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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
For a moment like this. Some people wait a lifetime for a moment like this. Some people search forever for that one special kiss. Oh, I can't believe it's happening to me. Some people wait a lifetime for a moment like this. Could this be the greatest love of all? I wanna know that you will catch me when I fall.
A Moment Like This by Kelly Clarkson
Chapter One 

✯ Mariah ✯
I pause my music and sigh as I take one headphone out of my ear. I seriously contemplate not answering the phone, but I know it would be fruitless. Tyler Alexander, my agent, would certainly just show up at my doorstep.
Ever since I signed with Alexander’s Publishing House, I’ve been treated like royalty. I don’t understand why. I’m an author. I write romance novels for a living. Apparently, though, my first book sounded like a winner to them. It hit the bestseller’s list right away. They knew they had a sure thing with me.
Lucky for them, I had an entire series completed before I had even gone to them. They were ecstatic. I’m still humbled that my name generates so much hype. I get to do what I love while they make a lot of money. It’s a win-win for us all.
I sigh again as I answer the phone. “Hello?”
“Mariah. It’s Tyler.” His deep voice probably brings women to their knees.
He’s certainly attractive enough to have women lining up at his door. Tall, dirty blond hair, clean-shaven, and muscular. He looks as good in jeans as he does in his suit. I’ve been with him and seen women drool over him. I can see the appeal, but he’s not my type. Not like he hasn’t tried once or twice. Tyler is my best-friend, though. One of the two people in the world I’ve ever truly let in.
“I know, Tyler. This is the twenty-first century. I have a Caller ID. Your name very graciously pops up on my phone’s screen as Pain in my Ass.” I smirk.
He laughs low and deep. Rich. Powerful. As it should. He’s the son of the man in charge of the publishing house. His father, Baron Alexander, assigned him to work with me directly after my first book became their top-selling novel of all time.
“Good to know. Though, you say that like I didn’t already. I’m just checking in.”
I raise an eyebrow. “You mean you want to know when you’re getting the first draft.”
He chuckles. “Sure. That, too. Mostly, I am really just checking in. I miss talking to you. But since we’re on the subject of the book, you do have a deadline.”
I sigh because I have the draft he wants. I’ve just been leery about submitting it. “I don’t know, Tyler. I…” I rub my forehead.
He pauses and sighs. “Please tell me you aren’t having writer’s block or whatever the hell you all call it.”
I glare at the phone before putting it back to my ear. “Sometimes, you can be an asshole.”
“It’s why I’m so good at my job. And why they assigned me to you. Something about giving you only the best.” There’s so much cockiness and definitely a smirk in his voice.
“I have it, but I really don’t know how it’s going to be taken.”
“Come on. You can’t be serious. You know how beloved your writing is. Your books fly off the shelves. And I’m not just saying that because I’m your agent.”
I slump slightly. “I can’t argue with you, Tyler, but people are used to heterosexual romance from me. Sexy. Male and female. Panty-soaking and dick-hardening sex scenes. This is… different.”
Tyler is quiet a few moments before he takes a deep breath. “More personal.”
My eyes widen, and I choke on my own spit. I start coughing. There’s no way he could know that. No way at all. I haven’t told anyone my secret. I’ve nearly told him several times, but I don’t want him to think differently of me. I’ve only told one person. It’s a secret I’ve kept very close to my heart since I was a teenager. Probably sooner than that even. There’s no possible way he could know that this book is more personal.
More… me.
I rub my throat when I regain myself. “What?”
“Mariah, you and I have been working together for years. If you honestly think I didn’t know, you have another thing coming. I’m like your fucking brother.”
I blink a few times, dumbfounded. “I’ve been so careful about it. How do you know?”
He chuckles. “I’m just very intuitive. And I know you. If it makes you feel better, your secret is safe with me. My father has no idea. But I get the feeling he’s about to if what you’re getting at is what I think it is.”
I smile softly and chuckle as I shake my head. “I think one of the reasons we get along is because you cut right through the bullshit. I like that you don’t mess around.”
“I’m happy you feel that way. Now. Talk to me about the book. I wasn’t kidding about the deadline.”
I pout and sigh. “It’s a female with another female. It’s still romance. Still steamy. Just not the typical thing I write. I’m nervous. I mean, I don’t know if it will be accepted by my audience, but I really don’t think Baron will like it.”
