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      "Gonna eat the ice cream, gonna eat it all good," I sang over a mouthful of chocolate mint goodness.

      I shoveled another spoon from the bowl on the tray and into my mouth and leaned back against the pillows on Wim's new extra-wide bed. It was courtesy of Ford, who broke the last three by sneezing and shifting into his Pegasus form while on it.

      Ford stretched on the bed near my blanketed legs, naked as my dreams of Thor and with just as many abs. Well, naked except for his bowtie, which I told him to keep on. Little snowflakes dotted its icy blue background. It was like he was wrapped up like a present, just for me.

      "Gonna get some Ford, gonna ride him real good," I sang.

      Ford's cock—beautiful and huge—twitched happily. Maybe I should wait until Wim and Bob returned from downstairs with the rest of my breakfast first.

      "Not right now, Sapphire, sadly," Ford said. "We have to prepare for the gala."

      "Pfft, we should celebrate this holiest of days in proper bedroom style," I said.

      Ford frowned. "Mid-winter's festival? It's not that spiritual or holy—"

      "No, Eat Ice Cream for Breakfast Day," I said. "First Saturday in February. Is that not a thing among Weatherhousers?"

      "Indeed not," he said. "It's also not breakfast, Lady Sapphire—"

      He had taken to calling me that and damn it, if it didn't make me want to giggle like a horny teenager, rather than the mature, horny adult that I was. Well, almost elderly by human standards, but young by vampire standards.

      "Of course it's breakfast," I said.

      "It's three in the afternoon." Ford always knew what time it was, being a proper fancy man with money and businesses.

      "So, it's early for breakfast," I said with a grin. "Riding time soon. Prepare yerself, Sapphire is coming.”

      Ford shook his head. “Please, it’s important that my parents like you, especially now that you’re the VP of Marketing at our factory.”

      I sighed. I had hoped we could go to the party at Jewels Cafe instead. “Gonna dress up, gonna tell em to fuck off,” I sang.

      “Sapphire! You can’t do that.” Ford pressed his ample lips together in his best frown of disapproval.

      He was too damn good for that family, and I wished he would realize it already—and approve of my telling them off.

      "You sure I can't seduce you with a bit of ice cream?" I said, raising my eyebrows.

      "There's some on your face."

      "Want to lick it off?" I said in my best sultry tone.

      Ford's lips twitched almost into a smile as his cock twitched almost into a hard-on. If he wasn't worried about tonight's gala, he would already be rock hard and on his knees, begging me to let him pleasure me.

      Damn social obligations. Shouldn't being a vampire mean I didn't have to deal with those things?

      Ford climbed onto his knees and leaned over me, his tongue tracing the edge of my mouth.

      "More," I ordered.

      "Sorry, Lady Sapphire," he said, his voice husky and tense with the effort of refusing me. "If we start, it'll last all night."

      "I know," I said and tugged on his lip with my teeth, breaking the skin to lap up drops of his sweet shifter blood. His eyes flickered closed, and he moaned.

      The bedroom door banged open. "I made waffles!" Bob declared.

      Ford pulled back, his hand landing on the breakfast tray for support. It tipped over, the ice cream falling in slow motion toward the blankets.

      "Nooooo," I yelled and reached for the bowl.

      But it was too late.

      It was too late.

      The chocolate mint hit Wim's black comforter in a mess as squishy as my heart had been since falling for these men. Since I fell as that poor ice cream fell.

      "Oh, fuck. Fuck. Sorry," Ford said. "That will stain." He jumped up and ran for the bathroom. I didn't care why, but enjoyed watching his round ass sway as he hurried away.

      "Ummm...waffles?" Bob said.

      He wore low-rise jeans and a tight-fitting gray t-shirt. Fully clothed, damn it. But his blond hair was delightfully rumpled, just as I left it this morning.

      "Do you come with the waffles?" I said and trailed my gaze over him.

      "Ummm...yes?" he said. "Because I'm holding them."

      Ford rushed back with a towel to dab up the fallen ice cream. I waved Bob over. He smiled that warm smile like youthful summers and jumped into bed with me. He snuggled against my side and held the plate of waffles between us. Two forks rested on the edge.

      I smiled at him and picked one up as he took the other.

      "Fuck, fuck, fuck," Ford said, still wiping the ice cream.

      "Don't worry about it, Mustang," I said. "These sheets are stained with jizz and sploosh anyway."

      Bob coughed as though choking on my words. Ford sighed and plopped down onto the bed. "Wim is going to be—"

      "What?" Wim said, leaning in the doorway in his croissant-dabbled pajama pants. With no shirt, his tattoos were on full display, nighttime forests covering his forearms. "I'm going to be what, Mumford?" he said with a glare.

      "You're going to be a yippy little puppy," I said.

      Wim bared his teeth and snapped them at me.

      "Oh! You're hungry," Bob said. He pulled the plate from me and held it toward Wim. "Waffles? They have blueberries!"

      I snorted. Sweet Bob.

      Wim fixed his predatory gaze on me and grinned like the wolf he was. "I'd rather eat clit—"

      "No, sorry, not now," Ford said. "We have to start grooming and dressing for—"

      "You can't find it anyway," I said to Wim with a smirk. It wasn't true. He could find it and work it like an old-timey maid churning butter.

      "Oooh, a challenge," he said with a growl. "With all that hair, it is hard to find."

