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      A collection of MM paranormal flash fiction set in the Fox Haven universe.

      Step back into Fox Haven for a set of bite-sized romantic snapshots featuring fox shifters, human hearts, and the moments that happen when no one is watching closely enough to stop them.

      Inside this collection:

      Camping Trip

      Max’s Choice

      The Apartment

      The Anniversary
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      Dreams do come true, and I wasn’t referring to the big, life-altering kind. Well, that actually came true for me.

      My happily ever after with Owen changed my whole world and now I couldn’t imagine life without him.

      No, I was talking about dreams that you worked hard for. Dreams that wouldn’t have happened without a little groveling.

      Last weekend, Owen finally said yes. While we were making dinner, or rather, Owen was, I quickly ducked into our bedroom to change into what I called my ‘last resort’.

      If this failed, I vowed to myself I wouldn’t bother asking him again. I didn’t want Owen getting annoyed with my persistent pleading. Also, it was getting a little pathetic.

      I opened the door dramatically and put my hands on my hips.

      “Well? What do you think?” I asked Owen.

      “Why are you wearing fishing waders?” Owen asked, barely looking up from the bell peppers he was chopping up.

      “Do you like it? I’m planning to wear this when we go camping,” I said.

      I was determined not to let his lack of interest wear me down.

      Owen finally looked up from the chopping board and said, “It looks good. Matches the boots I got you.”

      Without missing a beat, he turned around and dumped the chopped peppers in the frying pan.

      “If you agree to go camping with me, you can see more of this—wait, what?” I asked.

      Did I hear him right?

      “What do you mean, the boots you got me? Does this mean what I think it means?” I asked, my voice going up an octave.

      Ok Ian, control your excitement.

      “I saw those in your closet a few days ago. If I still said no, they’d just go to waste, wouldn’t they?” Owen said with a grin.

      He stopped cooking and looked at me sternly.

      “But, you have to promise you’ll read up on proper camping guidelines, alright? When you told me about your camping misadventure with Nate in the park, well, I don’t blame him for wanting to pack up early.”

      I nodded eagerly, unable to contain my excitement. I didn’t bother correcting him that Nate and I hadn’t exactly gone camping. It was just a picnic where we tried cooking food on a camping stove.

      After Owen finally agreed to go camping with me, anything else I asked for came easy. He grew a stubble, as I requested. He also wore the flannel shirt I bought him.

      I even got him some denim jeans to complete the woodsman-y look, but apparently denim wasn’t a suitable material to bring while camping. Owen said he’d wear them on a special occasion instead.
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      Now here we were in Redtree Lake on our first ever fishing-camping trip. We had just finished setting up our tent, and Owen was getting ready to catch our dinner.

      “Where did you get all that?” Owen asked while sorting out his lures.

      He pointed at the unassembled camping chairs and table by my feet. I moved to the side, covering the small cooler box behind me. I didn’t want him to see the surprise I had prepared for him. Not yet.

      “Oh these? I got them from Nate’s family’s camping store. They gave me a good discount. I have all the assembly instructions right here,” I said, proudly holding up the little booklets that came with the equipment. I continued, “I can do this. You go ahead and catch our dinner.”

      Owen nodded and put on his fishing hat and boots. I watched him walk away towards the edge of the water until he cast his line. I breathed a sigh of relief and hid the cooler box in our tent.

      Setting up the camping chairs and table was easy. Figuring out the camping stove was a little trickier. This one was more complicated than the one Nate and I used, but I came prepared.

      I made sure to print out every possible instruction manual and safety guidelines I could think of because the Wi-Fi signal wasn’t the most reliable in the area around Redtree Lake.

      Once everything was all set, there was nothing left to do but wait. It was getting colder, so I heated up some water to make myself some coffee. I sat down and watched Owen fish.

      I ran a little checklist in my head. Put up tent and camping chairs and tables, pump sleeping pads, secure food in the cooler, set up stove. Check, check, check and check.

