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      To every woman who has desperately wanted something she didn’t know how to voice, something that made her heart race and fall into her stomach. Something that made her want to drop to her knees, cast her eyes to the floor, and utter the words…

      “Yes, sir.”
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        In this book you’ll find angst and longing, love, hearts, and flowers. But you’ll also find a blooming Dom/sub relationship and obedience. There is also power switching, light choking, spanking, punishment, withholding of gratification for amplified pleasure, consensual penetration with inanimate objects, and restraint during intimate moments. In the beginning of the story, a secondary character, a teenage girl, goes missing, and you will find talk of the loss of family members, emotional, verbal, and physical abuse from a parent, and of a family member who has in the past been addicted to illicit substances.

      

        

      
        It sounds like a lot when I type it all out, but I promise that my usual humor and themes of strong and found family live within these pages too. And the HEA is utterly swoonworthy with a cowboy hat on top.

        xoxo
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        I make a playlist for every book I write. Sometimes, it’s a song or a specific lyric I hear that brings a character or a scene to life in my head. So these are the songs that inspired me and played on a loop while I dreamed and wrote Forever Finds Us.

        LISTEN ON SPOTIFY

        Or you can go to my website and play the songs there while you read. Scroll down the page to find your favorite book and listen to the songs I hear when I think of each character.

        gretarosewest.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        From internationally bestselling small-town western romance author, Greta Rose West, the seventh book in the Wisper Dreams Series, Forever Finds Us, is a forbidden search for love…

      

        

      
        Brand Lee is the prodigal son. The corporate cowboy. The Lee family success story and the guy in control.

        The second he turned eighteen, he got the hell out of Dodge to escape his father’s temper, but he’s returned home decades later to Wisper, Wyoming, hoping to find whatever it is he’s been missing in his life. He knows it. He feels it when he wakes at night, clutching his chest and gasping for air. He has a thriving company and millions of dollars at his disposal, but when he thinks of his brother and sister and the lives they’ve built without him, he feels the missing piece strongest.

      

        

      
        He’s ready to roll up his crisp, white sleeves and find that elusive happiness.

      

        

      
        But Brand is holding onto secrets his family may never forgive. The guilt eats him alive. When his inevitable punishment comes due,  he’s terrified it will cost him what he craves most.

      

        

      
        Sheriff’s Deputy Roxanne Fitts carries handcuffs and zip ties.

      

        

      
        She follows all rules, upholds them every minute of every day, but when she rescues a sexy billionaire from a broken-down Ford on the side of the highway, she recognizes his name on his license and registration: Brand Lee, her boss’s older brother.

      

        

      
        Roxi’s been searching for some happiness of her own. All five of her sisters have found it, and they popped out a bunch of kids, too, which makes her parents happy, but leaves Roxi feeling all of her forty-one years and… different. Her above-average height hasn’t helped, and the fact that she’d rather spend a day at the shooting range or hiking a mountain than she would shopping for baby clothes or getting a pedicure. She’s dated every available man in the tri-state area, looking for love, and she has the hilarious, but sometimes creepy, stories to prove it.

      

        

      
        She’s a dollar-store girl, an Oklahoma tomboy, so what the hell can some perfectly handsome rich guy see in her?

      

        

      
        She has no clue, but when she unknowingly responds to his question with, “Yes, sir,” and his eyes flash with heat, she’s ready to find out.

      

        

      
        The seventh book in the Wisper Dreams series, Forever Finds Us, is a steamy, forbidden power struggle of a romance. It might make you clutch your pearls, but you’ll do it willingly and beg for more… won’t you, good girl?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          BRAND

        

      

    

    
      Ten miles north of my childhood home near Wisper, Wyoming, I sputtered to a stop on Highway 20 beneath the shadow of Rendezvous Mountain and the shroud of utter darkness it cast over the Jackson Hole Valley.

      As I tried to find my father’s old mechanic’s phone number on my cell, suddenly the glare from a too-bright flashlight tapping against my driver’s side window made me drop the phone. When the SUV made a weird noise and my speed decreased even though my foot had been steady on the gas pedal, I pulled onto the narrow strip of dirt aligning the dark road, and now I hit the button to roll down my window so I could explain to the sheriff’s deputy waiting for a reason why I had parked illegally on a normally busy highway.

      Tonight, the way home was empty in all directions.

      I couldn’t see the deputy’s face—she was tall—but the swell of feminine hips and a brown uniform gave her away. It was the same one my sister wore for work.

      “What seems to be the problem, sir?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, staring at the dash computer, hoping for it to give me a clue, but the screen was blank. The lights were on, but the damn car wouldn’t move. “Engine trouble.” I poked the screen, like that would make it blink back to life.