      "You're not much of a wolf if you have trouble hunting something in the bush—"

      "Okay, okay," Ford said, standing up. "We have to cease before this becomes..." He gestured vaguely, as though he couldn't say sexy when he was butt naked.

      "Becomes what?" Bob said, chewing his waffle.

      I snorted. I could never tell if he was serious or not.

      "What did you do to my sheets?" Wim said, his gaze landing on the melting ice cream. "Did you drop a deuce—"

      Ford flushed. "Please, can we stop playing around, as enjoyable as that is?" He stood up to his full height and tried to adjust a proper velvet coat that he was not wearing. "The Weatherhouser mid-winter gala is only in five hours."

      "Yeah?" Wim said.

      Ford gaped at him. "We require at least that many hours to groom and dress."

      I blinked at Ford.

      Wim blinked at Ford.

      Bob took a bite of waffle and glanced around at us.

      "Ford..." Wim started.

      "Yes, my good dude?"

      Wim gaped, glancing at me.

      I shrugged. "It takes him five hours to look that good."

      "Exactly. Thank you, Sapphire," Ford said.

      I sighed. He had missed the point that he looked that good ass-naked having gotten up from a night of debauchery. He didn't need the hours it took to impress his damn family.

      But he didn't realize that, and the assholes were still important to him.

      I sighed again. "Fine. Let's start getting ready."

      Ford drew his shoulders back and nodded. "I shall shower first so the rest of you may take your time with the bathroom." He walked away, and I eyed his ass again, right up until he closed the bathroom door, damn it.

      "What the fuck are we going to do for four hours and forty-five minutes?" Wim said.

      "Take Instagram photos of you in a tux?" I said.

      "Pfft, I'm not working today. It's a holiday."

      Bob glanced between us as he had been doing for the last five minutes as he ate waffles. "Play Mario Kart?"

      "I call Peach," Wim and I shouted at the same time.

      "Fuck, no, you got her last time," Wim said.

      "Because I'm in charge."

      "That's not what you said when I was riding you from behind."

      "You only ride me because I tell you to," I snapped.

      We glared at each other across the room, then Wim turned and raced down the hall. "Fuck!" I jumped up from bed, pantless, and ran after him.

      "Saph," Bob called. "I can see your peach."

      "Not now, Bob," I said and ran down the stairs. Wim sat on the couch with the game controller in his hand and smirked at me.

      "Fuck!"

      "Nice..." his gaze trailed down my body to my pussy, then flicked back up to my face. "I love it when you look annoyed."

      My heart skipped a beat—it was still strange to feel it moving in my chest after so many years without it. "You won't get any more enjoyment,” I said, “because I'm about to kick your ass...banana style."

      I heard the sound of the shower and glanced upstairs. This would be a hard night for Ford.
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      "You're late," Ford's mother said as we strolled into the grand hall at the Weatherhouser mansion.

      I bit my lip to stop myself from telling her off. A massive blizzard hit Silver Springs the night before. While most of the snow had been magically cleared, the unsalted roads made driving treacherous for our cabbie.

      "My apologies," Ford said. His mother turned her head and lifted her cheek, and Ford leaned down to kiss her.

      "Really, Mumford, you and your...companions are the last to arrive.” Her shrewd eyes, the same color of Ford's but lacking his warmth and nervousness, flicked over us. “I would have liked my son to be here to greet our guests."

      "I'll greet your ass with my foot," I muttered and stepped forward. Bob grabbed my wrist to hold me back.

      His mother—Ludwina Lady Blanche Weatherhouser—turned her glare to me. She smiled, but her eyes were always the same—cold and angry. How could someone with such an easy privileged life be so hateful of the world?

      "Sappho, is it?" she said.

      "Sapphire," Wim said, crossing his arms over his tuxedoed chest. "You know her name."

      "Wim," Ford hissed.

      "You can't expect me to keep track of all my son's…" she gestured vaguely. The same damn way Ford had back in the bedroom when trying to refer to sex.

      "Who are these two?" Ludwina turned to Ford. "You said you were only bringing a date, who I assume is this woman in the running shoes."

      "Damn right," I said. I wore a dark blue dress, cut low and glittering like moonlight on snow, as Ford had described it. Black sneakers completed the look because fuck it, I wasn't standing all night in heels.

      Ludwina gave me a quick, dirty look. "Who are these two...they’re men, I presume?"

      "No, we’re wolves," Wim said and grinned like the predator he was.

      Take that. But Ludwina was made of stronger stuff. She didn't even flinch.

      "You didn't tell them we were coming?" Bob said to Ford, his summer blue eyes wide.

      Ford glanced away and yanked down the end of his black tux jacket. "Mother, allow me to introduce my…ummm…friends—"

      Of course, I thought, my heart dropping. He couldn't tell them that he was in a relationship with a woman and two men. His family wouldn't stand for it.

      "This is Bob and Wim," Ford finished.

      "Charmed, I'm sure," his mother said, barely sparing them a glance. "I suppose we can find enough appetizers for these friends." She said the word as though it was in air quotes.

      "I love appetizers," Bob said.

      Ludwina shot a cutting glare at Bob. “Indeed. Try not to eat all of them. There are other guests.”

      Wim growled. "Is it cold in here?"

      Ludwina shot him a glare, and Ford gave him a pleading look.

      "Very cold," I said. "Luckily, the cold never bothered me anyway." I met Ludwina’s eyes with a steady unblinking glower.

