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      Amber

      

      The moment I exit our cozy upstairs apartment, I realize something’s wrong. It’s ice cold at the top of the stairs, which makes me think the temperature in Jewels Cafe has plummeted below freezing.

      I’m not exaggerating, either. It’s not like I’m dressed in shorts and a t-shirt or something crazy like that. The sweater-dress Wes got me for Christmas—amber-colored, of course—is cozy, and my leggings are made of thick suede. Paired with black boots, it’s the perfect Winter Day in the Cafe outfit, so why do I still feel cold?

      Did one of my guys mess with the thermostat settings and accidentally turn off the heat? Either that, or Juli’s latest attempt at magic blew up the front door… again…?

      I rush downstairs. We’ve got expensive equipment in the cafe. What if someone broke in? I picture all sorts of horrifying versions of what could have happened, but when I enter the cafe, everything is still intact. The door is closed… so are the windows… but it’s so cold in the cafe that I’m shivering and my teeth start chattering.

      Outside the window, last night’s blizzard is still in full swing. I’ve been told it snows every year on Mid-Winter’s Eve, but I didn’t picture it being quite this bad. Mounds of snow are piled high against the front of the cafe, and I can barely make out Main Street. We’re going to have a lot of shoveling ahead of us if we’re going to open the cafe in time for this afternoon’s party. Which I’ll worry about after I turn on the thermostat. If I don’t heat this place up, stat, no one in their right mind will stick around, party or no party.

      I debate heading back upstairs to grab my jacket—plus a hat, gloves, and maybe ten heated blankets—but why go to all that trouble when I can shift instead?

      Being a chameleon has its perks. I can turn into anyone I’ve seen over the past week, and Silver Springs is brimming with supes. Creatures with much higher metabolic rates and better resistance to the cold than me. Looks like my academy education is really paying off today.

      I know that Julian, my witch best-friend-turned-mate, has the same cold tolerance as I do. Even if I didn’t have a rule against shifting into friends and family, turning into him wouldn’t do any good. Turning into one of my other two mates, Wes and Chase, is harder to resist. I wonder who’d do better naked in the middle of a snowstorm—my bear shifter or my bunny shifter?

      “Focus, Amber!” I mutter through chattering teeth. I need to pick someone to shift into before I freeze to death or catch the mother of all colds. Literally anyone would do, so long as they have proper hands, with fingers, so I can change the thermostat… and make myself a cappuccino. Barista caffeine addiction is no joke.

      My first thought for an ideal cold-resistant supe is Sapphire. She’s a vampire, so she doesn’t get cold easily, but I’ve started thinking of her as a friend, too. A slightly odd friend who orders seventy-five dollar coffee and insists she’s as old as time, but a friend nonetheless. There are other vampires to choose from, of course, like Rose’s guys, or Rose herself. But again, friends…

      What about that panther shifter everyone calls Speed Bump? He came into town with Topaz a few days ago wearing a thin jacket instead of a proper coat. And Liam, the troll cop with the Mood Tea addiction, never wears a scarf or gloves. I could even opt for Ruby’s demon mate… the one who drops by the cafe whenever he thinks Chase isn’t around.

      They’re all great choices, but which one would handle the cold best? It’s a great question, one that I should definitely test out. Not by dragging all of them out here in their underwear—which would definitely be weird, though totally hilarious—but by shifting into each of them in turn.

      It’s definitely tempting, but I’m already cold. Like, really cold. Which is why I end up going for the less attractive, but safer and more surefire choice. The Yeti.

      It’s actually pure luck that a Yeti happened to stop by Jewels Cafe last night to try our new specialty drink. He’d been visiting from another town… mountain… cave? Anyone who paid attention at the academy knows exactly where Yetis come from—and not in the biblical sense, either—except me. I was too busy ogling Julian. Which actually turned out alright, now that I think about it, but that’s beside the point.

      What matters is that Yetis are Yetis. And regardless of where it is they come from, I know for a fact that they love snow. And ice. And the cold. Which, as it turns out, they do not feel. Like, at all.

      I channel my chameleon magic, shift, and instant warmth! It feels like slipping into a fur coat, inside another fur coat, inside a third fur coat that comes with fuzzy socks that send liquid heat coursing through my body. Who needs a hat, scarf, or gloves, when you’ve gone Yeti?

      My amber-colored sweater-dress magically reforms and stretches around my Yeti potbelly. Kind of gross, come to think of it, but I’m so warm I can’t quite bring myself to care.

