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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
Scars make us who we are. Hearts and homes are broken, broken. Far, we could go so far, with our minds wide open, open. Hey, tears all fall the same. We all feel the rain. We can't change. Everywhere we go, we're looking for the sun. Nowhere to grow old. We're always on the run. They say we'll rot in Hell, but I don't think we will. They've branded us enough. Outlaws of love.
Outlaws Of Love by Adam Lambert 
Chapter One
✯ DJ ✯
“Fuck! Are you kidding me? Where the fuck is the flag on that one!” I yell at the TV.
“Are you blind, you fucker?” My best friend, Matt Chance, throws an M&M at the TV. It pings off the screen and goes flying. I’m not sure where.
I take a long drink of my beer and glare at the screen. My beloved Florida Gators are being obliterated by Louisiana State University. But not by any fault of their own. They’ve had so many penalties called against them during this game that it’s comical. But what pisses me off the most are all of the calls that are not called for them. Blatant holds. Personal fouls. Facemasks. Rouging the fucking passer.
“Well, we know who the refs were paid off by,” I grumble as I take another drink.
“Yep. Pretty obvious who will be sucking their dicks tonight.” Matt gets up and heads for my refrigerator. “Want another beer?”
“Bring the whole fucking case. We’re going to need it.”
“I prefer my beer cold, Cap.”
I grin and shake my head. “Fuck you, Lieutenant.”
“Don’t tempt me. I haven’t had any for longer than I care to admit. My asshole of a Captain put me on a fucking taskforce that keeps me out of my favorite bars at night.”
I let out a snort of a laugh. “I’m sure all of Gainesville’s female population is thanking me.”
“You’re such a dick.” Matt smiles as he hands me my beer and sits back down.
I laugh because he really isn’t wrong. We banter because we’re friends, but I’m very much an asshole. I make orders and expect them to be followed. It’s part of the reason I’m a Captain with the Gainesville Police Department. I love Florida. I love my job. But I didn’t get where I am by being easy-going. I know I demand a lot of my officers. I expect them to give me their best, and be the best.
It’s why I get along with Matt so well. He’s a Lieutenant with Gainesville Police Department. He was one of my trainees. I trained him, but I didn’t have to instill my expectations in him. Matt had the same. He expects the best of himself and everyone else. And he’s even his own special brand of asshole.
Lately, though, I think I’m a little too over the top. I’d like to think it’s not my fault. I’d like to blame a certain adorable and stupidly beautiful brunette. The fact that she’s ignored all of my advances and currently refuses to speak to me has me all turned around.
If I’m being honest, I’m taking my mood out on everyone around me. It’s not her fault that I can’t seem to get her out of my head. It’s mine for falling for a girl I work with who is so far out of my league we aren’t even in the same fucking galaxy.
“Oh come on!” I yell at the TV. “He threw him down by his fucking facemask!” I stand and angrily stalk to my kitchen. I yank the refrigerator door open and grab another beer.
“Get me one, too,” Matt growls. “I just downed this one.”
I grab him one, too, and toss it to him when I sit. “What the hell is happening?” I pop the top on the can and take a long drink.
Matt throws another M&M. “What’s happening? What’s happening is these fuckers seem to think they need to show the nation who has a bigger set of balls.”
I drop my head back and roar with laughter. “I bet you they ain’t got fuck behind that zipper.”
“Definite compensation. I bet they drive a big ass souped up truck with an illegal lift kit and loud as hell muffler just so they can make themselves look like big men.”
I look at him incredulously. “You just bought a brand new F150 and customized it with big tires and a bunch of other shit. Who’s compensating?”
He cracks up as he finishes off the beer in literal record time and stands when a commercial comes on. “I guarantee you I ain’t got nothing to compensate for.” He winks at me and reaches down. He grabs his dick like he’s adjusting himself as he laughs and walks towards my kitchen.
He isn’t lying, though. He really doesn’t have anything to compensate for. I’ve seen him in all his glory.