      “Hm. Isn’t this a new Explorer?”

      “Yeah, it is,” I said, and I leaned closer to my door and peered out my window at the officer now shining her light at the hood of my vehicle. “How’d you know that?”

      “I’ve got eyes, don’t I? Besides, you know how many cars and trucks I see on the job?” Finally, she looked at me, her light brown gaze traveling the side of my face and down my chest. She cocked a brow. “I’m surprised you don’t drive a truck.”

      “I do. I bought this for my mother, but I have a truck too. An F350,” I said incredulously, like I needed to prove my manhood by saying so.

      “License and registration?”

      “For my truck?” I asked, confused. Why would she want that?

      “Are you tryin’ to be funny?” She widened her legs slightly, hands on her hips now, inches away from a serious-looking Glock strapped around her tight thigh and a Taser holstered on her belt.

      “No, ma’am.” I shook my head. “I was just confused.” I reached for the glove box and registration paperwork. “I apologize. It’s been a long day.”

      “You’re from the Sheridan area?” she asked, watching me closely, probably in case I pulled a weapon from my glove box. It wouldn’t be unheard of in Wyoming.

      “Uh, yeah. How’d you know that? Actually, I grew up right outside Wisper, but I’ve lived in Sheridan for a long time.”

      “The ‘3’ at the start of your plate number gives you away,” she said, waving an arm toward the back of the car. “What brings you back?”

      Loneliness.

      “Family,” I said, handing her the registration, and I pulled my wallet from my back pocket, slipped my license out, and handed that to her too. “Here.”

      The officer, who I now noticed had a kind of odd, quiet beauty about her with soft, wavy ash-brown hair and naturally rosy cheeks, took the ID from my hand. A lock of her hair had fallen out of the low bun at the nape of her neck under her deputy hat, and she waved it off her skin with my paperwork like a fan. She shined her flashlight over my license and glanced at my registration, and a little smile lifted the edge of her full, bare lip.

      “Brand Lee. You related to Deputy Sheriff Lee?”

      “Yes, she’s my little sister.”

      She nodded in recognition. “Well, big brother, seems you bought yourself a brand-new, shiny lemon. That’s gonna be a hefty tow bill this time of night.”

      “I’m aware. I was just lookin’ for Mike Williams’s number. I’ll call him and have him take a look at his shop. Maybe it’s just a loose hose.”

      I could’ve called the dealership where I’d bought the SUV. It was seven hours away, but the manager would’ve sent someone for me from the local dealership if I asserted my affluence. I wouldn’t. I could’ve called the dealership owner on his cell, too, but I wouldn’t do that either. I wasn’t someone who kicked up a fuss to get my way. I never had been.

      The deputy shrugged. “Whatever floats your boat.”

      “You’re not from around here,” I said, detecting a subtle nuance in her speech different than what I was used to in my home state, and it occurred to me that I was now interrogating my interrogator.

      “No, sir. From Oklahoma. You comin’ into town for Bax’s wedding?”

      “Yeah, among other things. You know my brother too?”

      “’Course. Wisper’s a small town. I’ll see you at the ceremony. Your sister invited me.”

      For the first time, I focused on her name tag. “R. Fitts? Oh,” I said, realization dawning, “R for Roxanne. You’re Roxi? Abey’s mentioned you.”

      The deputy bent at the waist. She leaned a hand on the edge of my open window, patted it twice, and handed me back my ID and registration, and her big, clear eyes took me in.

      “That’s me. I’ll give you a ride to your mama’s house. You can call Mike Williams on the way, but he probably won’t get out here till mornin’.”

      “Oh, uh, sure. Thanks.”

      “No prob.” She straightened, and I watched her in my side mirror as she walked back to her cruiser. I couldn’t be sure because they all looked the same, but I thought she might’ve inherited my sister’s old truck when Abey took the deputy sheriff promotion a couple years ago.

      I also noticed she was taller than my sister who had been five-ten since she turned twelve.

      Roxanne had the longest legs I’d ever seen, and they led my attention right to her ass, which, wrapped in her fitted uniform, was kind of doing it for me.

      Rolling up my window, I found myself staring at her in my mirror as she opened her door and folded that lithe frame into her driver’s seat, and when she was in the safety of her cruiser, her eyes stayed on my vehicle. She lifted her radio from her dash, probably to report that my new, sixty-thousand-dollar hunk of metal wasn’t abandoned.

      Dammit. Some gift. When I bought the car for my mother, I figured she’d like a shiny, tricked-out, four-wheel-drive SUV to go with her new house. Plus, it was safer than the junker she’d been driving for ages. Or at least I thought it would be until it landed me stranded in the dark, but there was no way I was going to give her the car now.