      I look down past said belly, and the floor seems really far away. The Yeti’s way bigger than Liam, not that I’m ever telling our Mood Tea drinking troll that. The guy’s a cop, and I’m still not sure if shifting into him counts as impersonating a police officer. That, and guys are just so sensitive about their size.

      And speaking of size… my attention zeroes in on the junk between my legs. One particular appendage feels overly large, and I wonder what it looks like. I mean, it’s not like you can feel the shape of your junk just by thinking about it. Trust me, I know.

      I take a step toward the back room and grimace. Where did my leggings and undies go? Why am I never wearing leggings or undies when I shift into guys? And why do they all have oversized packages that rub against my inner thighs?

      I take another step and grimace. Okay, I did not need to feel that. Not. At. All. And why is it prickly?!

      I’m tempted to take a peek under my skirt, but that would be a violation of the Yeti’s privacy. I wouldn’t want to find out that some chameleon out there shifted into me and looked between my legs.

      Which is why I try to ignore the junkapalooza going on down there and cross the cafe toward the back room. All I have to do is turn on the thermostat, and soon I’ll be back in my own body, sitting in the cafe, sipping a cappuccino.
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      Amber

      

      The thermostat is located on the wall to the left of the back door. I lumber toward it, junk swinging, and jab at it with one thick Yeti finger.

      The screen flickers on, and the number seventy stares back at me. That’s odd… we always set the thermostat to seventy. And all the doors and windows are firmly shut and in one piece. But then why the Chameleon—or in this case, why the Yeti—is the cafe still freezing?

      I jab at the thermostat a few more times. I up the temperature to seventy-five. Then I let out a loud, menacing growl. Why isn’t it working?

      I bet there’s a button I’m not seeing or some setting I need to adjust. One of my guys would probably know, and then I’ll feel like an idiot for not figuring it out for myself.

      With another growl—wow, Yetis really like doing that—I head back into the cafe, junk swinging. I even start toward the stairs when a flicker of white outside the window captures my attention. Snow. Piles of snow. Snow everywhere!

      It calls to me, and before I know what I’m doing, my feet are leading me toward the front door.

      It’s not like it matters if I take a little, tiny detour. The guys are probably all still asleep, exhausted from last night. Not the naked kind of last night, though we have plenty of those, but the kind where they insisted I go to bed… and then stayed up late, baking various treats for the party. I’m seriously so lucky to have them!

      I’m thinking about how lucky I am in general as I open the cafe door… and a strong gust of wind blows a handful of snow right in my face.

      Instinctively, I grimace… but oh my Yeti, it feels amazing!

      Snow. Glorious snow!

      It blows across the snowbanks in front of the cafe and envelops my bare feet. Wait, bare feet? Since when am I not wearing boots? Who cares.

      All I want is snow, snow, and more snow.

      Before I can think better of it, I dive face first into the snowbank. I burrow into it, enjoying the soothing caress of snow on my face, and in my hair, and seeping into my clothes. When snow makes its way underneath my dress, caressing my junk, I let out a disturbing moan. But then snow’s touching every inch of my skin, enveloping me until I’m sure I’m in heaven.

      I dive and roll and burrow and moan and roll around some more.

      “Ambear?” a panicked voice shouts.

      Wes? I shift back in a panic.

      And, oh no, cold! It’s so, so cold. My boots and leggings are back, but they’re no use against the snow. It’s wet and stings, and I’m so cold…

      Strong, warm arms scoop me out of the snowbank. Wes presses me tightly against his hot chest, his touch stinging my freezing skin.

      Before I know it, I’m shivering. Bad. So bad, I almost shift into a Yeti again just to escape the pain. Can you imagine? Shifting into a giant Yeti dude in my bear shifter mate’s arms? What would he think?

      “Bean?” Julian cries, racing out of the cafe. “Get her inside!”

      “J-J-Juli,” I barely get his name out past chattering teeth. I definitely don’t get to the part where I’m about to tell him I’m okay. How am I this cold when I was only in that snowbank as me for maybe ten seconds? Ugh. I hate winter. Unless I’m a Yeti. I definitely want to winter more as a Yeti when I get the chance, but right now, winter is the worst.

      When Wes carries me into our warm upstairs apartment, instead of feeling better, the shivering intensifies.

      “What happened?” Chase jumps up from the couch, abandoning his laptop.

      I frown. Why are all three of my guys awake? Exactly how long was I outside, luxuriating in the gloriously soft piles of snow?

      “She fell into a snowbank,” Wes says, his chest rumbling against my shivering form.

      “What were you doing outside?” Chase rushes to my side.

