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Disclaimer
The books in this series are based completely on dreams that I’ve had or that one of the other people in my relationship has had. They all have a little bit of real life thrown in so that you, the reader, can get to know us a little bit better.
These books can and should be read as standalone books. There isn’t an order to them. All of the characters in the books are the same, as they are all based on characters from real life.
As you read these books, please keep in mind that other than the characters and the city they are based in, these books are not connected to other books in the series. They aren’t a continuation of other books. They are all novellas based on dreams that revolve around the same characters.
As you keep that in mind, please enjoy reading this book. I do hope you will also read the others in this series and love them as much as I loved writing them!
Opening Quote
Steel to my trembling lips. How did the night ever get like this? One shot, and the whiskey goes down. Bottom of the bottle hits. Waking up my mind as I throw a fit. The breakin' is takin' me down. My heart's beating faster. I know what I'm after. I've been standing here my whole life. Everything I've seen twice. Now it's time I realized. It's spinning back around now. On this road I'm crawlin'. Save me ‘cause I'm fallin'. Now I can't seem to breathe right. 'Cause I keep runnin' from my heart.
Runnin’ by Adam Lambert
Chapter One 

✯ DJ ✯
“Dad? Why is mom such a bitch?” my twelve-year-old son, Layne, asks as he sits down next to me. I keep my eyes closed as I lean my head against the back of the couch. I love my son, but it’s been a long fucking day, and this isn’t a conversation I want to be having.
What I want is to kick back with a cold beer and forget this day ever happened. If there was a reset button on life like there is on my PlayStation 5, I’d be all over it. I’d start everything about this day over. I’d call in sick and stay in bed. Seems like the best plan I’ve ever come up with. Too bad the Gods don’t agree with giving humans the ability to turn back time.
I sigh long and hard. “Because it’s in her nature, buddy. Good thing I have custody of you and not her, huh?”
I’ve never spoken truer words. Besides my son and family, I’m pretty sure nothing in my life has worked out the way I thought. I love my job. I love working with SWAT. I love being a Sergeant with the Gainesville Police Department. It’s all I’ve wanted to do my entire life. I reached the goal, and I’m proud.
Ironic that it’s a job I love so much that keeps me from being honest with not only myself, but everyone around me. At least part of the reason. The other part is I honestly question if my family and friends would still want anything to do with me if they knew who I truly am. This dark being that I keep shut away behind a façade.
To everyone who knows me, I’m nothing more than a good forty-nine-year-old guy who is a single father providing the life he never had for his son. I’m a good cop who tries his damnedest not to miss one of Layne’s basketball games or softball games. I try not to miss holidays. Even if I’m working, I do my best to stop by a game or drop in on family dinners.
I go out on dates. I take time for myself. I make time to spend with friends. To everyone, I’m a regular guy who loves his family.
“She promised me she’d be at my game today. She wanted to make up for the last time.”
I open my eyes and scrub my hands down my face. “She’ll come up with an excuse for it. You know she will. I wish I could tell you that she’ll change but it won’t. I’m not going to lie to you about it, buddy. I hate that she gets your hopes up, though. Go get ready for bed.”
“But it’s not time for bed.” Layne looks at me curiously. I glance over his shoulder at the wall clock. How the fuck is it not eight o’clock yet?
“Then go take a shower or bath or something.”
He laughs “Dad, I did already.”
I grin. “Then how about leaving me alone to wallow in my own self-pity for five fucking minutes.”
Layne laughs again. “Why didn’t you just tell me to go away and finish my homework?”
I raise an eyebrow. “You still have homework?”
“Well, no. I don’t.”
“Because you’re too smart for your own good.”
He smiles. “Bad day?”
I chuckle. “Kinda. Yeah.”
“Maybe a shower would help.”
I chuckle. “Maybe you’re right.”
Layne grins as he gets up. I follow him up the stairs as he heads for his bedroom. I walk to mine and take his advice. I take a shower. When I get out, I feel a little better. My son is very smart. It’s probably why he’s skipped grades. He’s in eighth grade this year. He’ll be starting high school next year. An entire year early.