      "You'd have to be immune to cold to wear such a small dress as that," she said.

      Ford cleared his throat and adjusted his jacket. "I think Sapphire—"

      "No one asked, Mumford, dear. Come.” She locked an arm into his. "Let us greet our guests. Better late than never." She led him farther into the hall, and Ford let her.

      I glared after her. My mind raced with all the snappy comebacks I wanted to say but couldn’t because Ford had asked me to play nice.

      "What just happened?" Bob said.

      "You’ve entered the passive-aggressive Olympics," I said.

      "Oh. I don't want to compete at that," he said sadly.

      Wim patted him on the shoulder. "Here's the fun part. We get to eat all their food."

      He strolled farther into the hall, and Bob and I followed. Unfortunately, I couldn't see Wim's ass with the black coattails Ford had picked out for him. Damn fancy pants. His hair did look good, though, all combed and gelled into a nice swoop.

      "Woooowwww," Bob said.

      "Why?" I said. "We can't even see Wim's ass."

      "No, not that," Bob said as Wim shot me a grin over his shoulder. "The room."

      "Oh, that," I said blandly.

      The grand hall of the Weatherhouser mansion glittered like streetlights reflecting on glass windows. Glass icicles that glowed with their own inner light hung from the ceiling. Except for a plush ornate rug in the very center, the floor was so polished that it gleamed, reflecting back the light from above. The walls sparkled with magicked fake snow. It was like stepping into an ice cave that was warm and full of waiters with silver trays of free food and liquor.

      "I feel like I can't afford to stand here," Bob said, "as though being here is costing all my money."

      "No, just your dignity," Wim grumbled and grabbed a wine glass from a passing waiter. He gulped it down.

      "My good sir," a man said, strolling up to him.

      Frown lines forever framed the man’s mouth and creased the spot between his eyes. His slate-gray hair was wrestled into a shape so still and perfect, it looked like LEGO hair.

      Shit. It was Fords' father: Mumford Weatherhouser the second.

      "You must take time to appreciate the bouquet and the subtle tastes of the wine." Mumford the Elder chuckled. "I did not spend as much as I did for it to be gulped."

      "And I didn't put on a tux to be sober," Wim said.

      I snorted. Good ol' Wim, saying the kind of stuff I wanted to but had promised Ford I wouldn't. Of course, Wim had promised to behave too, but he didn’t give a fuck if he pissed off Ford.

      Le sigh. Life was easier when I didn’t care, either.

      Bob picked up a glass from a waiter and sniffed the wine. "Ah yes, do I detect hints of...ummm...grapes?"

      Ford's father glanced at him and then turned to me. "Ms…Sapphire, was it?" He held out a hand, and I kept mine at my side until he cleared his throat and lowered his. "You're still...in cahoots with my son, then?"

      "I do enjoy a good cahooting," I said.

      Bob sipped the wine. "Hmmm...yes, definitely grapes. Ripe, I do believe."

      Mumford the Elder ignored him. "Remind me, who are your people again?" he said to me.

      I clenched a fist at my side. We went through this same bullshit at the last gala when his family decided I was a bad influence for dancing the Macarena. No, not bad…low-class.

      "Assassins," I said.

      He blinked. "Excuse me?"

      "Very good grapes," Bob said.

      "My people are assassins." Ford would hate me for this. He said to be nice so maybe his family wouldn't look down on him for his choice of friends and fuck-buddies. "Ninjas of the highest order. They could be here right now, blending into the snow on the walls. You'd never seen them coming."

      Wim chuckled softly and grabbed another wine glass, chugging it smoothly.

      Mumford the Elder's eyes turned dark with that same barely contained rage as his wife. "I see. You are an improv actor of sorts."

      Wim burst into laughter. "Yes, we run a troupe who puts on shows almost nightly. The Harem Players—"

      "Wim is known for his sense of humor," I cut in with a forced smile. Urgh, Ford had said his family would disown him if they knew he was in a group relationship. Best keep that quiet.

      "In all seriousness, what do you partake in to earn your daily bread?" Mumford the Elder asked me.

      I gave him a what the fuck look? I couldn't help it. Who the fuck talked like that? "I'm a VP of marketing.”

      He blinked as though he had thought I'd answer that I was a professional raccoon. "We must talk business, then." A shrewd look emerged in his eyes.

      Did he think he'd get dirt on a competitor from me? Well, the joke was on him. I worked at the Flying Horse ice cream factory that he had gifted to Ford.

      Speaking of which, Ludwina swept over to us with Ford on her arm. She kept her chin raised and swirled her red skirts around her as though she fancied herself a dancer. Really, she looked like a Zamboni trailing red dust.

      "Why are you holding two empty wine glasses?" she said, frowning at Wim.

      "Because I don't have the hands to hold more," he said.

      I snorted. Ford shot us both a warning look, that sad pleading expression in his sweet eyes. I liked it better when he pleaded for release, a hot, needy look in those eyes. I shoved the thought away.

      "Mumford," Ludwina said, "have you seen your son's cravat?"

      Ford's eyes widened, and I frowned. He wore a perfectly neat white cravat rather than a tie because it covered the bite marks and hickeys I had given him.

      "Why, Mumford," she continued, turning to Ford this time. "King George has not been on the throne for some time. You can update your wardrobe. Didn't that school you sent him to teach proper dress?" she said to her husband.