      “I—” My teeth chatter as I try to think of a response.

      “It’s a good thing I came downstairs or…” Wes trails off as he carries me across the apartment. I want to reassure him—to reassure all three of my guys—but even if I wasn’t too cold to talk, what would I say? No, you guys, I didn’t fall into a snowbank. I shifted into a Yeti and dove into it head first? And, by the way, you won’t believe how good it felt?!

      “We need to get you some dry clothes.” Chase rushes past us and into the bedroom.

      Wes carries me into the bathroom and gently sets me down in the middle of the tub. I expect him to turn on the water, but he starts to peel my sweater-dress over my head instead.

      “W-Wes—” I whisper, feeling the first wave of warmth since I shifted back from Yeti-Amber into Amber-Amber. I look up at my bear shifter, and though his eyes are blazing with heat, they’re also filled with concern.

      “You’re freezing, Ambear. And your clothes are soaking wet. I’m going to get you out of them first, and then we’ll figure out how to get you warm.”

      “I could call the coven doctor,” Julian says from the doorway.

      “It would take too long. We need to get her warm, now.”

      “What about a heat spell?” Julian suggests.

      “And s-set the place on f-fire?” I stutter past chattering teeth.

      “I’d rather burn down the cafe than watch you freeze,” he snarls as Wes drops my soaking dress on the floor and starts on my leggings.

      “Juli!” I snap in warning. Last time he used magic… okay, fine, every time he’s used magic… something went terribly wrong.

      “Bean!” Julian glares at me.

      “What if you shift?” Chase suggests, squeezing into the tiny bathroom and dropping a stack of clothes on the toilet seat. His gaze skims my scantily clad body, starting at my soaking-wet pink bra and sliding down to my pink panties—I’ve been pretty good about wearing matching underwear since finding my mates. “Sweetheart? Did you hear me?”

      “W-what?” I breathe, trying to think past the sudden arousal at having my three guys staring at me while I’m mostly naked.

      “Shift,” Chase repeats.

      “Chase is right,” Juli agrees. “You need to shift into Wes.”

      “W-Wes?” I look down at my bear shifter as he knees in front of me to remove my boots.

      “Bear shifters have better cold tolerance than bunny shifters,” Chase says.

      “They do?” And why does everyone seem to know it but me?

      Wes nods, but I shake my head. If I’m going to make this cold go away, I’m going to shift into the Yeti and not Wes. No offense.

      I think back to how warm being a Yeti felt. How amazing it felt rolling through the snow in Yeti form. I want that again so bad. Why couldn’t it have been a sexy female Yeti who walked into the cafe? Then I could shift into her in front of the guys! But no, instead I get pot-belly middle-aged-man Yeti. I shift into him, and I’m probably never having sex again.

      On the other hand, warmth. Oh, how I long to feel that warmth.

      I almost shift back on the spot. Almost. I just can’t do it with my guys watching. It still shocks me every single day that I have three hot mates who all want me. Me. Despite the fact that I occasionally pop a troll bod or Minerva hair. I do not want to add pot-belly Yeti to the mix. Especially a naked pot bellied, likely hairy, Yeti… with junk that may or may not look like a cheese grater.

      “Brown bears have good cold tolerance, Ambear,” Wes says. “Much better than chameleons.”

      “I can’t…”

      “We’ll give you some privacy,” Julian says, pulling the guys toward the door. “She always had trouble shifting in class when anyone was watching. Trust me.”

      “We’ll be right outside, Amber.” Wes hesitates in the doorway. “You sure you’ll be okay?”

      Eagerly, I nod.

      Then, I’m alone. Free to be a Yeti. Warm, cozy, like sitting in front of a fireplace, Yeti. Oh, it feels amazing.

      “Bean?” Julian calls out.

      “Did it work?” Chase asks.

      “You alright?” Wes finishes off the line of questioning.

      “Yes,” I call back, my deep baritone rumbling in my chest.
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      Wes

      

      The growl that emanates from the other side of the bathroom door is monstrous. It sends chills down my spine, and my bear demands that I shift to protect my mate. Except there’s nothing to protect my mate from… because that fearsome growl is my mate’s, and she just shifted into me.

      “Do I really sound like that?” I demand. None of the other bears in my family do, but it wouldn’t be the first time I was the odd one out. A growl emanates from my chest at the thought. Not a bone-chilling-coming-from-the-bathroom type growl, more of a my-bear-is-coming-to-the-surface type growl. “Well? Do I?”

      “Of course you don’t,” Julian’s the first to reply, his eyes locked on the door as Amber growls once more. Louder this time. More chilling, too.

