. He’s really grown up.

      “You’ve wondered the same about me?” I ask, sliding further down in my seat as I look at him.

      “Yeah, I mean, you had to know I thought you were hot.” He shakes his head, a sheepish look on his face. “I would blush any time you would look at me from the time I turned thirteen until I stopped living at home and seeing you.”

      What he’s saying hits me across the face. I didn’t notice it, but then again, my attention had been on the man I’d eventually married. “I didn’t, but I wish I had,” I say softly. “Then again, it probably wouldn’t have mattered. I’m older than you, and have no business looking at you like I have a shot with you.”

      “Oh, Magnolia Grace,” his voice is rough as he speaks my name. “If you’d only known. I didn’t think I had a shot.”

      My stomach drops slightly as I hear those words. “What if I told you that you do?” I question, needing to hear what he’s really thinking.

      Between my thighs, I’m throbbing as I remember the way he looked at me when he came in the bar and watched me take my shirt off. It had been one of pure hunger and need, that my best friend’s little brother has turned into someone who could satisfy me in ways my husband never thought about.

      “I’d tell you that you’ve had too much to drink, and you need to sleep it off. Decisions made while you’re under the influence are never good decisions.”

      But the fact of the matter is, I know myself. When I’ve had some alcohol, I’m honest in ways I can’t be when I’m completely sober. The girl who is completely sober is the one who’s too shy to ask for what she wants. She’s afraid of inconveniencing people, so she never lets others know what she needs. She’s afraid of being labeled as clingy, so she suffers in silence.

      Which is why no one knows these things, I don’t tell them.

      Hell, I don’t even admit the truth to myself until I’ve had a drink or two.

      “You don’t agree?” He moves his eyes back to the road as the light turns green.

      Part of me doesn’t want to say anything, the other part of me wants to be honest with someone for the first time in my life. So I push back the uncomfortableness of speaking my truth, and go for it. “No.” I swallow roughly. “I don’t agree. You don’t know me, Levi.”

      “The fuck I don’t, I know you,” he argues. “I’ve known you most of my life.”

      Tears pool in my eyes and I shake my head, licking my lips. “You don’t. I haven’t let many people in, Levi. No one knows how much of myself I keep to myself. My hopes, my dreams, my fantasies, the nightmare my life has been the past year, what I truly want in my life. No one really knows.”

      He doesn’t say anything, and I’m afraid that I’ve gone too far. I’ve said too much when I should’ve kept my mouth shut. This is why I don’t normally say much. It’s what keeps me up at night. Thinking about what I shouldn’t have said, what I should’ve said. If there were one thing that I could change about myself, it would be that I’m not afraid to speak my piece.

      But it’s going to take more than a few drinks on a Friday night to get me there. Leaning my forehead against the window, I welcome the coolness to my hot skin. November in Laurel Springs is a crap shoot. The days are usually warm, but the nights can get cool.

      A tear escapes and flows down my cheek.

      November.

      The holidays. They’re coming up, and I’m going to be alone. For the first time in a very long time, I’ll be completely alone.

      Watching the scenery, I notice we’re getting close to Levi’s house. He bought it a year ago, and I’ve come out here with Molly once or twice. Last time I saw it, it was a definite fixer-upper, but it’s got land, and I know that’s something Levi wanted. We park, and the two of us don’t say anything. I have to wait for him to come and let me out. There’s no way for me to open the door from the inside.

      I’m starting to sober up, slightly, and when he opens the door and gives me his hand to help me step down, I pull the jacket tighter around my body. Suddenly shy, compared to what I was back in the bar. I step down, and Levi closes the door, but instead of letting me walk away, he grabs my hand and presses me against the passenger-side.

      We look at each other. His dark brown eyes, the color of bourbon, meet mine, and I’m lost in them. They’ve always been wiser than their years. We stare at each other for longer than I’m comfortable with, and I finally snap. “What, Levi?”

      He opens his mouth, then closes it, but he wants to say something. It’s right there on the tip of his tongue, and for a few moments, I think he’s going to let it all go. Then he reaches out with his hand, pressing a strand of hair behind my ear, and leaning in. His voice is soft, but deep, and it sends goosebumps all along my bare skin.

      “You may think I don’t see you, Magnolia. Might have convinced yourself that you’ve hidden all your feelings, kept all this shit to yourself, and maybe you have some of it. Things happened before I was old enough to notice, or understand, and there’s no way I’m going to apologize for that. I had to grow up.” He stops, straightening his body, and stepping further into my personal space. His free hand moves up to brace against the upper frame of the SUV. “I had to follow my own dreams, and figure out what I wanted to do in my life. Becoming an officer, even though it wasn’t for Laurel Springs Police, wasn’t easy. It took every bit of concentration and time I had to make it.”