      "The Weatherhouser Boarding School for Most Proper Boys who Should Be Not Seen Nor Heard," Ford said stiffly.

      "The fuck?" Wim said, and Ford's parents gasped. Ford just looked unhappy. I wanted to go to him and hold him. I knew all about that fucking school.

      "My father started the school," Ford said, probably to cut off his parents' complaining about language. "He felt that other schools did not provide a proper education for young men."

      "Unfortunately, they still do not," Mumford the Elder said. "Did you know that the local public school put on A Christmas Carol for their holiday show?"

      "Ghastly," Ludwina said.

      "It's a classic," Wim said.

      "Yeah," Bob said. "With Kermit and Gonzo. It's one of my favorites."

      "I’m glad to say that don't know who those actors are," Ludwina said.

      "Who would send their kids to that Weatherhouser school?" Wim said.

      "No one else," Ford muttered.

      I frowned so heavily it made my shoulders drop. Ford had gone to school alone.

      "They will send their children when you show them the value of its education with your massive successes...eventually." Ford’s father sipped his wine.

      "Oh, fuck this," I said, and Ford's parents gaped at me. Ford gave me that pleading look. Wim grinned and looked as though he wanted to take out a chair and popcorn.

      "Ford is massively successful," I said. "He runs the ice cream factory, and it's the best ice cream in the world—I should know, I eat a lot of ice cream—"

      "That explains your figure," his mother said.

      "You mean, this juicy ass, yeah," I said.

      "Hear, hear," Wim said and tried to drink from an empty glass.

      "Saph, not in front of polite company," Bob whispered.

      "Try some more wine, Bob,” I said and turned back to Ford’s parents. “His employees love him—"

      "Except for the murderer, quite disgruntled," Mumford the Elder said.

      "That's not Ford's fault—"

      "Who?" his mother said. “I’m afraid I don’t know anyone named Ford. It’s such a low name.”

      "Sapphire," Ford muttered. "Please, let it go. Let's try to...have a good time." His voice was small as though he knew that wasn't possible.

      I sighed.

      "Come, Mumford, dear," his mother said. "I cannot control who you spend time with outside of the home, but please, meet some—as your friend said—polite company." She pulled his arm and he let her, glancing back at me with an apologetic look.

      Mumford the Elder followed them. "This factory," I heard him say to Ford, "how profitable is it..."

      I dropped my face into my hand.

      "Why didn't you tear them apart?" Wim said.

      "Because Ford wants them to like him, and that means that they have to like us...or at least think we're not disasters."

      "I was waiting for a good show," Wim said.

      My heart dropped. "Ford asked that I play nice. We have to get through this for his sake. We already fucked up and made the night harder for him." We really weren't well suited to his family—he wasn't either, but he wasn't ready to accept that.

      "They're snobs," Bob said. "I don't like them..." He paused. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't say that. I'm sure they're nice somehow."

      “You’re too kind for this crowd, Bob,” I said.

      “I don’t know about that,” he said. “They are giving us free food. Look! Tiny flat breads!” He hurried after a passing waiter.

      I met Wim’s forest green eyes. "Let's just stay out of the way before we make things worse for Ford," I said and headed for a corner. Wim glanced around before putting his empty wine glasses on the floor and following.
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      After an hour of talking politely with snotty strangers, I couldn’t take it anymore. I stepped into the entrance hall for a break and found Ford on a padded bench that probably cost more than my rent. His elbows rested on his knees and his head bowed toward the floor.

      My heart went as squishy as a banana after Mario drives over it.

      I sat down next to him. "Hey, Lady Sapphire," he said softly without looking up.

      "How'd you know it was me?"

      "Everyone else's shoes click on the floor. You're the only one with sneakers."

      "Sorry. I'm not making a very good impression with these shoes...or anything else."

      "I like that you wear sneakers to a ball." Ford glanced up. His eyes were red-rimmed but dry.

      I reached out and brushed his hair gently, so as not to mess it up. "You're good enough as you are, Mustang. Don't let anyone tell you otherwise."

      He sighed and stared down at his hands. "Maybe...but I'm not right for my parents."

      "Well then, they can fuck off."

      "Sapphire..."

      I knew what he meant. He cared for them even if they were cat shit.

      "I knew to invite you, Bob, and Wim was risky," he said. "But I didn't want to leave you three out. You're my people, too."

      "Of course we are. You're stuck with us assholes."

      "Not assholes, not ever." He took my hand and squeezed it. "They're my family, and I love them, but I'm not like them. I can't be."

      "No, you're better than them."

      "Not better, just different. I don't want to think I'm better than anyone."

      "Then I'll do it for you!" I said cheerfully.

      Ford gave me a warning glance.

      I wasn't going to stop thinking he was better than his crude family—even if he hated that I did. "You know what? We had fun your family's way, by being passive-aggressive monsters in a sparkling hellscape of tiny foods and carpets that are cleaner than any carpets have a right to be. Now, let's have fun our way. Come on!"

      I grabbed Ford's hand and yanked him after me into the hall. Wim was drinking every glass of wine off a waiter's tray while Bob talked to the server. It was the first time I had seen one of the waiters smile.

      "Wim, Bob, come on," I said.

      "Sapphire, what are we doing?" Ford asked as though he feared the answer.

      "Don't worry, I'm not fighting with your family."

      Wim swerved as he walked over, his eyes bright with drink and trailing over me like the predator he was. Bob practically skipped over. "What's up?" he said.