      Irritation festered beneath my skin. I wasn’t accustomed to my plans not working out, but self-sufficiency had always been more important to me than the need to voice my displeasure. If Mike couldn’t find a quick fix, I’d wait until the start of business on Monday morning, and then I’d quietly let the dealership know that the luxury vehicle they’d sold me was defective, and then they’d scramble and stumble over their apologies and offer me countless perks and free shit to earn back my good grace.

      I checked for traffic, of which there was still zero, and when I stepped out of the car, the crisp air outside was unmoving. There was a stillness and a soundlessness that set my jaw on edge, but it was just the quiet way of Wisper and something I’d have to reacquaint myself with now that I’d moved home.

      Opening the back door, I grabbed my suitcase, laptop bag, and at the last second, remembered my water bottle in the center console, then dragged it all with me to Roxanne’s truck. Until I could build myself a new house, the container I’d rented to store the rest of my furniture and household items would be delivered to my family’s ranch tomorrow afternoon.

      My first night as a returning resident of Teton County hadn’t gone to plan. Was that indicative of my future here back in my hometown?

      Goddamn, I hope so.

      “So,” Roxanne said, staring at the side of my face when I was seated next to her in her truck and had clicked my seatbelt into place.

      “My family’s place is about ten miles from here.”

      “I know,” she said.

      “Right.”

      She put her truck in gear and pulled out and around my deserted SUV. “Your sister says you sold your company and are startin’ a new one here?”

      “I did, Abey’s right. Well, I sold the contracts I had up in Sheridan. Not the company itself, but it’s similar, I guess. We’re startin’ over from scratch down here.”

      “That’s cool though. A lot of people around here will be happy for the jobs.”

      “Yeah,” I said, hoping I could find a solid crew in Wisper and the surrounding areas.

      Starting fresh meant I didn’t have the reputation here that I’d cultivated in Sheridan, but I hoped a few people had heard about some of the jobs we’d worked and would spread the word. A lot of the local crew I’d hired to help build my family’s new rental cabins and houses last year had already started on some of the outbuildings on our ranch and the small inn we’d recently decided to add. Most of those craftsmen and women had inquired about future jobs. That was promising.

      It was a point of pride for me, to bring good-paying jobs to the people of Wisper, jobs that would pay them enough to support their families. I had money now, had spent my adult life making Lee Construction a household name in Wyoming, but my brothers, sister, and I had grown up eating bologna and cheese sandwiches, just like most other farming families.

      Other than the small handful of workers who’d already committed to working for me, I’d need to hire many more. I recruited my office manager to join me, paid her a hefty retainer fee to entice her to Wisper with me, but it was worth it. After working with Tabitha Ketterman over the last year, I didn’t think Lee Construction could survive without her.

      And my right hand, Sweetie Baker, was about to marry my brother Bax, so thankfully I’d have her steady support too.

      Dammit. Bea Baker. Bax and my niece Athena had tried to drum it into my head to stop calling Bea by her nickname, but it was a habit, and one I couldn’t seem to break.

      What is that scent? A calming, warm aroma wrapped around me in the cab of the deputy’s truck. It seemed odd to be riding shotgun next to a law enforcement officer and be tantalized by a fragrance, but it was kind of intoxicating.

      It wasn’t perfume—more like flowers and body heat, and it made my mouth water. The scent fought against my earlier irritation, trying to calm me, but calm wasn’t something I often succumbed to.

      Forced calm worked well in business, but real calm—inner peace—wasn’t something I’d gotten the hang of. I hadn’t found anything that could tame the wild anxiety I sometimes felt, especially when things were out of control, like tonight when the brand-new vehicle I’d bought died on the side of the road.

      But something about Roxanne Fitts’s truck and her scent leeching into my bloodstream had me taking deep breaths and my muscles relaxing. The knotted kink on the back of my neck I’d felt for the last seven hours on my drive to Wisper disappeared.

      Discreetly, I looked for one of those dangling air-freshener trees, but didn’t see one.

      No, the scent was coming from Roxanne, and my eyes landed on the side of her face as she drove.

      Her skin was smooth, but I noticed a few laugh lines around her eyes, and the way she draped her hand over the steering wheel gave off a nonchalant, laid-back air, but she swallowed, betraying her show of ease, and her throat rippled with the movement.

      Was I making her nervous? She was the cop. She had the authority in this situation.

      The movement led me to the hollow at the base of her neck, barely visible below her buttoned-up uniform shirt. A simple necklace lay there, with some kind of delicate charm. A small, gold cross.

      Her free hand resting on her thigh twitched, and she tapped her fingertip three times against the outside of her leg.

      “Abey said you’ll be stayin’ with your mama for a while,” she said.