I can’t help but laugh to myself and shake the image of him out of my head as he disappears behind the refrigerator door. “I’ll be honest, Chance. I needed this. Letting loose is the perfect ending to a fucked up week.” I sit back and prop my feet up on the coffee table after finishing off my own beer. I count the cans on the table. Four. Nowhere near enough to make me forget her eyes.
Matt sits down again and hands me another can. “You’re running out of beer.”
“Nah. I have more in the mini-fridge in the den. I don’t drink often, but I’m well prepared for when I do.”
Matt is quiet for a few minutes before he throws another M&M. “It’s like they’ve totally given up.”
“I can’t say I wouldn’t. Pretty obvious who the refs are calling the game for.” I take another drink as a pair of piercing blue eyes cloud my vision. I growl as I glare.
Matt chuckles. “Mariah really got under your skin this time, didn’t she?”
I glance at him but don’t answer. Instead, I take another drink. It doesn’t help, though. Just him saying her name brings her front and center. Like she’s standing right in front of me. Close enough to touch.
Closing my eyes doesn’t help either. Because then I can see her bent over my desk. Her perky little ass swaying to the music I have playing softly from my phone while she writes me a note. I fight the urge to throw my empty can against a wall.
“How could I have been so fucking stupid?” I grumble. I stand a little too quickly and get slightly dizzy. I ignore it and stumble my way to the kitchen for another beer. I’ve probably drunk way too much, far too fast, but I don’t really care. I’m home. Not going anywhere. I stumble back to the couch and sit down again. I hand Matt another beer.
“What did she do this time?”
I let out a frustrated huff. “You mean other than being hot?” I glance at him before turning back to the game. “Frustratingly beautiful. Ridiculously irresistible.”
Matt chuckles. “Sure. Other than that.”
I take a slow sip. “This time she didn’t do anything. I found her in my office the other day writing me a note. She’s taken to writing me cute notes before she heads out on patrol if I’m not in my office. She likes checking in with me and saying good morning.”
Matt raises an eyebrow. “So…, you’re upset because she’s… what? Writing you cute notes and saying good morning? Considering how much I know you like the girl, I wouldn’t think that would be a bother.”
I huff again and take another drink as I shake my head. Visions of Mariah’s ass in her fucking uniform pants overwhelm my damn senses again. And then her piercing blue eyes when she turned them on me. She was pissed, but even then she looked incredible.
Striking.
“No. I’m not upset about that. I know she’s been through a lot. I know that despite her turning me down every fucking time I asked her out, that was her way of taking things at her pace. Slow. I’m pissed because of my own fucking mouth.”
“Uh oh. Your tongue get you in trouble again?” Matt stands and starts cleaning up the empty cans on the table. He plucks mine out of my hand after I finish it and heads for the kitchen.
“When doesn’t it?”
“What did you say to her?”
“I walked in. She was leaning over my desk. She was swaying to a song I had playing on my phone. I’d just come back from grabbing a report from patrol. I said her ass looked good enough to eat. She laughed it off. Then I touched her lower back and told her my desk would look better with her on it naked and spread open for me.”
Matt’s mouth drops. “You fucking didn’t.”
I nod. “I did. Realized what a colossal fuck up that was when she slowly stood up and turned to me. Slapped me across the face. Hard. Then very calmly and beyond angrily walked out of my office. I didn’t even try to block the slap or make a move to stop her from walking out.”
“Jesus Christ. Were you fucking drunk?”
I shake my head slowly. “Nope.” I take a long drink of the beer, downing half the can. “But I’m about to be.”
“Do you have any idea how long it took me to get her on my desk? Months, DJ. And she still won’t fuck me. You need to apologize.” He focuses back on the TV and takes a drink of his own beer.
“I’ve tried. Several times. She refuses to talk to me. I can’t blame her. She won’t even answer me on the radio. Yesterday, I called her because I needed her to follow up on a call. She had Lyric answer the radio for her.”