      I nodded to the front door.

      "We can't leave yet," Ford said. “It’s only nine thirty.”

      "We're not leaving. This is even better." It wasn't. Leaving was better, but this was for Ford's sake. He needed to remember that he was awesome and loved in the face of his family's criticism.

      I led my men to the front door where a butler with a gray beard bowed and held the grand wood and glass door open.

      "Thanks, Jeeves," I said.

      "It's Bob," he said.

      "Hey, me too!" Bob said with a grin. The butler smiled, and they shook hands.

      "It's the council of Bobs," Wim whispered, but not as quietly as he thought because he was drunk. "A secret society of cheerful, helpful men who control the world's bobbleheads."

      I laughed, and the Bobs turned to us. I cleared my throat.

      "Shall I bring your coats and mitts?" Bob the butler said.

      "Thank you, Bob," I said.

      "You're welcome," they both said.

      Bob the butler brought our winter gear from the coat room and even held my coat while I slipped into it. "You’re such a gentleman, Bob."

      "The secret council of Bobs controls coats, too!" Wim said.

      "That's not a whisper," I said in a whisper.

      With coats on, I grabbed Ford and Wim's hands and pulled them outside after me. Bob bounded in front of us like a puppy.

      "I was chatting with the waiter, and you know, they make good money here! Better than when I was a waiter for private events. Well...one private event. The place wasn't as nice. Actually, it was some guy's basement...and they made me wear a blindfold..."

      "That was an orgy, Bob," I said. "You were a waiter at an orgy."

      He froze, his eyes going wide. "Ooohhhh," he said like he just figured out a complex math problem. "That makes sense. Hey! Now, I'm a participant in orgies. I'm really moving up in the world!"

      "Who the fuck hires a caterer at an orgy?" Wim said as he stumbled on the steps next to me.

      "His name was Robert," Bob said.

      "Another Bob," Wim said, leaning toward me.

      “Maybe there’s a Bob in every orgy,” I whispered back to him. “That’s what the secret council of Bobs controls.”

      Wim gasped loudly.

      Ford sighed. "Sapphire, what's the point of this?"

      "You’ll see.” I led them to the side of the mansion where the night's snowfall piled high in swooping drifts. I grabbed a pile of snow in my gloved hands, formed it into a ball, and dropped it to roll it through the fluffy drifts.

      The snow came up to my thighs, which were bare due to my short dress. But as an undead vampire, the cold didn't bother me. I felt it, but my body was always cold as a corpse anyway, so it did no harm.

      "What are we doing?" Ford said.

      "Snowmen!" Bob said cheerfully at the same time I said, "Snow cocks!"

      Bob leaped into the snowbank next to me and grabbed a handful of snow to start rolling it.

      Wim growled and crossed his arms, but Ford smiled, just a little. "My sister and I used to do this here...well, once before our parents found out and stopped it."

      "Ford," I said.

      "Yeah?"

      Stop thinking about your shitty family. Instead, I said, "Come play with us."

      He smiled. "Usually, when you say that, it means something else, something more...personal."

      "This is personal," I said. "I'm making a snow you. Giant cock and all."

      Ford glanced around. “Not here, Sapphire.”

      I grinned wickedly.

      Bob bent over to roll a snowball along the ground. "Come on in, Horsey! The snow's fine. Can I call you Horsey?”

      "You can, but not around my family," Ford said and stepped into the snowdrifts.

      He helped me roll snowballs, making them larger and larger. Eventually, Wim sighed and stumbled over to lift Bob's giant ball onto Ford’s and mine.

      “Hey, Wim?” I said.

      “What?” He turned toward me, and I tossed a handful of loose snow into his face.

      He growled and shook it out while stumbling drunkenly. Ford, Bob, and I laughed at him.

      I didn't know how much time passed, but under the cold star-speckled sky, we built two snow-persons and one giant snow-cock.

      "Hehehe," Wim said as he planted a snow penis onto one of the snowmen's lower half. Bob leaned over and drew a smiling face on its head.

      "With a cock like that, he would smile," I said and nudged Ford with my elbow. "Eh? Eh? Because he looks like you—"

      "Shhh, someone might hear," Ford said as he laughed anyway. We were all red-checked and cold and grinning stupidly.

      "Master Weatherhouser, sir?" Bob the butler called from the corner of the house.

      "Hey, Bob," Bob said, waving.

      "What is it?" Ford asked.

      "This can't be good," I muttered.

      "Hehehe, penis," Wim said.

      "You're too drunk," I said.

      "Pfft, I'm not drunk enough for this party."

      Bob the butler cleared his throat to get our attention. "Your father is requesting your presence, Master Weatherhouser, sir."

      I shuddered. I hated the sound of someone being called Master.

      Ford's smile vanished. "Well," he said sadly, "time to go back in." He turned and trudged toward the front of the mansion.

      I glanced at Bob and Wim. "You two go ahead. I have to make a quick call."

      "You hate phone calls," Wim said.

      "I also hate fancy balls, yet here I am. Sometimes life gives you balls and when it does, you make jizz."

      "I don't think that's the right saying," Bob said as he stomped through the snow.

      I reached into my coat pocket and pulled out my cell, swiping to bring up April June the dildo witch's number.

      "Who phones, honestly?" she said as a greeting.

      "I need your help," I said.