I throw a pair of sweats and a t-shirt on and walk to Layne’s bedroom. I chuckle when I see him happily snuggled into his bed with a comic book.
“Hi, dad,” he says, looking up at me. “Feel better?”
I lean against the door frame and fold my arms over my chest. “Yeah. I am. What comic are you reading tonight?”
“Batman.”
I smile. “That’s my favorite. Did you steal it from my room?”
He laughs. “No. You bought me it.”
I chuckle. “One hour. Bedtime.”
“Okay, dad.” He curls back up with his comic as I head back down the stairs.
I yawn and head straight for the kitchen. I grab a beer from the fridge and begin walking outside to my back patio. I’m stopped in my tracks by a rather loud knocking on my door.
“I can’t catch a fucking break today,” I growl as I pivot and head for the door. I shake my head as I throw it open. “What?”
“That any damn way to answer the door for your best friend?”
My throat goes dry as I stand looking at my best friend, Matt Chance. He’s a Lieutenant with Gainesville Police Department. He’s just as tall as he is muscular. He’s six feet four to my six feet three. His arms are covered in tattoos. His short dark hair is a mess, but the kind of mess that doesn’t look like a mess at all. His eyes are dark and intense enough to feel as if they are burning through my own jade ones.
I clear my throat and take a drink, trying to cover up the fact that I was just staring at him, imagining everything I’d like to do to him. Beginning with my tongue down his throat. Him pushed against the wall with me pressed against every single one of his ridges.
Fucking hell.
“You intend on inviting me in? Florida is warm most of the time, but that wind whipping around out here is a little nippy.”
I can’t help but allow myself to drink him in as I step back. I take another swig of the beer as he steps inside. I don’t know how the hell he makes jeans and a black leather jacket look that good, but he does it. Matt fills out all of his clothes to perfection. His uniform. Jeans. Fuck. He even looks good in gym shorts.
I shake my head before thoughts of sweat dripping off his abs invade my head. Matt is the entire reason I get hard ons in the gym. Fuck. He’s the entire reason I get hard ons at all. I bite back a groan as he takes his jacket off and hangs it up on one of my coat hooks. Why does all of his clothes have to look like they’re painted on?
“What are you doing here at this hour?” I finally ask. Matt heads for my kitchen. He’s managed to make my house feel like it’s just as much his.
He bends over to grab a beer. I immediately snap my eyes away and take another drink. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear he knows my secret, and every movement he makes is intentional. Like he knows what he does to me. Like he knows I’m gay and am head over fucking heels in love with him.
But there’s no way he can know that. No one, but my other best friend, Lyric knows that. If anyone else did, I wouldn’t have the respect I do at the department. Or maybe I would. The truth is, I don’t know. If I’m being honest with myself, I’m afraid to find out.
Matt closes the refrigerator door and leans against the counter as he opens the bottle of beer. My son thinks I’m a superhero. My family thinks I’m brave. I run into situations others run away from.
But I’m not a superhero. I’m not brave. If I were, I’d be able to tell Matt how I feel. How I’ve felt for years. I’d be able to admit that one of the reason things didn’t work out with Layne’s mother is because I’m attracted to men.
It’s something I’ve fought for as long as I can remember. For many years, all throughout high school when all my friends found the cheerleaders hot, I thought something was wrong with me. Because I didn’t. I didn’t find the popular, attractive girls in high school hot. I found the guys on my football team hot.
Matt’s intense gaze seers into me. “I thought you could use some company after getting your ass reamed today.”
I sigh and head for the patio. “Grab me another beer.” I don’t bother looking back at him as I walk outside and drop into a chair near my grill. Matt follows with another for us both. He drops down in the chair next to me. He’s right. It’s cold out here tonight. But I could care less.
“Well?”
I don’t need to look to see he’s looking at me. “Well what?”
“Don’t be an asshole. You know what.”