Matt chuckles. “I heard that. I wondered what that was about. It doesn’t matter. If you like her, you need to talk to her. And I told you before. I’ll back off if that’s what you want. Even though I know she’s insanely attracted to me.” He gives me a teasing smile.
I shake my head and chuckle. “Ain’t like we ain’t shared before. But I told you. It’s her call. I’m not going to force her to choose between us. I already know she likes us both.”
“Yeah. Because I told you.” He takes another drink. “You need to talk to her.”
“There’s no coming back from this one.” I down the rest of my beer and focus back on the screen. “Much like this game.”
“Yeah, I don’t think the Gators are going to be winning this one.”
“Not a fucking chance.” I stand and stumble a little on my way to the kitchen. I grab a large bowl and drop the last of the cans in it. I fill it with ice. I take it and the two cans of beer in my hand back to the couch.
Matt pops a couple of M&M’s in his mouth as I sit. “Good idea. I didn’t want to get back up.” He takes the can I hand him and nods towards the TV. “Another fucking holding. I didn’t see it.”
I shake my head. “Probably because it wasn’t there. Pretty sure the refs are just trying to prove who has a bigger dick at this point. What’s up with you and Lyric? Get my mind off Mariah.”
He chuckles. “I swear that girl wants nothing to do with me.”
I raise an eyebrow and glance at him. “You know that’s not true.”
His chuckle turns into a full laugh. “I don’t know what you thought you heard the last time your head was between her legs, but it was not my fucking name. Yesterday, she told me she couldn’t wait to break me as low as I make her feel. I can’t make sense of my feelings for Mariah. Add Lyric into it, and I’m a fucking mess.”
I open my beer, then tap mine to his in a toast. “Welcome to the club. Cheers.”
“You and I are two very fucked up people.” Matt is starting to slur.
I just nod. I have a very nice buzz going on right now. Everything is starting to get a little fuzzy. I grab a handful of popcorn and reach over to the bowl Matt has between his legs. My hand brushes against the zipper of his jeans as I grab a few M&M’s.
“Fuck. I’m sorry.” I’m getting drunker, but definitely not enough to not have noticed his dick twitch when it happened. It’s not like we haven’t been together before. But there was always a girl between us.
He glances at me and puts his feet up on the table. “Not worried about it.” He takes a drink as he shakes his head. “This game is bullshit.”
“You’re telling me.” I lean back and kick my feet back up on the table. I rest my thigh against Matt’s, but I’m not sure when we got close enough on this couch for that to happen.
It doesn’t really matter to me. The alcohol is finally making me numb. I don’t want to move. Judging that he hasn’t moved, I don’t think he gives a shit either. I eat my popcorn with the M&M’s and continue watching the absolute demise of the University of Florida Gators. Every time they make up ground, they get some bullshit penalty called against them. I’ve seen maybe one the entire game that they’ve actually deserved.
By the time the second half starts, my mood has vastly improved. Mariah and her sexy as sin smile is far away in the dark corners of my mind. The alcohol has warmed my blood. Matt’s laugh has made me feel lighter.
“Look at the coach’s face. He looks like he’s about to murder this ref. Fuck, if I were the QB, I’d fire one right at the ref’s balls. Longest Yard style.”
I laugh. “I haven’t seen that movie in a long time.” I reach down and adjust myself. There are a lot of blessings in having a large dick like I do. But it comes with a price. It doesn’t matter if I’m erect or not. My dick has a habit of making things uncomfortable.
“Fuck,” Matt grumbles. I glance over and see him adjusting himself, too.
I chuckle. “Issue?”
“Yeah. Jeans can be a little restricting when you have something to be proud of hanging between your legs.”
“Don’t I know it. More than I can say for those fuckers.”
Matt laughs. “At least I don’t have anything to compensate for.”
“Can’t complain myself.” I don’t know why I bothered saying that. I know he knows.