      “Yes,” I answered, startled out of staring at Roxanne by the sound of her voice.

      She’d been talking to me, but it wasn’t until now that I noticed the silky sound and the way it traveled around the truck cab, like heat rising from asphalt in the summer, making beads of sweat form at the small of my back. The soothing murmur reminded me of simpler times—long summer days and movie nights in the dark, entangled limbs, bodies entwined, skin slipping over softer skin.

      What the hell?

      “Hello-o-o?”

      “Sorry. What?”

      “I asked what your immediate plans are? Do you have a project lined up?”

      “Oh,” I said, stuttering to catch up to the conversation I’d zoned out of again, noticing fir trees and rugged land blurring out my window as Roxanne drove us down the road into higher elevation. “Yes, a new subdivision on the east side of town. It won’t start until spring, so I’ll have plenty of time to get set up here, but the county wants to tear down the old Teton Corner mobile home park.”

      “What?” Roxanne argued. “What about the residents who’ve lived there for years? They’re your mama’s friends. You’re just gonna throw ’em out?”

      “Of course not. They’ll be offered one of the new homes. It’s a low-income development. The county and state will subsidize.”

      “Oh.”

      “I’m workin’ with the builder on a temporary housing plan while the homes are built, but there’s only a few residents left. The trailers are old. They’re fallin’ apart. Those people deserve better.” Thank God my mother had finally moved out of hers and into the home I’d built for her. Every night for the last several years, I’d gone to bed worrying that it might crumble down around her in her sleep. And then the guilt would set in.

      I’d left. Built a life for myself away from my family. I stayed away because I had to. I couldn’t have been the man I’d needed to be in order to build and run my company if I had the tribulations of my family’s lives poking at me every day. And if they knew about some of the choices I’d made, they probably wouldn’t have wanted me around anyway, and they probably wouldn’t be welcoming me home now.

      “Hm.”

      “What does ‘hm’ mean?” I asked. I hadn’t had anyone around to question my decisions in a long time, and the way it niggled and buzzed under my skin surprised me.

      “Nothin’. I’m pleasantly surprised by your answer.”

      Was this woman under the impression that I was a monster? I wouldn’t have elderly people displaced with nowhere to go just so I could make more money. But I didn’t say so.

      Roxanne turned onto Old Fish Creek Road and it wasn’t another mile until I saw the first sign for Spitfire Ranch at Lee Valley.

      The cattle ranch was new, a joint venture I’d bought into with my older brother Bax and our best friend from childhood, Rye Graves. But the Lee Family part had been there for years. My father had tried to make a go at sheep farming and had failed miserably, but the land was rich and good, and alongside Spitfire Ranch, we’d started Lee Valley Cabins, a rental-cabin business that had already begun to bring in a profit.

      Sweetie—dammit, Bea—had finished building the cabins for me last year, and this was our first open season. Already, Bax had told me we’d managed to enchant some of the families and adventure enthusiasts who had visited this summer and fall into booking ahead several years, and soon, the B&B-type inn on the property would be open to guests too.

      My brother and Rye had big plans to tie the cabins to the ranch side of the property, and then my sister and her new wife, Devo, had started a community garden program that would help feed Teton County, and our renters would have the opportunity to participate in tending the garden and harvesting the vegetables if they wanted to.

      If they were run well, any business ventures in the Jackson Hole area were bound to profit.

      I’d remained hands-off until now, but it was part of the reason I’d decided to move back home. That and the guilt I felt every day, plus the fact that I missed the closeness my siblings and I once shared, had me itching to make the move for a while now.

      I’d stayed away long enough. My father was gone. He’d been dead nine years now, and his mean stain on our lives had finally faded. Mostly.

      But there was something else. Something I’d been searching for, something I hadn’t yet been able to define or find, but after several years of feeling this way, when the opportunity to move Lee Construction to Wisper came up, I thought maybe I’d find what I was looking for back home.

      “Here we are,” Roxanne said when she pulled up in front of the house I’d built for my mother. My little brother, Dixon, should’ve been living here with her, but he’d left town, knocked up his girlfriend, and then dumped the kid on our family and taken off again almost a year ago.

      There wasn’t a day that went by when my younger brother wasn’t on my mind, though I couldn’t deny that his vacant room in my mother’s house was convenient for me now, but when I pictured walking into the room intended for Dixon and dumping my shit on the bed he should’ve been sleeping on, guilt pricked under my skin again.

      I’d been gone from our home for twenty years. Dixon had only been gone two, but his absence was louder, and the fact that I’d spoken to him when the rest of our family remained clueless and worried about his wellbeing made the guilt burn in my gut like I’d swallowed liquid fire.