“It’s not your job to worry about if he’ll like it. It’s mine. My job is to push you and your book. Your brand. Which is steamy and spicy as fuck romance. Give me steamy and sexy, and I’ll do the rest.”
I relax a little. He may be a pain, but the man really does fight for me. He’s the best agent anyone could ask for. I don’t know what I’d do without him. He’s managed to not only get me one hell of a team, but he keeps me on track, and he’s even sometimes a great sounding board. Since I’ve only allowed two people into my world since I left my old life behind and started this journey, me admitting that he’s one of my two best friends is really saying something.
“What are the chances of him kicking me out of the publishing house?” I ask with a wry chuckle.
“Slim to none. Your fans eat up your work. It doesn’t matter what we put out. Your name is synonymous with sales.”
“My name is synonymous with heterosexual -”
“Mariah. Fuck. I love you, but stop. Give me the first draft, or I’m flying to Gainesville to get it myself. I could use some Florida sun. After that, book that cruise you’ve been talking about for months. You need it.”
He hangs up before I have a chance to retort. I toss my phone on the couch. “I both hate and love you, you fucker,” I grumble on my way to grab my laptop.
I sigh as I sit down and open it. I quickly pull up my first draft and send it to Tyler before he makes good on his threat. Though, I would like to see him. Besides Justice, my best and only friend here, I really stay away from everyone. I don’t have a social life because I don’t like people. Rather, the ones who repeatedly show what horrible humans they are.
This is the entire reason I have a wolf for a pet. He loves me unconditionally and won’t let anyone take me for granted. I swear, sometimes, I think his uncanny ability to sniff out bullshit is God’s way of making up for everything he ever put me through. In this life and any past life I may have had.
I smile softly thinking of the cruise Tyler suggested. It’s a really good idea. An all-inclusive, all lesbian cruise that goes to the Caribbeans. I’ve been wanting to book it for a couple of years, but I haven’t been able to. Other obligations seem to keep arising. Like where to keep my wolf. Maybe this year, I’ll see if my friend Justice wants to come. If I can figure out a place that will take my wolf. I can’t just leave him, and I’m sure they won’t let me take him on the cruise.
I close the laptop after sending the email with my first draft. Tyler will look it over before sending it to my editor. I never send it to the editor, or anyone else, without it going through Tyler. He’s very protective of my work. Just as much as me. If he thinks there should be a change or something added, I trust him more than anyone, but it’s because he makes sure that my work is properly protected before anyone else gets their hands on it.
I smile and giggle softly when my jet-black wolf pops his head up to look at me. His lips curl up in a quiet growl. “Don’t look at me like that, Loki. I know.”
He watches me a few more moments before licking his lips and putting his head down. I have an asshole for a wolf. Just as he is a good judge of character, he’s also very good about keeping negative thoughts out of my head. Every time I’m just about to think about how my fans will turn on me for my story, or something equally detrimental to my mental health, he gives me a warning growl.
I stand and restlessly walk to my patio. When I moved to Gainesville almost four years ago, I fell head over heels in love with the house. The small wolf pup I had just acquired fell just as much in love with it as I did.
I wait for Loki to follow me outside. He never misses a chance to be in the backyard of our small house with me. There’s lots of space for him. He’s quite content here. After all I’ve heard about wolves as pets, I consider that a win. Apparently, they enjoy digging. They can be aggressive and don’t listen because they are wild and have wild spirits. Several states in the United States have flat out banned owning wolves or wolfdogs as pets. Then again, these are the same states who have banned pit bulls. From what I’ve seen, if raised correctly, pit bulls are one of the most loving dogs.
I laugh when Loki foregoes his run around the yard and jumps up in the pool chair next to me. He lays down with a huff.
“What’s your deal today? You’re all growly and moody.”
He looks at me and lays his head on my lap.
“Aww… I see.” I reach down and scratch his years. “You’ve decided I needed some extra wolf attention.”
He licks his lips and closes his eyes.
I laugh again. “Such a good boy.” I continue to pet him. Loki is a big wolf. He’s got a lot of muscle. I’m really not that tall, but he stands nearly to my waist on all four of his paws, which are freaking giant. He towers over me if he’s on two paws.