Matt glances at me. I don’t know if it’s the beer or the intense stare he’s giving me, but I can’t help but look back. His eyes aren’t focused on me, though. At least not on my face. He’s fixated on my dick, which causes me to look directly at his.
Matt has a very nice dick. I can see the outline of it hanging down his inner right thigh. It looks much better when it’s not being hidden.
I shake my head and quickly snap my eyes back to the game. Of all things I could be thinking, how long it’s been since I’ve had Matt’s dick in my hand really shouldn’t be one of them. Matt grabs another beer, handing me one as well. Fucking good thing because my throat is suddenly very dry.
“How big are you?”
I cough and sputter. “What?”
Matt laughs. “I mean, I’ve seen it. But I’ve never actually asked. I’m proud to say I was always the biggest one in the locker room. My teammates hated me. I had my pick of anyone I wanted. Male or female.”
I laugh. “You know, one thing I’ve always liked about you is that you don’t hold back.” I look over at him with a smirk. “Nine inches.”
His smile grows. “Ten.”
My eyes widen. “Bullshit. It doesn’t look that big.”
He holds up his hands and looks at his dick where my eyes have fallen once more. “Swear.”
I laugh again. “What the fuck is this? High school? Comparing dick sizes?”
He smiles at me and settles back into the couch. He rests his hand on his dick and focuses back on the screen. “If this were high school, we’d have them out right now having a show and tell.”
I grin and settle back as well. I rest my thigh against his again. “Having a Star Wars like lightsaber fight with our dicks.” I reach down and mimic grabbing mine. I make lightsaber noises while moving my hips side to side like I’m having a real fight with it. I know it looks ridiculous, but I’m too drunk to give a single fuck.
Matt groans about a second before his lips are on mine. My heart hammers in my chest, but I plunge my tongue into his mouth, giving him a groan of my own. His fingers spear my hair as he deepens the kiss. His tongue plunges into my mouth and starts a fucking war. I suck his. He nips mine.
Before I know what’s happening, I’m pushing him off me. We’re both panting. He looks at me like he’s about to apologize. We’ve both been with men and women. We’ve been with each other. But never alone like this. We’ve always had a girl between us that our attention was focused on. Not to say we’ve never touched each other. We have. But not like this.
I shift and plunge my tongue back into his mouth again and again. Our battle starts once more, only slightly reversed. He moans into the kiss and sucks on my tongue. His nails dig into my back. I nip his tongue and tug his hair. My other hand splays across his abs. I grip his shirt.
“Oh fuck,” Matt moans. His hot and hungry mouth blazes down to my neck. He sucks and bites it. He scrapes his teeth across my throat.
I tug at his jeans. “Jesus Christ.”
Matt grips my ass and growls as he practically shoves me back on the couch. My leg hits the table and sends the bowl of popcorn flying. But all I can think about is how Matt feels in my hand. How much I’ve missed it. He’s a big guy. Something like six feet four. He’s very well-built. He spends time in the gym, but not so much that his muscles look fake. Matt is all natural.
All very much natural.
The size of his dick and all. It’s long. Thick. Maybe not as thick as mine, but thick enough that he definitely has nothing to be ashamed of. His stubble against my neck makes me moan, but it’s when his hand finds my dick that I arch.
It’s been too long. Being with a man or woman. Him. Way too fucking long. Maybe it’s the alcohol talking. Maybe it’s my libido. Maybe it’s the fact that my blood feels like it’s on fire. Despite the fact that we’ve done it before, fucking around with my best friend feels exactly as it should. A little dangerous. A little wrong. But fucking perfect.
It’s because it feels so familiar that I start undoing his belt with one hand and scratching my nails up his back with the other. I find the button and pop it. He reaches down and holds himself down while I unzip him. I push his jeans down while he kisses me long and hard. Demandingly. So fucking demandingly it makes me want to slap his ass and take back the control he’s trying to take from me.
But Matt is faster than me. Not by much, but enough that instead of slapping his ass like I want to, I’m gripping his ass and digging my nails in while he slams his dick in my ass. My head drops back onto the couch. My eyes roll back in my head as I close them.
