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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
Seconds, hours, so many days. You know what you want, but how long can you wait? Every moment lasts forever when you feel you've lost your way. And what if my chances were already gone? I started believing that I could be wrong. But you gave me one good reason to fight and never walk away. So here I am still holding on. With every step you climb another mountain. With every breath it's harder to believe. You make it through the pain, weather the hurricanes, to get to that one thing. Just when you think the road is going nowhere, just when you almost gave up on your dreams, they take you by the hand, and show you that you can. There are no boundaries.
No Boundaries by Adam Lambert 
Chapter One 

✯ Mariah ✯
Breathe... Just breathe... Three... Deep breath... Let it out... Two... Deep breath... Let it out... One... Deep breath... Let it out...
I slowly open my eyes. The grip on my steering wheel loosens, but only slightly. I nod to myself as I keep talking myself down, quietly singing along to the radio as I stare at the venue in front of me.
The Depot in Gainesville is such a pretty location for any kind of event. It seems to match the tone of this book signing perfectly. The atmosphere is perfect. It’s rustic. I like rustic.
I focus on the calming quiet the Depot exudes. I like quiet. I like calm. I like order. I like everything about this place.
I take another deep breath and cough. I really need to figure out different ways to get my anxiety in check. Sometimes, taking so many deep breaths fucks with my lungs. Too much air. Then my body retaliates viciously and sends me into a coughing fit. Which, of course, causes panic.
I scrub my hands down my face. “You can do this. You’ve done this so many times. This is no different than any other event you’ve ever done. Sign a few books. Say hi. Make yourself approachable.” I nod. “You got this.”
I get out of the car before I can change my mind and rush into the venue looking for my contact. I haven’t met him, but he seemed nice on the phone.
I make the mistake of looking at the door. I can see the throngs of people waiting to get in. Just like that, all of the things I had just done to calm down are useless. I can feel my heart rate pick up.
“Mariah?”
I jump slightly at the deep voice behind me as I spin around. My heart is in my mouth. “Y-yes?”
The older-looking gentleman sticks out his hand. “I’m Trevor.”
I shakily take his hand and swallow my outrageously beating heart. I shake his hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Hi. Pleased to meet you in person.” I give him a shaky smile. There’s only one thing on my mind right now. “Security? Did we work that out?”
“Yes, ma’am. We have two people who will be working security for you today. They were hired from a local security firm. They’re here. They’re just walking the grounds.”
“And the police department?”
I’ve only been in Gainesville, Florida, for a few months, and already I’m well-known. I’ve had to contact the police on more occasions then I care to admit. Not because I get in trouble. Because ever since people realized who I am, they follow me everywhere. I don’t get followed by reporters. I don’t get followed around by the paparazzi.
No.
It’s people. Fans. I love them all, but sometimes their insistence on meeting me and talking to me gets out of control. The need to meet the popular local author. I’ve always come off as this confident woman. I have no shame in the romance novels I publish, or the sex scenes I write. My social media presence is large. I talk to everyone who reaches out to me.
Which is why I am here. In this situation. Hundreds of fans waiting to meet me. Waiting for me to autograph their books. Take pictures with them. Talk to them. Shake their hands. I don’t mind any of that. I never have. It’s when they start to get disrespectful. Touchy feely.
“The police are on standby, Ms. Carter.”
I nod, but I’m uneasy instantaneously at his words. I want them here. Around. I’d even pay to have one standing next to me. Not that I don’t trust the security firm he hired. I trust that they do their best. But I also know they aren’t prepared for what’s about to happen.
Maybe I need to look into hiring my own private security. I just never expected the level of success I have right now. Everyone wants a piece of me. Mariah Marie. Bestselling author. No one really cares about the girl behind the books. That Mariah Marie is Mariah Carter. Real girl. Real anxiety. Really doesn’t like being felt up and treated like an animal in a petting zoo.
I squeeze my eyes shut and follow Trevor around the room as he explains how people will be let in and allowed to mingle. Snacks and beverages have all been set out. My table is set up with all of my marketing materials and paperback copies of my newest book. Security will be standing on either side of me. Trevor will be around to make sure I have everything I need, including drinks.