      She sighed. "Fuck, it’s Sapphire again."
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      “Private jets are so expensive these days,” Ford’s sister, Paris Beaumont Weatherhouser the eighth, said.

      I sipped wine and wished I could get drunk. Vampires couldn't—at least, not the ones of my lineage. We were the classic dead and loving it types. Well...maybe not quite dead since my heart had started beating slowly. It only fluttered or raced when my men did something extra sweet.

      “Indeed, what is this world coming to?” Mumford the Elder said.

      Wim rolled his eyes. Bob’s eyes widened in shock while Ford cleared his throat.

      I eyed the hall’s door and watched as Bob the butler crossed the room with April June in tow. Her gray snow pants swished as she walked.

      "Hey, Bob," Bob said, waving.

      "Mister Bob," Bob the butler said formally with a nod. He turned to me. "Miss Sapphire, this woman claims you invited her to the ball? I found her outside by some snow—"

      "Banks!" I said. "By some snowbanks."

      Bob the butler frowned.

      April June, wearing a hat with ear flaps, glanced around the fancy ball at everyone in gowns and tuxes. A little line of annoyance appeared between her eyes.

      "I did invite her. Thank you, Bob."

      "You're welcome," both Bobs said.

      Ford and Wim shot me a questioning look while Ford's father and sister eyed April with distaste. I stepped away from them to the dildo witch.

      "Did you do it?" I whispered.

      "Yeah...it'll be a few minutes. They aren't fast walkers. You promised me free food, but you didn't tell me this was a fancy ball."

      "You wouldn't have come."

      "Yes, I would have!"

      "It would have taken you longer to get here if you had to look fancy."

      "At least I wouldn't look like an asshole," she hissed.

      "Trust me, you're not the asshole at this shindig."

      April June sighed. "Was this prank really an emergency that it couldn't wait an hour so I wouldn't look like a dumbass?"

      "Wait until you meet these people, and you'll agree it was an emergency."

      "Sapphire, who is this...person?" Mumford the Elder said.

      Ford frowned at me as he adjusted his coat sleeves and shifted from one foot to the other.

      Soon this will be over, my good man, I thought.

      April leaned past me and offered her hand to Mumford the Elder. Cocking an eyebrow, he shook it.

      "Hi, my name is April, but I was born in March," she said.

      Huh. She had told me her name was April June and she was born in July.

      "What is it that you do?" Mumford the Elder said with obvious distaste. "Are you here to shovel the snow? Do you expect a tip despite barging in here?"

      We couldn't tell these snobs she ran a sex shop...or maybe we could. Freak them out. "She's—" I started, but April cut me off.

      "I'm an entrepreneur."

      "Yes, you own a snow removal business. Good for you, dear."

      I glanced at the door. April's spell couldn't arrive fast enough.

      April, though, was quick on her feet—even if her damn magic wasn't.

      "No, I own a tech start-up," she lied. "I created an app that matches parents with appropriate private schools for their children."

      "Wonderful," Ford's father said, his eyes lighting up. "I founded a private school myself."

      "You should look us up. We have many customers clamoring for quality private schools.”

      “How do I find you?”

      “Search for Developing Boys And Girls' Sensibilities—D-Bags for short."

      I snorted and turned away before I broke into full-on laughter. Wim already had. His booming laugh echoed around the room.

      Mumford the Elder ignored him. "I shall search for it later tonight. But why are you here dressed like lowly help…" his gaze slid past April to the door. "Oh, dear lord.”

      I followed his gaze and my slow—often dead—heart skipped a beat in excitement.

      Two snowmen waddled into the ballroom, the first one with a massive snow cock standing at full attention. They waddled into a line right on the plush, ornate carpet—then, it got even better.

      A giant snow cock wiggled its way on its snow-balls. It stopped next to the snowmen on the fancy carpet.

      All around, the fancy party guests yelped and screamed and ran for the far end of the room. Some eyed the snowmen and cocks with sly looks or laughs.

      "Sapphire," Ford hissed, grabbing my arm. "Did you do this?"

      "Of course not," I said honestly. "But it's time to party anyway." I pulled my phone from my dress pocket and tapped open my music player.

      I'm Sexy and I Know It blared from my speakers.

      The guests looked around, confused, and some covered their ears.

      "What is that awful noise?" Ford's sister, Paris Beaumont, said.

      The snowmen and the snow cock swayed with the song.

      "Sapphire, stop it," Ford hissed. "Tell your friend—"

      "Wiggle, wiggle wiggle, yeah," the song blasted. Fuck yeah, the snowmen and the snow cock wiggled with it.

      I glanced sidelong at April. Somehow, she didn’t even smirk despite our wonderful handiwork.

      The cock on the snowman flapped around just like a real erection on a dancing man, and I laughed loud and hard. Behind me, Ford chuckled and tried to hide it with a cough, but that turned into a full-on laugh.

      "Wiggle, wiggle, yeah."

      The snowman wiggled harder, and its snow erection collapsed to the carpet in a pile of broken pieces.

      I laughed even harder with Wim, Ford, and Bob. Around the room, others giggled and chuckled. Most of the waiters laughed outright.

      "Not my carpet. No, no, no!" Ford’s mother, Ludwina, wailed.

      "I'm sexy and I know it," the song played, and I sang with it, no longer caring what these assholes thought.

      Out of the corner of my eye, April grabbed a handful of spring rolls off the platter of a laughing waiter.