This…
This is new. We’ve never done this with each other before.
“Shit. Holy shit, Matt.” My ass clenches hard around him. I haven’t been with anyone in too long. Way too long. But it feels different with Matt then it ever has with anyone I’ve ever been with. It’s like he belongs with me. Just like this. It feels so good that all I want to do is relish the feeling. He doesn’t give me that option though.
Matt grips my thigh with one hand and angles me so he slides deeper into me as he thrusts. “My God. If I’d known it would be this good, I wouldn’t have waited.”
The statement makes me laugh, but it turns into a deep moan as I meet his hard and punishing thrusts. “You telling me you’d have bent me over my desk?”
“Fuck no. Over mine,” he growls against my neck.
“God. Fuck.” I clench around him and keep meeting every thrust he slams into me. I grip his ass harder and pull him into me. I bite his shoulder when he bites mine.
The thought of being bent over his desk brings a very fuzzy image to the forefront of my mind, but I’m too drunk and high on Matt fucking Chance to bother to focus more on it. Matt is intoxicating. His muscles working against mine as he pumps his dick harder and harder into my ass is the best feeling in the world to me right now.
At this moment in time, we’re just two people in the world giving each other the release we desperately need. Chasing that release is all that matters to me. That’s how fucking good he feels pounding into me.
“Holy fuck, I’m gonna come,” Matt moans into my neck.
“I’ll let you as long as you get me there.” I scratch my nails up his back.
He arches and closes his eyes. He comes deep in my ass. “Holy fuck, DJ!” His hips jerk as jet after jet of come fills me. When he finally stops, he collapses against me. “Fuck.”
I’m not the kind of guy who would ever not let my sexual partner come down after an intense orgasm like that. I’m almost fifty-years-old. I’ve learned a few things over the years. Which is why I put my needs in this moment aside and run my hands up and down Matt’s back as he comes down instead of taking him like I want to.
“Doing okay?” I ask quietly.
“I don’t know where the fuck that came from,” he mumbles into my neck. He slowly pulls out and pushes himself up.
I give him a wicked grin as I slowly follow. “Obviously something you needed.”
Our jeans and underwear are still at our knees. But it’s the least of my concerns as I stand. I let them fall as I lean down and kiss him. Still on his knees, he reaches up and tangles his fingers in my short dark hair. He tugs and moans when I deepen the kiss.
I pull away slowly and guide him so he’s facing the back of the couch. But being slow is not at all how I want this to go. I slam into his ass just as hard and deeply as he did me. He grips the couch and pushes his ass back into me as he clenches around my dick.
He drops his head and moans. “Fuck. Yes.” He reaches his hand back and grips my thigh when I start thrusting into him.
I lean into his back and wrap one arm around his waist; the other around his chest. I lean my head down and bury my face into his neck. I kiss it and thrust hard and deep, gradually picking up speed until I’m slamming deep, fast, and hard into him while I’m slamming him into the couch.
“Fucking hell, Matt.” I bite his shoulder and scrape my teeth along it.
“That’s where we’ll be going, I’m sure, but I’m too fucked up to care.” He turns his head and kisses me as he pushes back into me hard, making me slam deeper into him.
He clenches around me with every thrust, digging his nails into my thigh as he pulls me into him. The alcohol in my system starts to slosh around in my stomach just as my spine begins to tingle as I near my release. I ignore my stomach with a growl and bury myself in Matt.
“No one should feel as good as you,” I slur in his ear, no longer really having an idea what I’m saying. I give into the feel of him and nothing more. I come hard as I collapse against him, pressing him against the couch.
“Maybe it’s the alcohol, but I’m fucking spent,” Matt says. “Damn close to passing out.”
I kiss his neck softly. “Clean up first. Then pass out.” I pull out gently and help him up.
How we get upstairs and cleaned up, though, is something I’m not totally sure I understand.