I try to avoid the door when I open my eyes after a couple of seconds, but it doesn’t work. My gaze drifts. The throngs of people just seem to grow exponentially. I’m amazed each time I see a book sell. But I’m even more shocked at how many people show up to one of my signings and want to meet me.
“Ah. Here they are. Ms. Carter, this is Caleb,” Trevor says, pointing to a man who could probably be my father. At least he’s well built. I might have a chance if he can move. He points to the other one. Younger at least. Not all that well built. Looks a little like a string bean. Dark hair. Tall. Glasses. I don’t doubt anyone could walk right through the guy. Maybe he has special ninja skills or something. “And this is Danny.”
My mind is not at ease, but I nod at them both and shake their hands. “I hope you understand what you’re getting into here. Have you ever been to one of these events before?”
“We have experience at several events, ma’am. I assure you, you’ll be safe,” Caleb says. I can hear the reassurance he tries to portray. It’s not his fault it’s falling on deaf ears.
No point in giving them false hope. “My fans get crazy, Caleb. It won’t be long before the crowd gets larger, and they all start rushing the table.” I point to the ropes arranged in such a manner to keep crowds calm and organized. “These ropes? They aren’t going to do much to keep people away.”
Caleb gives me a quiet smile. “We have a plan. If it gets out of hand, we’ll get you out, and keep you safe.”
I search his eyes and force myself to trust him. I don’t have any faith they’ll be able to keep the crowd calm. But I do think, hope, they’ll at least be able to get me out.
I’m not an idiot.
I know they all think I’m being overly cautious. I’m not a crazy famous person. I’m nowhere near the level of Britney Spears or Arianna Grande.
Fucking hell.
I sit down in the chair they’ve designated for me and hide my face in my hands for a few moments. I know they don’t understand the amount of people I bring in.
Trevor seemed a little shell shocked when I asked him if he could accommodate five hundred people. I saw the venue only advertises for a hundred and fifty guests, but that’s only indoors. They have the ability to open this room up so people can stream in and out. I was pleased when he said he could. I fell in love with the Depot when I first moved here. But he still doesn’t think that many people will come to this event.
“Are you ready, Ms. Carter?” Trevor asks. Danny and Caleb take their positions next to me. Standing like stoic statues.
I can’t help but chuckle. “Yes, Trevor. As I’ll ever be.”
Trevor makes his way to the door while some of his event staff open the door leading to the outside garden area. I fold my hands neatly on the table in front of me and straighten my back. I sit completely still and make the transformation.
Confident Mariah Marie. Author of bestselling romance novels. The one who writes panty dropping and dick hardening sex scenes. I’ve been told on more than one occasion, though the information has never been asked for, that my sex scenes have ended in a lot of orgasms for my readers. I take it as a compliment that my scenes are that well-written.
I try to keep my shaking hands at bay as the first excited fans walk in. My eyes widen slightly when I see the line just seems to go on forever, but I hide the surprise. That’s not who I need to portray right now. I’m supposed to be used to this. This is all second nature to me.
I keep my eye on the crowd, hyper aware of every movement. I keep Caleb and Danny in my peripheral vision at all times as Trevor explains the process. One person at a time at the table. Stick around. Linger and talk as you have refreshments set out behind my table. The crowd nods and smiles as they bounce on their feet.
And with that, it begins. I watch the crowd like a hawk as the first person comes to the table. A young girl. She can’t be more than a teenager. Doubtful she’s even eighteen. I’m not stupid. I know those under eighteen years old read my work. But part of me wishes that they wouldn’t. That they’d just follow rules. I like rules. They’re orderly. Clean.
I blink and look up at her. “Hi!” I say with what I hope is a charming and friendly smile. “What’s your name?”
Her smile could light up the room. “Ana!” she squeaks and adorably covers her mouth as her eyes widen. It’s people like her who keep me going sometimes.
I chuckle. “Ana. Tell me what your favorite book is.”
