
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MY OFFICER NEIGHBOR

    

    
      First edition. November 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jamie K. Schmidt.

    

    
    
      Written by Jamie K. Schmidt.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Jamie K. Schmidt

	    

      
	    
          
	      Billionaires Behaving Badly

          
        
          
	          Maiden Voyage

          
        
          
	          Extra Whip

          
        
          
	          Hard Cover

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Christmas Sweeties

          
        
          
	          The Candy Cane Cowboy

          
        
          
	          The Salted Caramel Cowboy

          
        
          
	          The Buckeye Cowboy

          
        
          
	          The Chocolate Truffle Cowboy (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Gingerbread Cowboy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Cursed Kingdoms

          
        
          
	          Red Hood, Bad Wolf

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Eternal Desires

          
        
          
	          Captured Desires

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Grimm Mawr

          
        
          
	          Witch Please!

          
        
          
	          Spellbound and Gagged

          
        
          
	          Hexual Tension

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hawaii Heat

          
        
          
	          Life's A Beach

          
        
          
	          Beach Happens

          
        
          
	          Beach My Life

          
        
          
	          Beauty and the Beach

          
        
          
	          Beach Please

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hunter's Guild: Elite Bounty Services

          
        
          
	          Targeted by the Bounty Hunter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kennedy Family Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Casual and Chaotic Christmas Collection

          
        
          
	          A Second Chance Christmas

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kinky Classics

          
        
          
	          Domme Quixote

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Bites

          
        
          
	          Swipe for Androids

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Neighborhood Hotties

          
        
          
	          My Rockstar Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My Athlete Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My Playboy Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My Special Ops Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My CEO Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My Bodyguard Neighbor

          
        
          
	          My Cowboy Neighbor (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          My Officer Neighbor (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          My Trainer Neighbor (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Outlaw Country

          
        
          
	          Witch Bound and Down

          
        
          
	          The Cauldronball Run

          
        
          
	          Bigfoot's Big Rig Convoy (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Super Short Super Hero Instalove Romantasy

          
        
          
	          The Gemini Conflict

          
        
          
	          Sucker Punch

          
        
          
	          Peek-A-Boo

          
        
          
	          Fast Track

          
        
          
	          Charmed And Dangerous

          
        
          
	          Element of Surprise

          
        
          
	          Bright Future

          
        
          
	          Fly By Night

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Truth & Lies Series

          
        
          
	          Truth Kills

          
        
          
	          Truth Reveals

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Twisted Carnival

          
        
          
	          Tamed by the Lion Freak

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Villains Do It Better

          
        
          
	          Rescued by the Vampire Assassin

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wishing for Love

          
        
          
	          Sugar Plum Fae

          
        
          
	          A Mistletoe Wish

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Flash Magic

          
        
          
	          Naked Truth

          
        
          
	          Shifter's Price

          
        
          
	          Santa Genie

          
        
          
	          The Graveyard Shift

          
        
          
	          Sweet Alchemy: An Explosive Paranormal Romance Collection

          
        
          
	          A Casual Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Chaotic Christmas

          
        
          
	          A Not So Casual Christmas

          
        
          
	          Losing It

          
        
          
	          Dead Man Stalking

          
        
          
	          Love Bytes

          
        
          
	          Saved by the Grumpy Bigfoot

          
        
          
	          Mercury Horizon

          
        
          
	          Witchful Thinking

          
        
          
	          Hex Appeal

          
        
          
	          All I want for Christmas is Clicks

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Jamie K. Schmidt’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




Samantha

The moving truck blocking half the parking lot meant only one thing: someone new was about to disrupt the peaceful routine Samantha Richards had spent three years building at Riverside Apartments. She clutched her travel mug of coffee and watched through her kitchen window as two burly men wrestled a leather couch toward the building's entrance.

Her new neighbor, apparently.

The coffee turned bitter on her tongue. New neighbors meant questions about her work, small talk in the hallways, and the inevitable moment when she'd have to explain what a substance abuse counselor actually did. Most people either looked at her with pity or changed the subject entirely. After three years of perfecting the art of flying under the radar, she had no interest in breaking that streak.

Samantha had learned the hard way that keeping people at arm's length was safer than letting them close enough to lie to her face.

A flash of movement caught her eye, and she leaned closer to the window. A man emerged from the truck's cab—tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a gray t-shirt that stretched across his chest in ways that made her forget about her morning schedule entirely. Dark hair caught the September sun as he surveyed the building like he was memorizing every window, every door, every possible escape route.