After it’s done, we fall into bed. I vaguely feel him against me before I pass out into a blessed, hazy darkness. 
Chapter Two
✯ Lyric ✯
“So, wait,” my best friend and fellow police officer, Mariah Carter, says to me as we watch the TV in our living room. “Why? You always feel ridiculous after you do that. Used and…” She waves her hand like she has no idea of the words. But I know better. I know exactly what she wants to say.
I sigh. “Used and worthless. Like the rest of DJ’s conquests.” I play with my fingers.
“Flag on the play. Take a drink.”
I glance at the screen. “What just happened?” I take a drink.
“Florida just had another holding penalty called on them.” Mariah shakes her head. “I swear the refs are doing it on purpose.”
We’re watching our local college football team, the Florida Gators, lose miserably to Louisiana State University. And playing a drinking game. Every time something bad happens, we drink. I don’t know much about American football. I’m from the United Kingdom. I’ve lived here for a few years and work for the Gainesville Police Department alongside Mariah. I’m following all of my dreams. I’ve always wanted to live in America. Florida to be exact. And I’ve always wanted to be a cop.
Meeting Mariah in our training class was the blessing I never knew I needed. We quickly became best friends and decided to room with each other when we decided where we lived wasn’t the right place for us. We both had an apartment near the University and hated it. It was noisy and very sketchy. But it was when I saw a drug deal go down right in front of me in the hallway of my building that I decided I wanted out.
Lucky for me, Mariah was also in the market for a new place and wanting to live in a better area. Being flashed by a man in the building she lived in while she was unlocking her door is definitely a good reason to want to move.
I turn my cup in my hands, already feeling a little wasted. Good. I need it. Maybe it will get the dark brown eyes and brooding Lieutenant out of my head. Tall, dark, and handsome. It describes Matt Chance perfectly.
“I hate him,” I grumble.
Mariah chuckles. “Are we still talking about the Captain whose tongue you have an obsession with?”
I look at her and laugh. “No. Though, I hate him, too.”
She smiles softly. “You don’t hate DJ. You hate how you feel after.”
“Just another girl in the line of many.”
“Another drink. Personal foul,” Mariah says quietly.
I do as I’m told. Anything to drown my dilemma. I nibble on a Dorito as I stare blankly at the TV and sigh as I ponder. I have really, really liked my Lieutenant for a long while. Matt Chance is truly a great guy. My problem is that I don’t know what to make of him. He’s such a player. I know he spends a lot of time wooing Gainesville’s single ladies. I’ve even seen him with men.
He’s the definition of man whore if there ever was one. He’s not a safe bet. All women want safety when it comes to relationships. Hell. All men want the same thing. Whether they admit it or not. I’ve tried to convince myself that he just hasn’t found what he’s looking for. Or that maybe he just doesn’t know. But the guy is forty years old. He’s ten years older than me.
I have to laugh a little and shake my head. Who am I kidding? I don’t have my ducks in a row. Not even a little. I’m a mess. I can’t decipher my feelings for anything. Which is probably why I’ve done all I can to stay away from Matt. We’re both a disaster waiting to happen.
“Drink,” Mariah sighs. “Stupid holdings. Gators aren’t winning this game.”
I chuckle as I drink. Mariah loves her football. She lives and breathes for the University of Florida Gators and the Tampa Bay Buccaneers during football season. She doesn’t miss a game. Ever. When the season is over, she sulks for two weeks. Almost like she’s in mourning or something. It’s one of the most adorable things I’ve ever seen.
Today, she’s decided we both need a time out from the week we’ve had. It’s been a long one. I want nothing more than to forget it. Drowning in alcohol while watching a game I don’t fully understand seems like the best option. And I was definitely not wrong. The shots are doing their job.
Not fast enough, though. I figure as long as I can still see Matt’s sexy as sin smile and his beautiful dark brown eyes, it means I haven’t drank near enough. As long as the tattoos covering his arms are still visible to me, I’ll need more to drink.