      As the snowmen danced and the snow cock rocked back and forth, Ludwina ran forward. "Mumford, Bob, get them off my carpet."

      My Bob rushed forward, and I grabbed his arm and yanked him back. "She doesn't mean you."

      "I know, but she needs help," he said with those wide, summer blue eyes.

      "Oh, Bob, you're too sweet for rich people politics."

      His brows turned down in a frown. "Snowmen aren't politics. They're fun and messy."

      "Like you," I said, pulling him against my side to watch our sweet, sweet revenge.

      Bob the butler rushed into the room and froze. His face turned red, his shoulders shook, and he burst into laughter. Ford's sister pulled a pair of opera glasses from her clutch and held them to her eyes as she leaned toward the snow boner.

      Who the fuck carries opera glasses to a party? I thought and laughed more.

      "Mumford," Ludwina snapped. Her eyes blazing with rage landed on Ford. "Start behaving yourself right this moment and find servants to remove this...this..." she shuddered, "this monstrosity from my rug and my sight!"

      He stopped laughing, his hands going to the hem of his tux jacket as he pressed his lips together.

      "You don't have to listen to her," I said.

      "Mumford!" Ford’s father snapped, joining his wife. "Have some decency. Your mother and other women are here. Help me cover this up now." He took off his tux jacket and tossed it over top of the snow cock. Now it wiggled with a little black hat on its tip. The room laughed louder.

      "You need a larger condom for it," Wim shouted.

      Ford stepped past me toward his parents and the wiggling snowmen and snow cock.

      "Ford," I said. "Decide for yourself what you want to do. Don't let them order you around."

      He didn't even glance at me as he stepped toward his parents, and I sighed. I had made things worse for him by interfering, by being here at all. Bob, Wim, April, and I should have stayed home.

      The snow cock wiggled and shook off Mumford the Elder's jacket. He grabbed it from the floor and threw it over the cock as the boner collapsed into a pile of snow, right on top of him.

      Ford's shoulders shook, and his rich deep laughter broke through the song. He turned to me, his eyes bright with mirth, his face crinkled in joy.

      "Best mid-winter ball ever, Sapphire," he said as he gasped for air.

      "Get out! Get out! All of you," Mumford the Elder ordered.

      "This is the only time I'm glad to be kicked out of my parent's house," Ford said with a smile.
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      "Saph," April June said on the mansion steps.

      I fell back from my men and joined her as the other guests filed down the stairs around us. She held out a hand.

      I glanced at it, then at her, then at it. I high-fived her open palm.

      "I don't work for free,” she said with a glare.

      I always intended to pay her, but I couldn't help but mess with her first. "Not even for hilarity?"

      She narrowed her eyes and held out her hand.

      I dug around in my coat and dress pockets. I had no cash, just a credit card. So, I handed it over.

      April gave me a skeptical look. She didn't speak much, but she could say a hell of a lot with expressions.

      I shrugged. "I know where you work if you steal all my money. Besides, I'll never die, so one day the ninety-three dollars in my checking account will be a fortune."

      April pocketed the card. She didn't try to refuse it out of politeness or decency. I liked her.

      I strolled down the steps toward my waiting men before pausing and glancing back at April. She stood alone among the fleeing groups of party-goers.

      "Hey, we're heading to another party. Want to come?"

      "I have to feed my fish,” April said.

      I frowned. "I've been to your apartment. You don't have fish."

      "Yes, you showed up in the middle of the night and demanded self-tying rope."

      "It was an emergency."

      April gave me a you're kidding look.

      "It was! I had a rich asshole to threaten."

      "You seem to do that often."

      I grinned. "I'm the motherfucking Robin Hood of Silver Springs. Fuck with the rich and provide ice cream to everyone else."

      April sighed, unimpressed as usual.

      "If you have fish, what are their names?"

      "His name is Keanu."

      "Does he know kung-fu?" I said.

      “The fish version, yes,” April said and stomped down the steps.

      "Party time!" Wim shouted at the base of the stairs.

      I grinned and joined my men. "Club Vee?"

      "Can we go home instead?" Bob said. He pulled me against him as he nestled his face against my throat. "You're so cold, but I could warm you up.” His hand stroked the back of my thigh just below the hem of my very short dress.

      I trembled against him in delight. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw April trudge past us down the long driveway.

      "Party, party, party!" Wim shouted.

      "Please, my good dude," Ford said. "Shut-up."

      I frowned and watched April walking alone as the fancy cars drove past her on the long driveway. Had she been lying about having a fish to go home to? Was she alone? Maybe she refused my offer because she didn’t like big parties, but I knew of a smaller one.

      "April," I called. "Want to go to Jewels Cafe?"

      She turned back. "The place with the bad vibes?"

      "They fixed that. It's all happy now. It makes me sick."

      She smiled a little. "Then it must be a lovely place if you hate it. I guess I'll come."

      I grinned. "Come on, boys." I grabbed Bob and Ford's hands and dragged them down the driveway with me.

      April jerked a thumb over her shoulder without glancing back. "You've lost your wolf."

      I turned to see Wim lying in a snowbank. "Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, yeah!" He sang. "I work ooooutttttt!"

      Bob chuckled. "Wiggle," he said between laughs.

      I stomped back to Wim and stared down at him with my hands on my hips. I liked drunk Wim. The alcohol crumbled the walls that kept him serious, gruff, and private.

      "Hey, Fire," he said, staring up at me from the snow. "Get your hot ass down here to warm me up."

