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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
Make a promise please, that you’ll always be in reach. Just in case I need you there when I call. This is all so new. Seems too good to be true. Could this really be a safe place to fall?
Lightweight by Demi Lovato 
Chapter One
✯ Mariah ✯
I can’t believe it! Stupid GPS. How is this possible? How does a GPS, something that is supposed to help keep me from getting lost, GET ME LOST?
This is so stupid.
And how the hell is it so hot?
So incredibly hot.
I feel tears stinging my eyes.
No.
I will absolutely not cry.
I won’t.
I will figure this out.
I pull over to the side of the road and take several deep breaths. I close my eyes for a moment and clear out my GPS. I put the address for Arbor Park Apartments into the GPS again and let it figure it out.
Once again, tears sting my eyes. I fight them, but one escapes. I reach up and vigorously wipe it away.
No.
I’m not doing this. I cried the entire way down here. I will not allow myself to cry anymore. I’ve wasted enough tears over him. Both of them. No more.
I glance at my GPS and see it still isn’t working. It’s all it takes for the dam to break. The tears burst from my eyes, and I put my head down on my steering wheel.
Why would it work for me? Nothing ever works for me. I’ve probably just made the biggest mistake of my life. Who the fuck just picks up and moves like that? From one hemisphere to another? Away from everything she’s ever known and ever loved?
Obviously me. I do that. I’m so stupid. I’ve just ruined my entire life.
I jump nearly a mile at the light tap on my window. I turn and see the hottest guy I have ever seen in my life, and for a moment, I’m stunned. He’s tall. His hair is short and dark brown. His face looks like it’s chiseled out of marble with a hint of scruff that makes him look even sexier. His eyes are the color of coffee. I’ve never liked brown eyes, but I could drown in his.
I glance in my rearview mirror and see a squad car. The guy is wearing a Gainesville Police Department uniform with Sergeant stripes. He’s incredibly muscular, but I am not totally sure if it’s the uniform and all of his equipment and gear that make him look like that. His left arm is covered in tattoos as well as some of his right.
I quickly compose myself, wiping my tears as I hit the button to roll down my window. He probably thinks I’m drunk. Or crazy. Or maybe both.
“H-hi.”
“Hey. I’m Sergeant Chance of Gainesville PD. Uh… are you… okay?” he asks me, his voice laced with concern. I close my eyes and take a deep breath, willing the tears away as I nod and force my eyes to open again. “Can I help you out with something?  Anything?”
“I’m so sorry,” I say as he glances in the back of my SUV. “I’m just so lost.”
“Okay. Well, I’ve lived here almost my whole life. Where are you trying to go?”
“Um…” I reach over and hand him my folder with my lease and information for my new apartment. His voice is so calm, steady. He opens the folder and looks at it.
“Okay. Arbor Park Apartments. You’re in 4-4834. You’re not too far away.” He hands me back the folder. I take it and set it back on the seat next to me. “How about you just follow me?”
“Oh. Um. That’s okay. I don’t want to take you away from your job.”
“Well, helping people is my job. Right now you need help. So you’re my job.”  He gives me a killer smile, and my insides melt.
I can’t help but smile back. “If you’re sure...”
“I am.” He glances at the traffic. “I’ll pull up alongside you with my lights on. Block traffic a bit so you can pull out behind me.”
“Okay.”
He shoots me another killer smile and winks as he walks back to his squad. I wait for him to pull up alongside me. Traffic moves over a lane, and he slowly drives ahead of me so I can pull out behind him. I quickly do it. There’s so much more traffic here than Duluth, Minnesota, where I’m from.
As soon as I’m behind him, he switches his lights off. I follow him a few blocks before he turns.  A few blocks after that, he turns into a parking lot and leads me to Building Four. I turn into a parking place, and he backs his squad up so he’s parked behind me. He gets out and smiles that incredible smile again. I have to catch my breath.
“Here you go. You’re on the top floor. Right across the hall from me.”
“Oh! You… live here, too?”
“Yep. You chose well. It’s a good neighborhood. Crime rate is pretty low. People who live here are nice. They even have activities for residents. Every month they do something. Free coffee bar. Gym. Pool.”
I smile shyly as I look up at him. He’s so much taller than me. I’m only five feet three. His height helps him look so… dominant. Intimidating. I speak softly. “Choosing this place wasn’t by chance.”
“You researched it?” He grins as he looks down at me.
I nod. “I rarely do anything without thinking it through. Analyzing. Thinking through it more and harder.”