      The house we’d grown up in sat half a mile away from the new house I’d built for my mother last year, crafted in a farmhouse style to match the old home. My brother Bax lived there now, with my soon-to-be sister-in-law Bea, my niece Athena and nephew Stuey, but instead of pale yellow, the new house was a deep blue color, the shutters crisp white.

      “Thank you, Roxanne,” I said, reaching for the door handle. “Or, excuse me, maybe I should call you Officer Fitts?”

      “Roxanne’s fine,” she said, but she wasn’t making eye contact. Was it just me, or was she blushing? “Or Roxi.”

      “Roxanne then,” I said, noticing how her name slid from my tongue in a kind of purr.

      You must be tired. Shut up now before you embarrass yourself.

      “Good night. And thanks again.” I opened my door and grabbed my stuff from her back seat.

      She laid her hand on the seatback and looked over her shoulder. “My pleasure, sir.”

      The soft sound of her voice and the “sir” at the end of her sentence sent a flood of calm through me. It wasn’t unusual for people to address me in that way. My money and the air of quiet expectation I seemed to give off could put even familiar people on edge. I hadn’t anticipated it from Deputy Roxanne, but when her eyes finally met mine, my dick grew hard.

      All it had taken was her kindness and her slightly argumentative nature, but her long legs and the unassuming way her eyes held mine didn’t hurt either.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          ROXANNE

        

      

    

    
      It was so super fun when you showed up late to the function, and static sucked your sundress to the backs of your thighs, and then you realized that the seat your BFF saved for you was in the second freaking row of chairs in front of a really pretty wedding altar, but instead of everyone staring at the roses and wildflowers and the beautiful couple about to say their vows, they were all looking at you.

      Ughhh.

      “Hey.” Leaning forward in the seat I’d just taken at the lakeside wedding she’d invited me to, I whispered to my boss, Deputy Sheriff Lee, or more precisely to the back of her head since she was the sister of the groom and was seated in the front row.

      My best friend, Aubrey, couldn’t have known about my connection to the man sitting next to my boss in front of us because I hadn’t said a word about it to her, but she’d saved me the seat directly behind my boss’s older brother, Brand—the guy I’d picked up on the side of the highway last week and drove to his mama’s place not even a mile away from my current location.

      “Sorry I’m late,” I said to my bestie and boss both. “Accident out by Mr. B’s tree farm. Everyone’s okay. Light vehicle damage. Both parties insured.”

      Thank God Aubrey had saved me an aisle seat so I wouldn’t have to listen to the groans and sighs of the person behind me when they couldn’t see past my shoulders.

      My boss threw me a thumbs up over her shoulder.

      Aubrey pressed a finger to her lips. “Shh.”

      Brand Lee’s head turned slightly, like maybe he wanted to say hello, but then, stiff as a board, he straightened.

      I sat back, crossing my legs and smoothing the hem of the dress I’d changed into in the back seat of my truck. I tried not to turn my head, but I let my eyes wander the small gathering so I could scope out the attendees. My boss was the youngest of four siblings, and her oldest brother, Bax, and his girlfriend, Bea, were about to be hitched in a simple ceremony on the Lee family’s property.

      Lucky fuckers. I envied them.

      Just then, Bea tossed her bouquet. It whizzed past my boss’s head as she ducked and hit me in the face. I squeaked and sputtered and spit flowers from my mouth, then caught the bouquet before it fell to the ground. That was bad luck, right? I thought I’d heard that before, but maybe I was thinking of some other superstition.

      “Everyone’s lookin’ at me,” I whispered to Aubrey. “And isn’t she s’posed to wait till after they say ‘I do’ to toss the flowers?”

      Aubrey shrugged.

      Seriously. Why was every person in attendance staring at me? Only one head still hadn’t turned in my direction, and that was Brand Lee’s. Like, the guy hadn’t even twitched.

      Whatever. I’d never caught a bouquet before. If anybody else wanted it, they could pry it from my cold, dead hands. Everyone laughed at the irregular wedding etiquette. The bride shrugged and grinned, and said to her groom, “You knew I was weird before you asked me to marry you. Deal with it.”

      Maybe it was a little sappy of me, but I believed the old wives’ tale, that if you caught a bouquet at a wedding, you’d be next to get married. So yeah, I was envious of Bax and Bea.

      But not about the kid part, though. Bax’s teenage daughter, Athena, was a great kid, and she looked so pretty in her purple and white dress, standing up next to Bax at the altar, but Bax and Bea were also raising his brother’s little boy, Stuey.

      Dixon Lee, the youngest of the Lee brothers, had disappeared after an unsuccessful stint in rehab a while back, and then a year ago, he reappeared, abandoned his surprise infant son with Bax and Bea, and disappeared again. No one knew where he was now, whether he was dead or alive.