      “What he said.” Chase takes one last look at the bathroom door and then raises his hands in self-defense. My eyes narrow as he starts to back away from me, but then I catch the smirk he’s trying to hide. “We didn’t mean to make you angry, Wes. Just calm down, okay, buddy?”

      “I’m always calm,” I growl, and the three of us break into matching grins.

      Being around my friends—my brothers—soothes me. They may not be bears like me, but like Amber, they’re family. And knowing that my family trusts me completely, even if my growls are bone-chilling, bordering on terrifying, is a huge relief.

      Then Amber make a sound that reminds me of a beast from hell, and I grimace.

      “Hey, Bean, everything alright in there?” Julian calls.

      Amber grunts.

      “Are you feeling warmer?” I ask cautiously.

      “Warm,” Amber purrs. “So warm…”

      Her voice is deep and menacing and gruff and definitely not mine. At least, I don’t think it’s mine? I look at the guys for confirmation, and they shake their heads.

      “Cave troll?” Chase suggests, then whispers. “She shifted into a cave troll once when Ford showed up naked.”

      “Ford showed up naked?” Julian’s eyes narrow on Chase.

      “Hey, it wasn’t my fault.” Chase shrugs. “That guy’s always naked.”

      “It’s a shifter thing,” I add. “Not the sneezing and losing your clothes in the middle of Main Street part. That’s a Ford thing. But we’re more comfortable with nudity than other supes.”

      Chase nods. “Amber got Ford some clothes to wear, but she kept grunting and growling the whole time.”

      “Grunting?” I frown.

      “And growling?” Julian scowls.

      “Because she was a cave troll.” Chase rolls his eyes. “Not because Ford was naked. Why would she ever look at him when she’s got us?”

      “Good point.” Julian visibly relaxes, and I do too. The bunny has a point.

      “Hey sweetheart, did you shift into a cave troll again?” Chase calls out.

      “No!” Amber snaps from the other side of the bathroom door.

      “Ogre?” Julian ventures a guess.

      “No!” Amber growls this time.

      “You didn’t shift into me, did you?” I hold my breath. I’m still half terrified I actually sound like that.

      “I did,” Amber replies, but this time in a voice that suddenly sounds surprisingly like mine. Maybe I only sound like a beast from hell when I’m cold?

      I share a look with the guys, and then Chase asks, “Are you feeling better?”

      “I am,” I call back… well, Amber calls back, in my voice. “Hey, what time is it?”

      It’s strange hearing myself answering from the other side of the door. It’s also hard for my brain to reconcile who I’m talking to, since I keep picturing Amber, then myself, then Amber again.

      “Just past ten,” Julian says after checking his phone. “Why?”

      “Ten?!” Amber shouts, my voice laced with panic. “But we haven’t even started on the decorations and… oh no, the thermostat!”

      “Oh, shit…” Julian mutters, and I grimace.

      “The thermostat?” Chase frowns, and I realize he’s the only one who hasn’t been downstairs yet. “Is something wrong with the thermostat?”

      “The cafe’s freezing,” I tell him. “It’s either off or busted.”

      “Can you fix it?” My voice calls from the other side of the door, sounding desperate. “Please tell me you can fix it. Oh crap, we need to shovel the street!”

      It takes me a few seconds to realize it’s Amber talking and not me—I mean, come on, obviously it’s not me—and that my mate plans to go out there again.

      “You’re not going outside,” I order, my heart nearly stopping with fear.

      When I saw her lying face-down in a pile of snow… let’s just say that was one of the worst, most terrifying moments of my life. For a split second, I was sure she was dead. That my time with my mate was cut short, and we’d never get to do all those things we planned. Go camping. Travel. Have little bear cubs of our own.

      When I yanked her out of that snowbank and saw that she was alive, the relief that washed over me was short-lived. Amber’s skin had taken on a bluish tint, she was shivering, her teeth were chattering, and all I could think about was warming her up. Making sure she’d be okay.

      “You are not putting me through that again!”

      There’s a pause on the other side of the door, and my voice is soft when Amber replies, “I’m sorry I scared you, Wes.”

      “You didn’t scare me,” I growl. “Just don’t do it again.”

      “I won’t. But there’s so much snow…” Amber complains, my voice taking on a whiny tone.

      “The guys and I will take care of it!” I’m not risking her falling in another snowbank. Or catching a cold. Or worse.

      “But…”

      “You should shower and get ready for the party,” I suggest.