“I see.” He looks at my SUV. “So… you don’t look like you have a lot of stuff. Do you have a moving truck coming?” He looks back down at me, and I look down at the ground and shake my head.
I gesture at the electric blue 2020 Ford Escape before looking back up. “This is it.”
“Hmm… Well, if you’d like some help, I’m off in a couple hours. I’d be happy to.”
“Oh! No, you’ve done so much already, Sergeant Chance. I don’t have much.”
“Matt. Please. Call me Matt.” I nod and look down at the ground. “And what should I call you?  Mysterious girl from Minnesota?”
I can’t help but laugh a little. “Mariah. Yes, I’m from Minnesota. Duluth, actually. But you probably knew that since I’m sure you looked at and ran my plate.”
He laughs. “Mariah from Duluth, Minnesota. Hand me your phone.”
I look up at him completely confused. “Why?”
“I need your number so I can let you know when I’m on my way home, right?”
“Really. You don’t need to. I can manage.”
“I don’t need to, but I want to. I wasn’t giving you a choice. I’ll bring a couple guys. We’ll get it knocked out quickly. In the meantime, explore the grounds. Get your bearings.” He holds out his hand. I shake my head and chuckle as I open the driver’s side door and reach in to grab my phone. I hand it to him, and he quickly puts in his number and texts himself before handing it back to me.
“So… a couple hours?” I ask shyly.
“Yep.” He shoots me another wink and another killer smile as he walks back to his squad. I watch as he drives away.
I shake my head, unsure of what just happened, as I reach into my SUV to grab a few necessities, my laptop included. I don’t dare leave it in the Florida sun.
A few minutes later, after dropping my laptop and a few things in my new apartment, I do what Matt suggested and take a tour of the grounds. There’s a nice pool. Fairly large. People seem to be enjoying it. I smile as I continue my walk. There’s a nice walking trail behind the building. A park.  People are running and walking on it. It’s so different from Duluth. People seem happy here.
I find the coffee shop and the gym in the building. The gym is incredibly spacious with a lot of equipment. I continue up to my apartment and check my phone. I still have time before Matt is done with work.
It’s the time that always kills me. Always forces me to think. And it’s the thinking that always gets me.
Duluth is a long way away. My father is miles away. But I can’t shut my mind off. I don’t know if I made the right decision.
I moved to Gainesville, Florida, to start over. To get away from everyone and everything holding me back from reaching my full potential. I had very little support there. I don’t here either, but at least I’ll be doing it on my own terms. At least here, no one will be telling me I can’t.
No one will be putting me down. No one will be making me feel like I’m not good enough or pretty enough. No one will make me feel like I’m not worth it ever again.
I take out my phone to text the one person in the world I know I can count on. Lyric Sharpe. She lives in the United Kingdom, but she’s always here for me. I open my chat with her and smile to myself. She always brings me out of my moods.
Mariah: Just got to my apartment. Settling in. I had a bit of a breakdown getting here. Stupid GPS stopped working, and I got lost.
Lyric: Oh, good. I was worried. I hadn’t heard from you in a while.
Mariah: I’m at the apartment thanks to a really hot cop who was really helpful. Turns out he lives across the hall from me.
Lyric: A hot cop, huh? You can’t see it, but I’m smirking.
I laugh. Lyric is such a romantic. She knows I came here for a new start to my life, but I know she’s plotting ways to get Matt and I together in her devious mind. She doesn’t even know his name or anything about him, but she’s already plotting.
Mariah: Pretty sure he’s unavailable. He’s too hot.
Lyric: Not necessarily. You don’t know until you know. Don’t close yourself off. Get to know him. He could be just what you need.
Mariah: He’s so bossy. He’s bringing a couple friends to help me move my stuff upstairs. He didn’t give me an option. He totally just said he’s doing it.
Lyric: Oh… my… God… You can’t see it, but my eyes are so wide right now.
I look at my phone bewildered and shake my head. I’m not sure I want to know what just crossed her mind. Lyric could put me to shame with some of her thoughts. She says it’s the British in her that makes her so wild. I just think she was born with a dirty mind.
Mariah: Dare I ask?
Lyric: I’m not saying a word. At least not right now! This is something you need to find out for yourself.
She sends me a bunch of emoji’s. One is drooling. Another is blushing. There’s also one that is red-faced, as if it’s melting from the heat. She sends flames, and a bunch of blue hearts. There’s even a few that are cry-laughing. And then she throws in an eggplant just because she can. I blush a furious shade of red that I’m sure doesn’t have a name attached to it yet.