      Normally a hoot and a great boss, Abey had been pretty torn up about it. Her mom even more so. Abey might’ve been the youngest in her family, but she’d told me Dixon was her mama’s baby. He’d never been responsible or a productive member of society. Bax, as the eldest Lee, carried the weight of the world on his shoulders, and when his first wife passed, that hadn’t gotten better, but he’d found Bea and had been loosening up lately.

      That left Brand Lee. The middle brother. The well-off owner of Lee Construction up in Sheridan who’d just moved home to be closer to family. He’d never been married that I knew of and didn’t have kids. He was kind of mysterious, or at least it seemed that way to me since I knew all about his siblings and nothing about him.

      Now, Brand watched his nephew Stuey wiggling in his grandma’s arms next to Abey, and a little smile curved the edge of his lip. Brand was clean-shaven, but I could see the hint of stubble filling back in.

      Stuey was cute and all, with his waving brown hair and chubby, dimpled cheeks, but I could do without the sticky hands and wailing cries of babes in my life. Little Stuey stood on his granny’s legs and peered over her shoulder. His baby blues landed on me, and he smiled and waved. Lifting my hand and scrunching my fingers discreetly, I wondered why I’d never really wanted kids. Did that mean there was something wrong with me?

      I mean, not that I could do much about it now, single and in my forties. My five sisters all had kids. You’d think that’d make my mama and daddy happy, but they were back in Oklahoma, still praying for me to jump on the domestic-bliss chain gang.

      Hope they brought kneepads to church.

      Stuey flopped down onto his granny’s lap, finally facing forward, and Aubrey bumped my elbow when she noticed me fidgeting and chewing on the cuticle around my thumbnail. I crossed my arms tightly across my chest to stop myself, and a memory of the old SNL skit filled my head, the one with the nerdy high school girl who was always sticking her hands in her armpits and then she sniffed them.

      The preacher droned on, “Do you, Beatrice Baker, take Baxton Lee to be your….”

      Hm. Brand has a really nice neck. Like, the guy’s built. It’s clear he works out, or maybe he stays fit because he runs a construction company. I thought he was just the suit in charge, but it looks like he gets pretty physical. His neck is smooth. The short, golden-brown hair there is sexy.

      Biting my bottom lip hard enough to draw blood, I stared at the back of some guy’s neck and found myself wanting to lick it. My leg started jumping, my finger tapped out a one-two-three against the side of my thigh, and my usual affirmation sounded in my mind: You are enough. You are not too much.

      Aubrey elbowed me in the ribs this time.

      Right. Pay attention, Roxi. It’s not like every wedding isn’t the same. I rolled my eyes. You’ve been to 567 of them. By now you’re practically ordained. Always the bridesmaid, never the bride? Five times had to be some kind of record. Isn’t there a movie about that, a professional bridesmaid?

      The preacher wrapped things up. “By the authority vested in me by the state of Wyoming, I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may now seal your promise with a kiss.”

      Bax swept Bea up into his arms. She threw hers around his neck, balancing on the tips of her bare toes to press her lips to his. But then she reached down and hiked her long, lavender skirt up her legs, Bax lifted her, and she wrapped them around his waist. The flowing fabric bunched and draped itself over Bax’s crisp Wranglers, and they attacked each other’s mouths.

      Cheers and whoops erupted from the crowd. Everybody stood, so I followed suit, trying to wiggle the underwear out of my butt crack without anyone noticing. Finally, the flexing and releasing of my ass cheeks did the trick, and I clapped in relief.

      Leaning down closer to Aubrey, I whispered, “These pantyhose are makin’ my butt itch.” If I wasn’t wrong, a little tear had escaped her eye. My comment made her laugh, which had been the point of me making it.

      Aubrey and her boyfriend, Rye, had talked about marriage, but Aubs had been married before. It hadn’t been a great experience to begin with, and then her husband went and got himself killed overseas when he was in the Army and left her with two teenagers to raise alone at the time. But Rye was nothing like Aubrey’s former husband. Rye was kind and patient and all in for a life with Aubrey, even if she never said yes to his repeated proposals.

      She would though. If I knew my best friend, and I did, she’d say yes soon. She just had to get over herself first.

      Their love was the kind I’d longed for my whole life.

      I hated to complain—actually, I kind of loved it—but growing taller than nearly every person I’d ever met by the time I hit seventh grade hadn’t set me up for social success in high school. The only thing my height had been good for was guaranteeing me a healthy dose of insecurity and a place on the girls’ basketball team.