The observation struck her as odd, but then he moved, and coherent thought became significantly more difficult.

Samantha stepped back from the window, heat crawling up her neck. She was not the type of woman who ogled strange men from her kitchen. Especially not when she had three client sessions scheduled before noon and a stack of case files waiting on her desk that wouldn't review themselves.

But then he turned, and she saw his face.

Sharp jawline shadowed with stubble, dark eyes that seemed to catalog everything they touched. When he spoke to the movers, his voice carried just enough to reach her window—low, controlled, the kind of voice that made her think of whispered confessions and secrets shared in darkness.

She pressed her palm against the cool glass, her breath fogging the surface. This was trouble. She knew it the same way she could spot a relapse brewing in group therapy or sense when a client was holding back the truth that might save their life. Some instincts ran deeper than training, deeper than logic.

The man grabbed a box from the truck bed like it weighed nothing, though she could see from the way the movers had struggled with it that it was heavy. The muscles in his forearms flexed as he shifted his grip, and Samantha's mouth went dry. She'd always been drawn to capable hands—hands that looked like they could handle emergencies, fix problems, hold someone steady when the world fell apart.

Including her.

The thought came unbidden and unwelcome. She stepped away from the window and grabbed her purse from the counter, shoving her phone and keys inside with more force than necessary. She had better things to do than fantasize about her new neighbor's hands or the way his t-shirt clung to shoulders that belonged in a fitness magazine.

Like getting to work on time and pretending she hadn't spent the last ten minutes pressed against her kitchen window like a teenager with her first crush.

Her reflection in the hallway mirror showed honey-blonde hair that had escaped her attempt at a professional bun and green eyes that were brighter than they should be. She looked flustered, which was ridiculous. She was a licensed counselor with a master's degree and three years of experience dealing with people in crisis. One attractive man shouldn't reduce her to this.

But as she smoothed her cardigan and adjusted her purse strap, she admitted the truth: it had been a long time since anyone had caught her attention like this. Since Jake, actually, and that disaster had taught her everything she needed to know about trusting her judgment when it came to men with secrets.

The hallway smelled like fresh paint and the floral air freshener Mrs. Chen from 3B was obsessed with. Samantha's flats made soft sounds against the worn carpet as she headed toward the elevator, but she slowed when voices drifted from the stairwell.

"Just set it down anywhere," the low voice said, and her pulse quickened at the recognition. "I'll figure it out later."

The movers grumbled something about overtime and lunch breaks, and Samantha quickened her pace. The last thing she needed was to run into him on her way out. She'd already spent too much time thinking about a complete stranger, and she had a strict policy about not getting involved with people she knew nothing about.

That policy had served her well since her brother's death.

The elevator doors were sliding shut when a large hand shot between them, forcing them back open with casual strength.

"Going down?"

Samantha's breath caught in her throat. Up close, he was even more devastating than she'd imagined. The gray t-shirt revealed the kind of build that came from real work, not a gym—broad chest tapering to a narrow waist, arms that looked capable of lifting significantly more than moving boxes. His dark eyes met hers, and she felt that familiar flutter of awareness she'd been trying to ignore for the past twenty minutes.

And underneath the attraction, something else stirred. The counselor in her noted the way he held himself—alert, watchful, like he was ready for trouble even in something as mundane as an apartment building elevator.

"Yes." The word came out softer than she intended, and she cleared her throat. "Ground floor."

He stepped into the elevator, somehow managing to take up more space than his considerable frame should physically require. The doors closed with a soft chime, trapping them in the small space together. Samantha stared straight ahead at the brushed metal doors, hyperaware of his presence beside her—the way he smelled like soap and something darker, more masculine. The way he stood perfectly still while she fought the urge to fidget with her purse strap.

"Just moved in," he said, and his voice seemed to resonate in the confined space.

"I noticed." She risked a glance sideways and immediately regretted it. He was studying her with the kind of focus that made her feel transparent, like he could see straight through her carefully constructed professional facade to the woman underneath who was desperately curious about him. "The truck was hard to miss."

A hint of a smile touched the corner of his mouth. "Sorry about blocking the lot. Should be clear by this afternoon."

"It's fine." She paused, then added because politeness demanded it, "2A?"

"2B." His pause stretched a beat longer than necessary. "We're neighbors."

The way he said it sent a shiver down her spine, like he was claiming something. Like the thin wall between their apartments meant more than just shared living space.
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