As I’m about to reply, I get another message. I look at it, and see a text from Matt. I feel myself smile before I can stop it.
Matt: Hey. Just leaving. I have a couple guys with me to help.
Mariah: Okay. Thank you for everything.
Matt: It’s really no problem. We’ll be there in a few minutes. I’ll text. Meet us downstairs.
Mariah: Okay.
I go back to my conversation with Lyric.
Mariah: You’re awful. Why are we friends again?
Lyric: Because I’m cute and adorable and awesome and annoying. And you love me for it all.
I crack up and wipe my eyes from the happy tears that have pooled in the corners of them, as I start making my way downstairs. A few moments later, she sends a couple of smug emojis as if she knew that she had made me laugh. That just makes me laugh harder.
Mariah: Is that why? And here I thought it was because you can make me laugh like no other.
Lyric: It could be that. There’s no end of possibilities. I’m just so lovable!
Mariah: And perhaps a little arrogant.
Lyric: What? I’m clutching my chest in horror! There’s not an arrogant bone in my body! I’m far too humble for that!
I reach my SUV and lean against it as I wait for Matt and his friends. True to his words, he arrives with two other people in tow as I’m wiping my eyes from the conversation with Lyric. I love that she can do that for me. Get me out of my own head. I quickly tell her that Matt and his friends have arrived as Matt strides up to me.
“Hey. Mariah? You okay?” He furrows his brows in concern.
“Hmm?” I look up at him confused, and then realize it looks like I’m crying. “Oh! Yeah. I was talking to a friend of mine. She had me laughing so hard, I was crying.”
Matt nods, seemingly satisfied, as he gestures to his friends. “This is Brody and DJ. I work with them. Bribed them to help.”
I laugh. “A cop bribing a cop? Sounds legit.”
“He said there would be pizza,” DJ says. He’s a little taller than Matt. He’s just as muscular. He’s tall, dark, and ruggedly handsome, and I can’t help but wonder if they grow attractive cops on the palm trees here.
“And beer,” Brody says. He’s shorter than both DJ and Matt. He’s older and just starting to lose his light brown hair. His green eyes are as kind as his face. He’s not as muscular as DJ and Matt, but I don’t doubt he can hold his own.
“Did he now? Did he also tell you that I literally just moved here and have nothing in my refrigerator except one single water bottle?”
“He did. Minus the water bottle part,” DJ jokes.
“I have beer at my place. And I’ll order pizza. We have a pretty delicious local pizzeria here.  Their pizza is to die for. Honestly. It’s fantastic,” Matt says.
I smile. “Well, okay then. I warn you, though. No furniture. We’ll have to sit on the floor.”
“We’ll have the pizza at my place. My sister is bringing the kids. She should be there by the time we’re done. She can bring the pizza with her.”
“Kids?”
“Two beautiful girls and a boy.” He beams at the thought of his kids. Where there are kids, there must be a wife or girlfriend. My smile falters, but I catch myself. Despite what I’ve told Lyric, I’ve given up on love. I’m here for me. Not any kind of relationship. I need to go back to doing things on my own. Not be dependent on others. It only leads to heartbreak.
It takes less than an hour for the three of them to get everything from my SUV into my apartment. I look around. I have a lot less things than I thought, but I don’t care. It’s mine. This. It’s just mine. It won’t be messy. No one will be able to tell me I can’t write or read whatever and whenever I want. It’s all mine.
“Hey. Earth to Mariah.”
I jump a little, then turn. Matt is standing so closely, and he smells so good. Like some kind of spicy, fresh, perfectly masculine scent. I have to force the immediate images that surge to my brain out of it. Images of me underneath him with his lips all over me are quickly pushed out of my head. He’s taken.  I have to remember he’s taken, and I am not looking for love. Not even a little bit. Love is a bunch of shit.
“You seemed to be a million miles away.”
“I may have been. Sorry.”
“No need to apologize.” He smiles softly. I give him a smile, but it’s forced. He picks up on it immediately. Stupid cop instincts. “What’s wrong?”
I look down. “Maybe I could have pizza with you guys another day?” I steel myself and look up at him.
His eyes. I love his deep brown eyes. But I won’t let myself fall for him. He’s taken. And I won’t make the mistake of falling in love twice. I’ll never fall in love again. Love is awful. It leads to nothing but heartbreak and misery. Years of it.
“What’s going on?” His eyes are narrowed, and he folds his arms over his chest as he stands in front of me. “You have no furniture. No bed. You have no food. You were hardcore crying when I met you earlier. What are you running from?”