      Boys? Dating? Yeah, being six-feet tall wasn’t the way to any boy’s heart. Most teenage boys were insecure, too, and if they had to look up at their date, it kind of ruined the romantic vibes. I’d brought out the little-man syndrome in every guy I’d liked since I was thirteen. It was my curse in life and probably the root of all my self-doubt.

      How the hell was I supposed to be swept off my feet when no man I’d ever dated had been able to lift me?

      The party moved around the lake to where more chairs and tables had been set up. Big speakers surrounded a small beach and sandy area, and everyone was taking off their shoes and stowing them underneath their chairs.

      Great. I hated my feet. They were big. Kind of cute though, but bigger than most men’s. Just another reason to set me apart, to tell every guy in a five-mile radius that I was no petite, dainty lady, which was what it seemed every cowboy around here wanted, but whatever. It wasn’t like I could dig my big feet into the sand and hide them, like a dang flamingo.

      Aubrey claimed a table for us, we dumped our purses on it, stuck our shoes beneath, and she hung Rye’s jacket over a chair to save his seat since he’d been part of the ceremony and was currently having his picture taken.

      If anyone wanted to go through our bags, the only important item in my purse was Honey Bee lip balm. I’d left my gun and wallet locked in my truck. I felt naked as a jay bird without the old Smith & Wesson 469 my uncle Al had given me when I enrolled in the police academy back home. But there were kids here, and people were about to get drunk. The bar table and keg had more bodies surrounding it than the buffet table did.

      I sat while Aubs went to find her man, and I watched the guests all making their way up to congratulate Bax and Bea. There were many people in attendance I didn’t know but most smiled or greeted me. I’d seen them around town on the job or at the local watering hole, Manny’s Bar, but hadn’t had occasion to get to know them. Aubrey and I had become best friends pretty much the minute I stepped foot in Wisper on my first day with the sheriff’s department. I’d made friends through Aubrey and Abey, even joined a book club which had become like a family to me.

      I missed my own family, but only one of my sisters still lived in Oklahoma near my parents. The rest had scattered farther around the US with their husbands and kids. The six of us kept a text thread going, and we sent memes and checked in with each other most days, but I hadn’t seen any of my sisters in person in almost two years.

      Aubrey returned with a beer from the keg for me, which I’d decided to pretend was an expensive Aperol spritz, and just as I brought the red, plastic cup to my mouth and took a deep whiff of the hoppy bitterness, my cell rang in my crossbody purse on the table. The dreaded X-Files theme-song ringtone told me it was my partner, Dan.

      I ignored it. I was off duty, and he was probably calling to suggest again, like he had the one and only time I’d encountered him drunk, that since we were both single and lonely, we should hook up.

      Yeah, never gonna happen.

      He wasn’t creepy about it. Just resigned to the inevitability, like a pact you make with your best friend in eighth grade that if you’re not married by thirty-five, you’ll marry each other. But I set down the beer, just in case Dan was calling to inform me of a bad accident in town, a reported crime, or maybe aliens had landed and were setting up shop at the top of Mount Bannon. X-Files indeed.

      Abey approached with a petite redhead following at her side. The woman was all smiles and polished teeth.

      “Hey, Roxi,” Abey said. “This is Tabitha. She just moved here to work with Brand.”

      “Oh.” Huh. Why did that grate my nerves? One-two-three. “Nice to meet you.”

      I extended my hand and Tabitha shook it, but the fact that she worked with Brand Lee rankled. She was perky and perfect. And short, or at least normal-woman-sized, which probably suited someone like Brand better than my telephone-pole height.

      “Roxi works with me at the station,” Abey said, but her attention drifted as we heard Stuey throwing a tantrum by the buffet table. The gargantuan, plastic bowl of grandma-style potato salad in the middle of the spread was calling my name, but I ignored the craving ’cause I didn’t want to pig out and embarrass myself.

      Abey’s mama, affectionately known to her children as Merv, looked like she was at her wit’s end as the kid stomped the ground, tugging on Merv’s puce-colored skirt and pointing at the wedding cake. Stuey held his breath, and his little face turned the color of a beet.

      “S’cuse me for a minute,” Abey said, and she dashed over to assist and left me standing there, stranded and trying to make conversation with Miss Perky Everything.

      If somebody started a conga line and I had to hold onto her hips while we hopped around the reception in a procession of stupidity, I was going straight back to my truck for my gun.
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      “So,” Tabitha said. “You’re a Wisper transplant too?”

      “Huh?” I asked, watching as Abey got down on her hands and knees to distract Stuey away from the cake. She wasn’t the kind to care about getting her outfit dirty.