I moved to Gainesville, Florida, just after I signed with Alexander’s Publishing House. My life was insanity. My anxiety was at an all-time high. I needed to start fresh. Away from my corporate job. Away from the people who said they cared about me but didn’t. But, most importantly, away from all of the assholes who pretended to be my friends but weren’t. I guess when a person is forced out of a high paying job and decides to pursue their dreams, they find out really quickly who their true friends and supporters really are.
After a brief stay with Tyler in New York, I moved down here with nothing. At all. I planned to start over completely. I had a few personal items that mean the world to me, like a bracelet given to me by my grandmother, but other than that, nothing. I put myself in a hotel while I looked for a place to live. It didn’t take as long as I thought. I had this house within a month.
It’s really not that large. It’s a one-level, two-bedroom, two-bath house. It’s in a good part of town. It’s got a pool, and a huge fenced-in backyard. The basement is fully furnished. It could work as another apartment or something. Instead, though, I’ve turned it into my place of retreat. I had a third bathroom installed. Small. Just a sink and toilet. The basement is perfect. No windows. It’s almost like a cave. My own little bat-cave.
Or, I suppose, in the words of Loki, if he could talk, it’s a wolf-den. He spends just as much time down there as I do. So much so, that I actually bought him one of those large dog bed things. He looked at it with disdain for an entire week before he finally tried it out. Now, he loves the hell out of it.
I lay back and let the sun do its job. It always manages to warm and relax me when I’m feeling a little out of control, cold, and dark. Of course, I’m not completely ignorant. I know that Loki is probably what brings me back the most.
I decided when I found the house, I also wanted a pet. I went to an animal rescue and looked around for a dog. That very day, though, some police officers had brought in some wolf pups. Only they all thought they were wolfdogs. They’d been brought in from a breeder who was found to be abusing his animals. A neighbor had turned him in.
It was fate. I saw Loki. He was the largest of the pups, though still small. They were all barely eight weeks old. Loki, though, was curled around the rest of them the best he could be. I wanted all of them, but I had to choose one. As soon as his chocolate eyes met mine, I knew he was the one. I don’t care what anyone says. We connected.
I adopted him that very day, though they wouldn’t allow me to take him. They needed to make sure everything was okay with him. As soon as they did, they processed my adoption fee and let me take him. We’ve been inseparable ever since. I don’t go out much, but when I do, he comes with me. Unless it’s somewhere he can’t be. Rare, but it happens. We both hate it.
It wasn’t long after that when the center found out Loki was a purebred wolf. Not a wolfdog. They asked me if I wanted to give him back. Legally, they couldn’t make me, but they understood if I wanted to. Of course, I didn’t. I inquired about the other ones. They couldn’t give me information on who adopted them, but assured me that they were all in a good home, and the owners, as I had, refused to give them up. That made me feel a lot better. I’m glad Loki’s pack also have good homes.
I yawn and glance at my phone as Loki yawns as well. “Oh.” I pick up my phone excitedly. “Hey, Justice!”
“Hey. How are you? Did you submit your book?”
I furrow my brows at her tone. She sounds sad. Melancholy almost. “I did. Tyler called and threatened to fly down here if I didn’t. What’s wrong?”
She sighs so sadly that my heart hurts. “It’s my boyfriend. Well, my ex. Richard.”
My heart sinks. “Oh… Did you two talk? What happened?”
“He didn’t take it well.” She sniffles.
Justice, much like me, has been fighting her true self for a long time. We met when she tripped and spilled her coffee on me. We started talking and really hit it off. After a couple of months, we felt close enough to each other to be really honest. She first admitted to me that she isn’t attracted to the men who constantly hit on her. At first, I thought maybe that meant she just hadn’t met the man who gets her blood boiling. But she told me she’s attracted to women instead.
I’m not entirely certain I was all that surprised. I actually let out a breath and told her that I’m the same. For years, my family wondered why I had never married and had kids. Why my relationships never lasted. I had always told them I would never get married or have kids. It just wasn’t in me. It wasn’t in me because I am attracted to women. Only, I didn’t think I could be honest about that as my reason. So, I kept it inside to avoid the frustration and stigma that comes along with being attracted to the same sex. Especially in a highly religious family.
“What happened?” I ask quietly.
She sniffles and sighs. “He said if I wanted to break up with him, I could have come up with a better reason. Something about if I really was into girls then he wouldn’t have been able to make me come.”