      “I know it did,” I interrupt him. “I’m proud of you if no one else has told you that. You look like you’re doing a good job.”

      He chuckles, a puff of air blowing from his mouth. “I appreciate it, Magnolia. But what I’m trying to say is I never forgot about you. Never stopped watching you, or wondering what you were doing. I thought you were happily married though, and I sure wasn’t going to do anything to fuck up your marriage. That’s not who I am, that’s not who my parents raised me to be.” His chin dips to his chest as he spreads his feet so that we’re closer to eye-level. “Had I known you weren’t happy, I would’ve done this a long time ago.”

      My heart thumps within my chest as I try to catch my breath. What the fuck is about to happen? In the middle of all this nervousness, I find my voice. “Would’ve done what?”

      The hand that pushed my hair back behind my ear moves to palm my scalp, and he presses slightly to tilt my face up to his. “If you want me not to, tell me now,” he whispers, his breath on my lips.

      He’s going to kiss me. He’s really going to kiss me. I lick my lips, shaking my head. I can’t tell him no. This is what I’ve wanted for longer than I care to admit. Who knows how long it’s really been, but I knew the moment he walked into the bar tonight and I took my shirt off, that I wanted his attention on me. Now that I have it, I’m not going to let it go. “Please,” I beg.

      A noise escapes from his throat, and it causes my nipples to peak. Wrapping my arms around his waist, I tip my face up to him, and close my eyes. When his lips touch mine, fireworks explode behind my eyes, and sparks fly between the two of us. The type of sparks you read about in romance novels, you see when you watch romantic movies. The dreams I had when I watched Molly and Levi’s parents together.

      I lean into the kiss, letting him take what he wants, giving myself over to him.

      His mouth devours mine, tongue sneaking in between my lips as I hang on for dear life. My knees go weak, but he holds me up with his strength. Both his hands slide down my back, stopping to cup my ass. He bends slightly and grips the curve, encouraging me to lift and wrap my legs around his waist.

      Both of us groan when his jacket slips open and my bare skin presses against his uniform shirt. It’s cold against the warmth of my body, and it’s everything I want and need. He pulls back, and we’re both breathing heavily. Dropping his forehead to mine, we share breath as we stand in his driveway.

      “Magnolia Grace, I’m gonna take you inside.” His voice is guttural, and full of need. “Whatever happens when we get there is completely up to you. I’m a man who understands the word no, okay?”

      I close my eyes and nod, pulling my bottom lip in between my teeth. “I appreciate that. Not all men are like that.”

      The body holding me stiffens. His forehead presses against mine, forcing me to look at him. “What are you saying? Your husband?”

      I nod before he can finish asking. More than once, my husband reminded me that it was my duty to provide him with pleasure. When I didn’t want to, when I wasn’t in the mood, when I told him no to begin with. We still slept together, and I would lie there and take it. I promised myself I would never do it again, and with this man, I believe him. “Yeah, so whatever I do from now on will be one hundred percent my decision.”

      The hands holding my ass grip the globes tightly. “As you should,” he growls. “Even if we’re in the fuckin’ middle of it, you can say no, and any man who doesn’t listen is not only a bastard, but he’s breaking the law.”

      I know all of that, but another thing I know is I won’t have to worry about that with Levi. “Take me inside?”

      “Whatever you want, Magnolia. We’re gonna do whatever you want.”
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          LEVI

        

      

    

    
      I’ve known this woman for as long as I can physically remember. She’s been a part of every single portion of my life, and I’ve been nervous around her, but never like this. “Have you ever been in my house?” It’s a stupid question, but for the life of me, I can’t remember.

      A small laugh puffs out against my shoulder. I’m still holding her, her legs still wrapped around my waist. “No.” She shakes her head. “Molly showed me pics from the listing right before you bought it and I remember thinking it was going to need a lot of work, but then my life crashed and burned. I meant to come out, you’ve invited me when you had get-togethers, but I could never make it.”

      Her tone is apologetic, and I’m getting the feeling that maybe she was right. Maybe I don’t know her the way I thought I did. Never do I remember her being someone I’d call a people pleaser. “It’s okay, I was just wondering. Was going to tell you if you had, it looks way different than when I bought it.”

      “I’ll be able to tell.” Her breath stirs at my ear, causing my cock to take notice. My ears have always been sensitive. I lift her a little higher as I climb the stairs. “Remember, I saw the pictures from the listing. How much work have you done to it?”

      Her
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