She smiles even brighter. “Oh gosh! No, I can’t choose. I love them all! You’re the reason I want to become a writer. I never liked reading until I discovered your books. Now, I take every writing class I can. I even have a creative writing class that’s college level!”
“That’s amazing. I took a college creative writing course, too, my senior year of high school. I had so much fun with it.” I give her a truly genuine smile and glance down at the book in her hand. “Would you like me to sign that?”
“Oh my God! Yes, that would be so great!” She looks at the book, embarrassed. “But it’s… not yours. It’s one of my favorite children’s books. I have all of your books on Kindle Unlimited. I can’t afford to get them in paperback.” She chews her lip and looks down.
“That’s okay. What book is it?”
She blushes. “Little Red Riding Hood.”
I smile. “I like that book. But… I have something better.” I reach down in one of the boxes near me and pull out my new book. I hear her squeal as I start to sign it and can’t help but laugh at her excitement. I hand it to her. “Enjoy, Ana. Keep writing, okay?”
“Yes! Oh my God, for sure!” She looks at me shyly as she hugs the book to her chest. “Um… they said we could ask for pictures?”
“Oh! Right. Of course.” I stand and wave her around the table. Danny moves aside as I hand her phone to one of the staff members. “Ready?” I put an arm around her. She turns and hugs me. I stiffen slightly as we both smile at the camera. She checks her phone when it’s handed back to her and gathers her things.
“Thank you so much, Mariah! This has been the best day ever.”
“You’re very welcome, Ana.” I watch as she walks away grinning from ear to ear while the next person in line comes up to the table.
“Can I just get these autographed?”
I look up at the older guy standing in front of me. “Yeah, sure. Who should I make them out to?” I open the first of five books.
“I’m sorry. My wife. She was in a wreck. She’s okay, but these books are the only thing getting her through some days. I’m pretty tired. I’ve been with her in the hospital most nights.” He smiles weakly. “Unless she kicks me out and says she needs her book boyfriend time.”
I laugh. “We all need book boyfriend time. I hope she’s doing well in her recovery.”
“She’s doing very well. Making huge strides. Some days are bad, but she has these books to pull her through. Hopefully, my love gives her a little of that strength, too. Her name is Cassie.”
“Cassie. I like that name.” I smile softly as I begin the autographs. Cassie’s husband begins telling me about the wreck in grave detail, and I feel myself feeling far more pain than I should for someone I’ve never met. The curse of being an empath. At least that’s what I’ve been told I am. Who really knows?
It’s another part of signing books and putting on these types of fan events. They’re intimate. People tell me a lot of personal things that eventually just drain me. I know I’ll go home tonight and feel exhausted. Far more exhausted than I would normally because I’ll take on the emotions of everyone here. All of their stories will play in my mind all day.
I try not to, but it’s how it always goes. Part of what makes me the great author everyone believes me to be is not only because I feel all of my characters and their pain. I feel all of my fans, too. It’s who I am. I’ve always been able to deeply feel the emotions of others.
After what seems like hours, I take a chance and look up, hoping the crowd has thinned. But it’s truly never-ending. It’s like the entire city has come out here today.
I look up at Caleb. “How long has it been?”
“Two hours, ma’am.” He looks at the crowd and squints. “Doesn’t look like it’s letting up.”
I sigh. “I need a break. Can you get Trevor over here?”
“Yes, ma’am,” he drawls as he signals for Trevor. Trevor hurries to me.
“Ms. Carter. Is everything going well?”
“Oh. Yeah. Everything is fine. I just need a break and some water. It’s getting really hot out there.” I nod towards the open face of the building. It sort of reminds me of a barn. If I remember when I took the tour of the Depot, though, this was actually where they stored the equipment needed to repair locomotives.
“Of course. I’ll have the staff hold the crowd.”
“Thank you.” I take a picture with the person whose book I just signed and yawn.
I love Florida. I love everyone’s Southern accents. I love the weather. The tropical atmosphere. The fact that snow is rare. I do not love when the weather decides to be above average. There should be something illegal about weather being in the nineties. Seriously. There should be a way to arrest Mother Nature.