“Well, that’s completely ridiculous. Having an orgasm has nothing to do with attraction. It’s all scientifical. Just because he happens to be one of the only men in the world who knows where to touch a woman to make her come doesn’t have anything to do with it.”
She sadly chuckles. “He doesn’t see it that way.” She pauses. “I found out some things about him, too. I was hoping I could talk to you.”
I rub my forehead. I don’t know why that doesn’t surprise me. Richard is sketchy as fuck to me. “Why don’t you come over? I’ll order a pizza. We can talk about how crappy men are and all the reasons we prefer women.”
That gets a laugh out of her. “Mariah! You’re awful.”
I smile. “I’ll even throw in chicken wings. And bruschetta flatbread.”
“Add ravioli Frita. We can truly pig out. I’ll be there in twenty.”
“Done.”
I smile as I hang up because she’s laughing. I instantly call our favorite pizza delivery. No one can beat Piesanos. Their pizzas are incredible. Melt in my mouth goodness. But it’s the bruschetta flatbread that makes me love them so much. That and the ravioli Frita is capable of bringing the strongest of souls to their knees.
An hour later, when the food arrives, I’m a little baffled and worried why Justice isn’t here. I call her a second time, after calling her twenty minutes ago when I first started to worry, and am immediately more uneasy when it goes directly to her voicemail. I wait for the beep and look down at Loki.
“Hey, Justice. Food is here. I’m pretty worried you aren’t. Give me a call, okay? I’m hoping you’re just stuck in traffic.”
Three hours later, though, she’s still not here, and I’m pacing. The food has long gone cold, but I could care less. I’ve called several times now. She hasn’t returned my calls or texts. It’s so unlike her, I’ve nearly called the police.
I sigh after putting my phone down. I take a breath. “I’m going over there. She should have been here a long time ago. There’s no way she wouldn’t call me if she could.”
Loki gives a chuff in agreement and leads me to the door. I’ve gotten pretty good at reading him since I’ve had him. Loki is nervous. His fur around his neck seems to be standing up. I’ve learned to trust my wolf. He never plays off my anxiety and becomes anxious or agitated himself. If he’s freaked out, he has a reason to be.
I quickly grab my keys and run out the door, Loki just ahead of me. We make our way to my car and waste no time making the short drive to Justice’s house. It’s only twenty-minutes away. As I turn into her driveway, the sight in front of me makes me tilt my head.
Her car is still in the garage. Her garage door is up. Justice never leaves her garage door open. She never leaves the light in the garage on if she’s not in it. I don’t see her, but the light is on. I slowly get out of the car. Loki jumps out after me and moves himself in front of me. He’s immediately on alert. His ears stand straight. He sniffs the air as he looks around.
“Loki? What is it?”
He growls low and walks warily towards the house on high alert. I follow him and look around as I hug myself. The hairs on the back of my neck are standing up. Those on my arms are definitely at attention. Something is wrong. There’s no denying it.
When Loki gets to the door, I take a breath. I knock. After a few moments, there’s no answer. I knock again, louder this time. After another few moments, there’s still no answer. Everything sounds silent.
Deathly silent.
I knock once more. “Justice? It’s me. Mariah,” I call out as loudly as I dare. My voice sounds squeaky and terrified even to my own ears.
When she, once again, doesn’t answer, I take a couple of steps away from the door. Thinking she might be in the back and not hear me, I start heading towards the gate that leads around the house. Loki immediately takes the lead, though. The fact that he’s so on edge and protective is scaring me more and more.
I become more anxious when I see the gate leading to the backyard is open. Loki walks through slowly, glancing back to make sure I’m behind him. I hug myself tighter. I’ve never felt more apprehensive about anything in my life as I do right now. I’ve never been more grateful for Loki. I know if anything jumps out, I have him.
“Justice?” I call again.
I swear to God Loki glares at me as he snaps his head towards me. He chuffs in warning. I shut my mouth instantly. He silently walks around the corner. I don’t know why, but I wait. I don’t know if I’m waiting for him to signal me. Or if I’m waiting to be attacked. Whatever it is, I don’t move.
When Loki looks at me and starts moving again, I follow him. I’m hugging myself so tightly, I’m not sure how I’m still able to breathe. Loki stops once more and sits. He’s looking inside the house. I dread what I’m about to do, but I force my eyes off my wolf and follow his gaze.