Thank God, the Gators aren’t disappointing. I chuckle when another flag is thrown against them. “Drink.”
Mariah grumbles. “I have to wonder if this game is fixed.” She tosses back her shot and coughs. “Gross.”
I laugh. “You’re the one who decided this was a good idea.”
She smiles and points at me teasingly. “As my friend, you should have stopped me, and reminded me that I hate the taste of alcohol.”
I crack up. “Next time.”
She shakes her head. “There will not be a next time.”
I bite my lip and look at her teasingly. “Sure. Just like there won’t be a next time with me and DJ and his magical tongue. Even though I feel like shit afterwards.”
She tries not to smile but can’t. “See? That’s the whole reason I refuse to have anything to do with him and his advances. He’s a playboy.”
“And Matt isn’t?” I know I have her when she lowers her eyes, but I instantly regret the words. “Shit. I’m sorry.” I scoot closer and hug her when I cuddle into her side.
It takes her a while to say anything, but after a couple more bad calls and downed shots, she looks at me. “What is wrong with me?”
I smile softly and run my fingers through her hair. “Nothing. You’re entitled to have fun after the marriage you came out of.” I lean my head on her shoulder.
“I feel like a slut,” she says quietly.
“Good Christ, you’re the farthest thing from it.” I keep running my fingers soothingly through her hair. Sometimes, it’s the only thing that really relaxes her.
“To willingly fuck around with one man while pining for another after having sexual relations with my roommate is definitely my own special kind of crazy,” she whispers with a sniffle.
I smile to myself at her slurred words. She’s definitely hit the nail on the head. “Well, I know Matt likes you. And we know you like him. Or at least his fingers. And tongue.”
I focus back on the screen when she chuckles. I take a breath. When I really think about it, even I know how out of this world ridiculous our lives are. Mariah has had a type of relationship with our Lieutenant for a long time. They started as really good friends. It flourished into something not quite an actual relationship, but more than just friends. It’s almost like a friends with benefits thing. I really didn’t know that existed until them.
But she also has very strong feelings towards our Captain, DJ Rens. She’s friends with him. She talks to him. At least she did until a couple of days ago when he said something stupid. She won’t tell me what it was, but it pissed her off. And it hurt her, too, because even hearing his voice makes her tear up.
It’s not lost on me that I sort of have the same type of relationships as her. Opposite of her, but the same. I became almost instant friends with DJ. We ended up in this very strange friends with benefits thing, too. The only difference is, I have feelings for DJ. Strong feelings for him. I don’t know that Mariah has strong feelings for Matt or if he just makes the hurt go away for a few minutes.
I, on the other hand, do have strong feelings for Matt. It’s the entire reason I’m trying to stay far away from him. It’s too dramatic. Having feelings like I do for DJ, but also having them for Matt makes me feel awful. And every time I slip up and express my feelings for DJ, I feel great during the moment. When it’s over though, I feel exactly as Mariah does. A little dirty.
The other part of me, though, feels right. Like I’m doing exactly what I’m supposed to. It’s a complicated life I lead. A very long walk on a freakishly thin tightrope. I second guess myself all the time when it comes to them.
Mariah and I take comfort in each other. Mostly, just like this. Watching a movie or game. We talk. We know more about each other than anyone else does in our lives. She knows about my feelings for Matt and DJ and how conflicting they are. I know about her feelings for them, too, and exactly how it makes her feel.
“I can’t watch this game anymore,” Mariah slurs. “I’m going to get alcohol poisoning.”
I chuckle and lean forward to put the cap back on the bottle. “Not much left.” I drink the last bit of it and savor the burn of it going down my throat.
Mariah looks at the TV disgusted and shakes her head. She reaches for her water. “How dumb is it that we have the hots for the same guys and don’t hate each other?”
“Diabolically crazy.” I lean my head back on the couch as Mariah lays her head in my lap.
One of my favorite things to do is play with Mariah’s hair. I love that it’s also one of her favorite things. She loves feeling my fingers running through it. I love that she
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