Danny and Caleb lead me to a back room. Danny puts his hand lightly on my lower back as he guides me through the crowd. I wouldn’t be upset or uncomfortable with the touch. Except I can feel the slight shake of his hand. How sweaty his palm is. I shiver and inadvertently step closer to Caleb as we walk.
After I’ve cooled down and grabbed an extra bottle of water, I let them lead me back out into the event area.
As is usual after I take a time out, the crowd has gotten restless. Those who have been waiting for hours for their autograph and picture are getting frustrated. It’s gotten warm. People are far more crabby in warmer weather.
I sigh as I sit down. Instead of the happy people who were satisfied with a quick photo and signing, the people coming up now are slamming books down, saying very little, and glaring at me. The friendly smile I had plastered on my face is far more forced.
“You realize how long I’ve stood out there waiting for you? God. The least you could do is go to the bathroom and get a drink before you come out here.” The woman glares at me as she slams her book down. “Ash.”
I say nothing as I sign the book. I close it and hand it back to her, forcing that smile. “Thank you,” I say quietly.
She blinks at me. “That’s it? I don’t get a picture with you?”
I look at her incredulously. “I am not taking a picture with you if you’re going to be rude to me.”
Her mouth drops. She turns to the crowd. “Don’t ask for a picture with Miss Perfect. Apparently, that’s rude.”
“Okay, ma’am. Move on,” Danny growls low as he steps forward.
“Are you going to throw me out?” She turns back to the crowd. “Y'all! I’m getting thrown out for asking for a picture!”
My eyes widen as the crowd starts murmuring angrily. “No! That’s not -”
“You’re a bitch!” Ash screams. Caleb and Danny both grab each of her arms and escort her away, leaving me completely defenseless against the crowd in front of me.
“All she wanted was a pic!” someone yells from the back of the room.
Suddenly, the crowd erupts in angry taunts all directed to me. I watch them with my mouth slightly agape. My eyes dart around wildly. My hands grip the table. I feel like my blood stops flowing as my heart beats out of control. The thunder in my ears becomes deafening. I watch as Trevor tries unsuccessfully to calm the crowd.
“Oh God,” I whisper.
I look around frantically for Caleb and Danny. They are nowhere in sight. I shake my head and stand up. I have to be dreaming. I have to be. This doesn’t happen to authors. It’s not like I’m as famous as Nora Roberts or VC Andrews. Or even Stephen King. My books haven’t become movies. My books don’t sell out minutes after hitting the shelves. This is insane!
The crowd gets angrier as the seconds pass. I look at them all in almost horrified fascination.
“Just take the picture! Are you too good to take a picture?” someone yells.
“She’s too good for us!” someone else yells.
I shake my head. “I never said that!” I squeak.
Where is security? I look for them again. They aren’t here. Why aren’t they here? I quickly flee to the bathroom and lock myself in. I sit in a corner and cover my ears. Tears fall freely as I close my eyes and make myself as small as possible while pressing myself against the wall.
I have to hire my own security. I can’t do this anymore. Maybe I should stop signing all together. Become a recluse. Just write.
No one can hurt me that way. No one can yell and scream and bring on the panic attacks that I’ve worked so hard to keep at bay.
I shake my head against the memories bubbling to the surface. The memories of him. Him standing over me and yelling as I fought the panic and cried. Him telling me to shut up as I struggled to breathe.
But it’s no use. He’s all I can think about now. All I can see now is him.
“Stop it, Mariah.”
“Please. Stop.” I rock back and forth as I cry and tremble. I gasp for air, but my throat feels like it’s closing up.
“Shut up, Mariah.”
“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” I lay my head against the wall and shake as my strangled cries turn into sobs.
The voices in the event room fade completely out. Like they don’t exist. All that exists is him.
“Stop faking it, Mariah. I know you’re faking it.”
I shake my head. “No. No. I’m not… Please…” The words fall on deaf ears as the world around me fades. I choke on my sobs. “I’m… sorry…” 
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