I look out over my backyard pool. The wind rustling the water, and the moon glinting off it makes it look like diamonds. Rough cut diamonds, but diamonds nonetheless. I take a long drink of my beer, finishing it off. I immediately open the other one.
“You know the accident wasn’t my fault.”
“I know. Doesn’t mean the department doesn’t need to investigate it.”
“What’s to investigate? I had my emergency lights on. I slowed down at the red light. She crashed into the back of my squad because she was texting and not paying attention. She admitted it. So what’s to investigate?”
“Anything involving an accident with one of our officers is going to be investigated, DJ. You know that.”
I take another drink, growling low in my throat as I glare at the water. “I do know that. Doesn’t make it less irritating, though. Why should the department investigate me? I did everything right. I slowed for the red light to make sure no vehicles were coming. I didn’t slam on my brakes. I had my lights on going to an emergency call for help. I couldn’t do a damn thing about her crashing into me.”
Matt puts his hand on my thigh. My eyes snap instantaneously to where his hand rests. Heat courses through my body and straight to my dick. I close my eyes and pray to any God that’s listening to help me keep my dick in check. After a moment, I open my eyes and focus on the water.
“You know as well as I do what’s going to come out of this. You haven’t been suspended. But I had no choice but to send you home for the rest of the day. It’s policy, DJ.” He squeezes my thigh and looks out at the water.
I release the breath I didn’t know I was holding as he lets go. I reach down to subtly adjust myself. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Matt catches me in the act. I’d be embarrassed, but I’m too fucking tired to give a shit, so I take another drink and keep my hand on my dick.
“I’m a good cop. That accident could have been what cost that woman her life today.”
“And we finally get to the reason you’re as upset as I can see you are.”
I sigh because he’s right. I had been on my way to a domestic disturbance when my squad was hit from behind by a woman who had been texting her boyfriend. She hadn’t noticed the light had turned red, or that I had slowed down. I had to call another squad who was further away from the call than I was to take it. By the time he arrived, the woman had been stabbed twelve times. She died on the way to the hospital.
I look over at him. “I was almost there, Matt. I was three blocks away. That woman caused a three car accident that could have been totally avoided. I could have gotten there in time. I could’ve saved her life.”
“Or… maybe not. I know how hard this is on you. I came over here tonight because after I interviewed the paramedics who got to that woman’s house, the consensus is the same. It wouldn’t have mattered if you hadn’t gotten in that accident. She’d been stabbed while she was on the phone to dispatch. She was already on her last breath by the time they arrived. And they had been dispatched at the same time as you. The scene was already under control. The guy was already in the back of the squad when they got there. They didn’t have to wait to get in the house. There was nothing you could have done, DJ. Nothing.”
I search his eyes for a few moments looking for anything that would tell me he’s only telling me something he knows will make me feel better. Seeing no deception on his part, I feel a little of the tension I’ve felt the past few hours dissipate. I lean back in the chair and let my head fall back as I swirl the beer in my bottle.
“I don’t know if that makes me feel truly better or not.”
“Losing someone on a call is never easy. You’ve been a cop for almost twenty-five years. You’ve lost a couple people. Wasn’t easy on you then. Won’t be now.”
“This is different. I’ve never lost someone like this. I’ve lost people on medical calls. This was…” I shake my head. Matt puts his hand back on my thigh again and gives it another gentle squeeze.
I choke back a groan and try to hide my growing problem. It doesn’t work, so I stand and down the rest of my bottle in a couple long swallows. I glance back at Matt, catching him watching me. I see his eyes flare with something I don’t recognize. I quickly turn away, knowing that I’m seeing things that aren’t there. My emotions are all over the place today.
I walk back into my house and head straight for the kitchen. I contemplate another beer but remember Layne. I can’t get wasted with him in the house. If something happened to him, and I couldn’t do anything because I got drunk, it would kill me. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself.
I opt for milk instead. I see Matt picking up my bottle I left on the ground outside as he grabs his and comes inside. He throws both of our empty ones away and opens his second one. I lean against the kitchen counter and hide behind my glass as I gulp the milk. Anything to keep my mind off him against my wall.