      I gave myself an imaginary pat on the back for a job well done. So this was what real camping looked like.

      I took another sip of my coffee while I watched Owen cast another line. I felt a slight tinge of regret in my heart.

      All those summers with my grandfather and not once did we go camping. He would ask me if I wanted to go, but I would always say no, preferring to stay in instead.

      Don’t get me wrong. My grandpa and I did have a great time, just hanging out at his antique store. However, it would have been nice to know what it’d be like to go camping with him, too.

      Maybe it wasn’t too late. I made a mental note to bring my camping chair and stove the next time I visited him. We could have a nice meal together. He would like that.

      In the present, I must have fallen asleep. When I woke up, I noticed there was a blanket over me. Owen was sitting in the chair next to me, cooking fish in a skillet. It smelled delicious.

      I leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the cheek.

      “Why didn’t you wake me?” I asked.

      “You were sound asleep. Besides, I knew you’d wake up when the food’s ready,” he replied.

      My stomach grumbled. Owen laughed.

      “See?” Owen pointed out.

      “Oh, wait. I have a surprise for you!” I got out of my chair and fetched the small cooler box from our tent.

      “What’s that?” He asked.

      Owen lowered the gas and came up to me.

      “Well, as you know, I’m not a very good cook. But I’ve been practicing making easier things, like salads,” I explained.

      I placed the cooler box on my chair and opened it. It was filled with containers of different kinds of salads. Egg salad, pasta salad, fruit salad.

      I lifted each container to show Owen what was inside. I might have gone a tad overboard because I couldn’t read the expression on Owen’s face.

      “You didn’t have to do this. You know I love your cooking. Whatever you make,” he said, taking my hand in his.

      “I know, but at least now, you can make the main course and I could do the salads. As for desserts, I’m still learning, so you better not get sick of my refrigerator cake,” I said playfully.

      “Never,” Owen said, leaning into a deep kiss.

      I didn’t want to stop kissing him, but my stomach was protesting. I tried to let go of him, but Owen continued to hold on.

      “I, uh, have something for you too,” Owen said.

      Owen reached into his jacket pocket for a folded piece of paper and handed it to me. I took it and unfolded it. It was some kind of layout of a room.

      I wasn’t sure what I was looking at, but the floor plan looked vaguely familiar. I tried squinting to get a better look at the details, but it was getting dark.

      “It’s the layout of your new personal office. In my cabin,” Owen said, scratching the back of his neck.

      Was Owen nervous? I had never seen him like this before.

      Owen continued, “Because, you know, we couldn’t agree on whether to get a new place. But it’s just a draft. You can still change it however you like.”

      I placed my hand on his chest and leaned in for a quick kiss.

      “It’s perfect. I love it,” I beamed at him.

      “And I love you,” Owen said.

      

      THE END
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      "Max?" I called out for my cat.

      I got up from the bed and checked his cat bed in the corner. Huh, he wasn't there. Cal wasn't in bed this morning either, which meant he probably left early for work.

      On days like these, Max would usually hop up on the bed and curl up at my feet. Or my face. It was usually the latter.

      Waking up to cat fur on my face wasn't fun, but after almost a week of not seeing him, I wouldn't have minded it.

      I got home late last night, or maybe it was early morning. I didn't know. All I knew was that I was tired from all the eating and drinking and couldn't wait to get home to Cal and Max.

      My best friend Ian's bachelor's party trip went on a little longer than expected. It wasn't a big group—just me, Cliff, Ian, and a few other of Ian's close friends.

      What was supposed to be a 3-day road trip got extended to 5 days. We decided to visit different county fairs and food festivals in various states and hit a snag due to the weather.

      If anyone asked, we swore we'd say we rented a cabin by the beach and partied. No one needed to know how much fried food and meat we devoured at the fairs. As they say, 'what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.'

      However, the trip was four days too many, and I couldn't wait to
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