      Stuart Lee had recently decided he’d rather be a dog than a human, so sometimes the only way for the adults around him to “talk” to him was to pretend to be a dog too. If Abey were a dog, I figured she’d be a white shepherd, with her pale-blond hair and her noble stature. Stuey was definitely a yapping Chihuahua. Or maybe a corgi.

      “Abey tells me you moved here from Oklahoma.”

      “Oh, right,” I said, focusing on Tabitha’s pretty face again, noticing her perfectly symmetrical features and the adorably nervous habit she seemed to have of sweeping her auburn hair over her shoulder with one perfectly polished finger.

      Man, I really needed to stop comparing myself to her. I’d done it like six times already in my head, and I was starting to piss even myself off.

      But, gah!  She had gray eyes the color of sexy smoke, which I imagined had the ability to lure men from all corners of the US with only a wink. Had she used her powers on her boss? That was what I really wanted to know. Desperately. But like, how was that fair? I’d only spent ten minutes with the man.

      But he was just so sexy! God, just the sound of Brand’s voice in my truck the other night…

      Brand Lee had an air about him I didn’t usually run into around here, like he was someone. Like he knew what he wanted and how to get it, and if anybody had plans to get in his way, they better watch out, and the thought of this Tabitha drooling all over him in his office made the insecurity inside me rage.

      You’re not good enough, rich enough, pretty enough, smart enough…

      One-two-three.

      It didn’t matter. I’d get over it. I’d feel jealous and wistful for a few days, but then my daydreams would fade away and I’d resign myself to being alone again, like I always did. Maybe Dan’s default-hookup pact had some merit.

      For a while there, I’d gone on dates with every single man I could find in the tri-state area, but all that had gotten me was a lot of creepy first-date stories—one where I’d strongly considered using my Taser—no second-date stories, and many blocked cell phone numbers. When that got old and severely disappointing, I just tried to settle down. I spent time with my friends and focused on my job. I’d taken up crocheting and had gotten surprisingly good at it.

      Ughhh. Now all I needed was ten cats, and I’d be set for life. Even my four-year-old nieces were sick of the crocheted bunnies and unicorns I kept sending them.

      “Yeah,” I answered Tabitha. “I’ve been here a couple years. Before I came to Wisper, I worked Yellowstone, but I’m from the Oklahoma City area. Born and raised, actually. Where are you comin’ from?”

      “Joplin, Missouri. Do you know it?”

      I shook my head. “Sounds familiar though.”

      “It’s near the northeast corner of Oklahoma. Anyway, I’ve been in Sheridan now for about two years and at Lee Construction for almost a year. When Brand announced he was selling his contracts up north, he asked if I wanted to make the move down here to help him set up shop in his hometown. I love the mountains and the small-town feel, don’t you?”

      “Yeah,” I said as my phone rang again. “Sure do. S’cuse me for a sec.”

      Grabbing my purse from the table behind me, I yanked my phone out. Oh yeah, I thought, I just love the small town, where there’s a sum total of one eligible guy, and this Tabitha, with her tiny hips and plump lips, is probably sleeping with him. Seriously, without some kind of liquid rubber filler injected into them, how did any woman have lips so perfect? Had she been born with those luscious sex pillows?

      “Yeah?” I clipped at Dan at the end of the line when I answered his annoying and repeated calls.

      “All hands on deck,” he said. “Lost hiker.”

      Aw, shit. “You call the boss? She didn’t say anything.”

      “She didn’t answer,” Dan said. “You still at the party?”

      “Yeah, I’ll let her know.”

      “10–4.”

      I hung up and slipped my phone back in my purse, searching over the tops of the wedding goers’ heads for Abey.

      “Everything okay?” Tabitha asked.

      “Uh, no, actually. I’ve gotta go. Do you see Abey anywhere?”

      Tabitha pivoted on her feet, still in her cute, champagne-colored ballet flats, and I noticed her rack when she faced away from me. Dammit. Her double Ds made me officially hate her.

      “There she is,” she said, pointing across the party to where Abey stood talking to Tabitha’s boss and, I realized, the hottest guy I’d probably ever laid eyes on. Brand stared back at us as Abey held Stuey, laughing as she tickled his ribs.

      “Nice to meet you,” I called over my shoulder as I rushed to Abey.

      “Nice to meet you too. Maybe we’ll see each other around…”

      When I was standing in front of her and had startled her, Abey arched an eyebrow.

      “Dan called. He says they just got a report of a missin’ hiker. He tried to call you, but you didn’t answer.”

      “Ah, dammit. Here.” She pushed her nephew into Brand’s hands, and Brand’s eyebrows rose, too, but he was still staring at me. “Stay here,” she said to me. “Let me go tell Bax and Bea I’m leavin’.”

      “Sure.”

      “Is the hiker injured?” Brand asked after Abey
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