He leans against the counter next to me and sips his beer. “You do know I know you’re gay.”
I choke on my milk and stare at him wide-eyed. “What? I -” I cut myself off as he stares pointedly at my dick.
“I’ve known for a long time, DJ.”
“How?” I shake my head. “I’ve been so careful. No one in my family even knows!”
“You think I don’t recognize the signs of someone doing everything he can to hide who he truly is? Fuck, I’ve been doing it my whole life.”
My mouth drops. “You’re the object of every woman’s fantasy that has ever come in contact with you. You flirt so well with them, they fall at your feet. I’ve known you for fifteen years. How the hell did I not know?”
He shrugs. “Too busy trying to deny it to yourself?” He grabs my glass. Good fucking thing because my hands are shaking so badly, I’d been dangerously close to dropping it. He puts the glass and his bottle by the sink, then he turns back to me. “I think maybe it’s time you stop denying it.” He puts his hands on the counter on each side of me as he moves closer until his chest is touching mine, and his lips are a breath away from mine. I suck in a breath as his dick presses against me. “Don’t you?”
My heartbeat quickens. I can hear the beat in my ears like a bass drum. My eyes drop to his lips as he presses more firmly against me. I can feel his hard cock against mine. He grinds against it, and I feel like I’m going to bust out of my jeans. My hands grip the counter the closer he gets. I can’t back away. I don’t even want to.
“Fuck,” I whisper. Before I can stop myself, I’m pushing off the counter and backing him against the very wall I envisioned him against only a little while ago.
My mouth crashes to his as his back hits the wall. We growl, moan, and groan into each other’s mouths as our tongues fight for dominance of each other’s. I know as soon as his hand finds my dick that I have no hope of winning the battle, though.
He backs me up to the couch, his hand squeezing my dick over my jeans. My hands are all over him like I’m a damn virgin. I don’t know where to grab. I don’t know where to touch. But I don’t want him to stop for a second.
We both fall onto the couch. Matt doesn’t let go of me. He continues his assault on my mouth as he undoes his jeans and mine faster than I’ve ever managed to undo a woman’s bra. As soon as I feel his rough and calloused hand against the soft flesh of my hard as steel dick, I nearly come. I jerk into his hand as he strokes me hard and fast.
I look at him with dazed eyes as he pulls back from the kiss. He kisses down my jaw to my neck as he brings his dick against mine.
“Oh, fuck!” I arch against him as he thrusts against me stroking both of our dicks together tightly in his hand. I tug his hair as he bites my shoulder.
I feel him tremble against me as he pants against my neck just as hard as I am against his. We wildly thrust against each other. My dick throbs. I grip his wrist with my other hand as his mouth crashes to mine again.
“Fuck, DJ. Come for me. Now. Right fucking now.”
I can’t help but obey him. I come hard. I jerk and arch into him as I give him exactly what he demands. It’s like my body is his to control. I have no say in the matter. His tongue meets mine in a fuck of tango as I moan. He moans low as he comes, soaking the front of my jeans and my cock as he collapses on top of me, his hips jerking to the same rhythm as mine.
My eyes slam open as I feel something wet hitting my face. I blink a few times trying to figure out where the fuck I am. I shake my head to clear the haze of just waking up from a deep sleep and realize that the wind is whipping rain against me. I look down when I feel something wet and see the front of my jeans soaked in come.
“What the hell? How did I even get out here?” The wind gusts and picks up one of Layne’s pool toys, slamming it against the side of the house, cutting off any more thoughts I have about why I’m sleeping on my patio in one of the pool chairs. “Fuck!”
I stand up and run to quickly pick up the loose toys in the yard. I put them away in the shed and sprint back into the house as the rain starts pelting me, drenching my clothes. I start locking the doors and shutting off lights. I jog up the stairs as I strip off my soaked shirt. I check on Layne, satisfied he is sleeping. I quietly shut off his light and walk silently to
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