      "You know my ass is as cold as my biting wit," I said. I grabbed Wim’s wrists and hauled him to his feet. He stumbled against me, and I wrapped an arm around him to keep him upright.

      As we strolled, Ford sniffed and rubbed his nose. "This cold makes we want to…to..." His face crinkled up. "Ah...ah..."

      "Stand back," I warned April.

      "Choo!"

      Ford’s fancy tux ripped to shreds and fell around him like confetti as he shifted into a handsome white Pegasus. He folded his magnificent wings to his sides as though he was trying to look smaller than he was.

      He turned his horsey head to the mansion and the passing cars, his eyes wide. I knew what he was thinking. His family and the other people of their social group looked down on him for his wonky shifting.

      I rubbed his long neck. "You're perfect the way you are."

      He nuzzled my hair and blew his warm breath on my cold face. I kissed his nose in return.

      Wim leaned toward Ford’s neck. “I love you, man,” he slurred.

      "Bob," I said, "help me get Wim on Ford."

      Between us, we got him on the Pegasus shifter’s back.

      "Woooooo," Wim called, throwing his hands into the air like he was on a roller coaster. "Wooooo…I'm on a horse."

      "Why are you with him?" April asked me.

      I just winked and let her imagination do the rest; it must be active since she ran a store of magical sex toys.

      Ford horse-danced down the street with Wim on his back while Bob, April, and I walked alongside them. The streets were empty of snow despite the drifts around the houses. Ford's hooves clip-clopped on the bare cobblestones. The air held that smell that only exists on cold nights when the stars glitter in icy-clear skies. The smell of cold and stars.

      It was nearly perfect.

      "Toss a coin to your werewolf," Wim sang out of nowhere. "O, city of plenty! O, city of plenty—"

      "I'll toss some dollars at you if you strip," I said.

      "Deal." He started to pull off his winter coat.

      I didn't have any cash, but I found a crumpled candy wrapper in my pocket and tossed that at him. "Woooo, take it off."

      "Bow chicka wow wow," Wim said, spinning his coat in the air above his head.

      "Keep it on," April said.

      Wim frowned at her. He was an Instagram model and not used to women telling him to keep his clothes on.

      "They're as nuts as you are," she said to me.

      "We're a trail mix worth of nuts," I said.

      April gave me one of her looks that I never could decipher. Maybe she was trying to read my mind with her sex magic.

      We turned the corner to the street in front of Jewels Cafe and stopped. A wall of snow taller than the buildings blocked the road, except for an arched tunnel in the center. I peered into it. "It must lead to the cafe."

      April scoffed. "It could lead to a fae gathering. That always gets you cursed."

      "Do you know from personal experience?" I asked.

      "Absolutely," she said and didn't elaborate.

      Ford stopped at the tunnel. He was tall enough to enter, but not with Wim on his back.

      "Come on, Wim, get down," I said.

      "You want me to go down on you? Okay." He tried to climb off Ford but fell instead, landing with a thump and a groan.

      "Shit!" I ran to help him up with Bob at my side.

      April crossed her arms. "No wonder you need so many dildos. This one can't get himself up."

      "Quality burn," I said.

      She smiled a little. "I know."

      Bob and I hauled Wim up and held him between us as we entered the tunnel. Ford's hoofs barely made a sound on the packed snow. Ahead, a yellow glow lit the end of the burrow.

      "If we're dead, I'm going to cut a motherfucker," I said.

      "Saph," Bob said on Wim's other side. "If I die, I'll haunt you so we can be together."

      "Bob...you make me feel like a mushy banana."

      We turned a corner and stepped into the open door of Jewels. Supes from all over town crowded the cafe. Fuck. I had hoped for dead, empty, and depressing.

      "Sapphire, you made it!" Amber called from behind the counter with a smile.

      Wes, the bear shifter, looked us over, his gaze landing on Ford. "I'll find some clothes for when you shift to human.” He headed for the back stairs to their apartment. He thought it would hurt Amber to see Ford's cock, as though she didn't know what cock looked like when she had three men.

      Ruby the angel and her men clustered at a table, and Chase the rabbit shifter shook his laptop and frowned at it. In the back corner of the cafe, Rose and her vamps danced to a rock band. The lead singer leaned toward the mic. "Hey everyone, we're Not a Vampire, and this next song is called Wampitch!"

      "Woooo," Wim said and dropped into a squat to twerk.

      "I got to get this on video," I said and took out my phone.

      Amber hurried over to place an oversized mug on a tall table before Ford. "Hot cider.”

      Ford neighed and stuck out his long horse tongue to lick from the mug. Nobody else blinked an eye at Ford stuck in Pegasus form. Nobody judged him for it here.

      That reminded me. I had brought someone else who needed friends. I glanced around for April, but the dildo witch was nowhere in sight.

      Sneaking out of a social obligation unseen, that was some excellent skill right there. I liked her better for it.

      I leaned on the table next to Ford. "Well," I said. "How do you like this party?"

      Ford’s big horse nostrils widened like buttholes prepping for dildos. He sucked in quick, short breaths, then sneezed and shifted to human form

      He stood next to me in the crowded cafe as naked as a giant snow cock except for the cravat around his neck. Somehow, he had managed to save that when shifting.

      Some supes glanced over, but no one paid much attention. Ford was naked all the time thanks to his wonky shifting.

      “It feels more like home,” he said.
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