My heart ceases to beat.
My lungs stop taking in air.
My knees collapse under me, and I fall in a heap to the ground.
The kitchen floor is covered in a pool of darkening fluid. There is a large butcher knife also coated in the substance. I recognize it from the set I got her for her birthday last year. The handles are customized with a dragon, her favorite mythical creature. The dark liquid is spreading across the hardwood onto the white carpet of her living room.
I swear I hear screaming, even though I see no other soul around but Loki. I want to look away, but I can’t. It takes Loki standing in front of me for me to realize the high-pitched sound of terror is coming from me.
I bury my face in his fur, screaming and crying, while I try to get my phone out of my pocket. I know I need to call someone. I try to crawl towards the house, but Loki stops me with a sharp bark and dangerous growl that stops me in my tracks. He physically pushes me back gently, not allowing me to enter the house.
Unable to stop screaming and crying, I dial 911. The voice on the other end grows more and more distant the longer I stare in horror at the gore in front of me.
Chapter Two 

✯ Lyric ✯
“Squad twelve and twenty-seven,” a male voice from our dispatch says over the radio.
“Go ahead,” I answer.
“Go for twenty-seven,” Lieutenant Matt Chance’s deep and powerful voice responds.
“Call at a residential home. I sent the address to you. RP is very hard to understand. She’s screaming. All I can get out of her is send help. She’s bleeding. I don’t know who is bleeding, but she did say it isn’t her. I have EMT on the way.”
I sigh. None of that sounds good. Not that any calls we get are necessarily good. Police respond to calls for help and service to people who are having their worst days. But any call that comes in where someone is screaming, not able to give much information, and there is blood involved is bound to become a bad day for us. Not as bad as the victim and their family, but still bad.
“10-4,” I say as I scan the address on my squad’s laptop. “Huh.” I furrow my brows. “That’s a really good neighborhood.”
I head towards the address and smile softly to myself as I drive at Code Three, lights and sirens as quickly as possible, through the city I call home. Ever since I was a kid, I wanted to move to the United States from my home country of the United Kingdom. I never felt like I belonged there. It was never truly home. Five years ago, I followed my heart and my dreams. I jumped on a plane with my belongings and flew to the United States.
Gainesville, Florida, is where I made my home. Something about the liveliness of the town drew me in. It’s a college town. There’s always something to do. Plays. Concerts. Clubs. Tons of different kinds of restaurants.
But the draw for me was how accepting the city is to people like me. The small city I came from is nothing but one big clique. Same-sex relationships, while not banned, are frowned upon. So much so that one of my friends who came out to her family was disowned and chased, more or less, to London. A larger city with more idealistic beliefs and greater acceptance, but far too large for me.
Here, in Gainesville, I’ve been able to be myself and express myself. I’ve even had relationships, though none of them lasted, with other women. It’s something I couldn’t do in Hertfordshire.
So, I moved. I started a new life around new people who accepted me for who I am. And I followed another dream. Becoming a cop. It’s been a busy five years, but so incredibly rewarding. I just turned thirty-one and feel like I’ve accomplished so much in my life I didn’t have a prayer of accomplishing in the United Kingdom.
I arrive to the house behind Matt. He’s both my friend and the Lieutenant working today. He doesn’t get out on the streets too often, but we both love when he’s able to. Today, he’s taken over for my usual partner, who is out on vacation.
I step out of my squad as Matt does. Matt is tall. He’s six feet four. He’s built very well. He has short dark hair and dark brown eyes to go with his broody features. If he weren’t wearing a uniform, I’m not sure many people would peg him for a cop. He has a sleeve tattoo covering his left arm. A cross, rosary beads, roses, and a bunch of other things that are uniquely Matt. He even has tattoos on his right arm. His face has scruff. Not enough to be considered a beard by any means. He’s not at all unkempt. Just not how people envision a cop when they think of one.
Matt looks down at me when I reach him. “Not wearing a jacket?”
I rub my arms. It’s pitch-black out. The sun set a long time ago, and it’s chilly. Not something people think of when they think of Florida. “I left it in my locker. I was on my way back to get it when the call came in.”
Matt nods and pops his trunk. He ruffles in his gym bag and pulls out a long-sleeve shirt. “Put this over the long-sleeve shirt you have on. Take off your uniform shirt. Hurry up. I
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