I swallow and shake my head. A lump forms instantly in my throat, and I fight back tears.  “Nothing.”
“Mariah.” He reaches out a hand and touches my arm. It instantly soothes me, and that scares the hell out of me.
I’m not doing this.
I can’t.
I won’t.
I will never get close to a man again.
“I’m fine. I have a blanket and pillows until the stuff I ordered gets here.”
“Let me at least bring you an air mattress.”
I pull my arm away and walk to my bedroom. “Don’t worry about me. I can take care of myself.  I trust you can show yourself out.” I snap at him and instantly feel bad about it, but I’m on the verge of a panic attack. I don’t want him to see that. I need to be alone.
Finally, he moves to the door. “I don’t take attitude very well.”
Something clenches on my heart. I almost reach out for him, but stop myself. Instead, I bite my lip. “I’m sorry… I… didn’t mean to snap.”
He nods as he watches me for a moment. “I’m just across the hall, Mariah. If you need me, don’t hesitate.”
I wait until the door closes before I burst into tears again. I grab my pillows and blankets and make a makeshift bed that I curl up in.
My mind immediately goes crazy thinking of everything all at once. I’m divorced. I have no family. Nothing. My father hates me. I’m starting completely over in a completely new city. I don’t know anyone. There’s no way I’ll succeed on my own. I’ve never been totally alone before. Even though I got where I am on my own, I’ve never been totally alone. My mind races out of control with all the reasons why I can’t do this.
My chest tightens, and I fight to breathe as I curl up on the floor in my new bedroom. I reach for my phone and start texting Lyric. She’s the only one who has ever been able to talk me down. She has anxiety herself and knows how to deal with me and my panic attacks. She knows how to get me out of my head. She’s always known just what to say.
Despite the constant texting, messaging, and talking, I can’t calm down. Nothing is helping.
My mind continues to race long into the night, and I fight wave after wave of nausea. Panic attack after panic attack until I feel like I won’t make it through until the morning.
This was a mistake.
A big mistake.
I’ll never be able to do this on my own.
I’m thirty-eight, and I have never been able to survive on my own. I’ve always had help. I’ve always had someone to lean on. I have no one here. All I have is a phone connecting me to the one person who has ever had hope for me and confidence in me.
But she was wrong.
I’m failing her right now.
I’m failing everyone.
Chapter Two
✯ Matt ✯
I’ve been lying in bed for hours unable to sleep. I can’t get Mariah’s beautiful golden hazel eyes out of my head. I love how they look like such a deep blue one second, then green the next. Just as soon as I think I figure them out, they turn gray with these incredible gold flecks. Her sexy smile won’t leave me alone. Her incredible mystery both intrigues and throws me into a rollercoaster ride of confusion.
I know she’s hiding something. I felt it when I first saw her crying. I had been passing by on my usual patrol when I saw her hunched over her steering wheel. At first I thought maybe she’d passed out behind the wheel. It was hot out earlier. It felt like it was in the nineties. It isn’t unusual seeing the heat fuck with people like that. It wasn’t until after I pulled up behind her and walked to her window that I saw her entire body shaking with uncontrollable sobs.
When she looked at me, tears streaking her face, my heart broke for her.
I’d already run her plate when I pulled up. I knew her name. Her age. It wasn’t until after I left her alone in her apartment that I had decided I needed to know more about her. So I kicked DJ and Brody out, leaving my twelve-year-old nephew to watch his younger siblings for about an hour. I drove back to Headquarters and ran a check on her. I didn’t have much to go on, but I found out she’d been married. Maybe twice. Her maiden name wasn’t Carter.
It was Peterson. After that it was Brinsley. And now it is Carter. I’d decided to run a check on marriage licenses for her, but my Captain had come in. I didn’t want to get caught running unauthorized shit, so I went home with more questions about this girl than answers.
Regardless, she’s beautiful, and I can’t get her out of my head. I’d only gotten her to share a little bit with me, but she did say she’s a writer. Must be unpublished, though, because I can’t find shit she’s written anywhere. Under any of her names.
I growl at my thoughts, willing them away so I can at least attempt to sleep, but the Gods above are not on my side. I hear a knock on my door.
Glancing at the clock, I growl again. Who the fuck could possibly think it’s a good idea to show up here at three in the morning?
I don’t bother with a shirt, but I do throw a pair of sweats on. I might be pissed off, but I have a little dignity at the very least.
I open my door a little more forcefully than I intended and see Mariah standing on the
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