      “Oh, crap!” Amber cries, my voice taking on a much higher pitch. “My hair. I need time to do my hair!”

      Chase and Julian look at each other.

      “I’ll need to do my makeup again, too,” my voice wails—actually wails—from the other side of the door, and Chase and Julian burst out laughing.

      “I wish I was recording this,” Julian snorts, unlocking his phone.

      “No way in hell,” I snap, grabbing it from him.

      “Hey, give that back,” he shouts as I hold it just out of reach. “Do you know what kind of blackmail material this is?”

      “I got it,” Chase shouts, and I realize he’s got his own phone out.

      “Don’t you dare.” I turn on him and lunge for the phone, but he jumps out of the way and grins at me.

      “What’s going on out there?” Amber calls, but this time it’s in her own voice, not mine.

      “Nothing.” Chase sighs and pockets his phone.

      Julian holds out his hand, and since Amber’s back to herself, I figure it’s safe and hand it back to him.

      “I’ll try to be quick,” Amber calls out, the sound of the shower running echoing in the background. “Can you guys please fix the thermostat and start getting the cafe ready?”
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      Chase

      

      “We’ll come help you as soon as we fix this thing,” I call after Wes, whose giant frame is bundled up from head to toe. My words form a white cloud in the frigid air, and I’m glad I’m not the one who’s heading out of the cafe with a shovel in hand.

      “Not sure how we’re going to fix this thing…” Julian mutters. He jabs at the up button on the thermostat with a gloved finger and frowns. “I have absolutely no clue what’s wrong with it.”

      “Let me try?” I ask and take his place. He’s raised the thermostat to eighty-two, and I raise it up to ninety before lowering it down to seventy-five. Nothing happens. “We’ll probably have to call someone to come in and have a look at it.”

      “We don’t have the budget to replace the heating,” Julian moans. “We’ve barely started to turn a profit. Between the new cafe equipment and paying Onyx to come in after school—”

      “Hey…” I place a gloved hand on Julian’s shoulder. “We don’t know if it needs to be replaced. Maybe it’s just a quick fix… like a… um…” I wave my hand vaguely in the air, “…a loose wire?”

      “You’re right.” Julian perks up. “We’ll call someone in, maybe even get everything back up and running within the hour.”

      “That’s a bit ambitious. I doubt anyone in Silver Springs is open on Mid-Winter’s Day. We could get a human repairman to come in from Scarborough, but…”

      “We’d never get this fixed before the party.” Julian groans, burying his face in his hands.

      I slump into a chair and pull my hat down over my ears.

      It’s freezing in the cafe, and I’m glad I dressed to go outside. I may have bunny shifter blood, but even I’m uncomfortable in this cold. Which means that the moment our customers walk in, they’ll turn around and walk right back out.

      “Poor Bean. She was really looking forward to today.”

      At Julian’s words, my heart sinks. “We were all looking forward to it.” But especially Amber. She invited a bunch of friends, not to mention all of our customers. “And it was going to be such good publicity for the cafe, too.”

      “And we pre-paid for the band.” Julian shakes his head. “I knew we shouldn’t have booked Not a Vampire, but Bean’s absolutely obsessed with them.”

      “Maybe we can get them to play up at the apartment?” I suggest.

      “Maybe…” Julian sounds skeptical, and I don’t blame him.

      Not a Vampire is the hottest up and coming band in the supe community. We just got lucky that the drummer is from Silver Springs, and they were passing through town. Otherwise, we never would have been able to book them. Playing in our living room would be an insult.

      I sigh. “We could just try to figure out how to fix the thermostat on our own?”

      “Us?” Julian stares at me in disbelief.

      I nod. “You know what we have?”

      “Delusions of grandeur?” Julian rolls his eyes.

      “Har har. Guess again.”

      “Fine, what?” Julian looks at me hopefully. “Wait… don’t tell me you want me to use magic! You know that’s not a good idea. Remember the time—”

      “No magic. Definitely no magic.”

      “What, then?”

      I hold up my phone. “The Internet.”

      “The Internet?” Julian stares at me like I’ve gone insane. “Even if we could find the instruction manual or whatever, we don’t even know what’s wrong with this thing.”

      “But we can figure it out.” I lean forward in my chair. “Back home, if I didn’t know how to do something, I had to ask someone to teach me. And half the time, the answer was no.”

      “That sucks, man. But unless one of the things they did teach you was how to fix a thermostat—”

      “You know we didn’t have thermostats, or central heating. That’s not the point.” I shake my head. “I started sneaking off to the town library when I was eight. Found out how to do things no one wanted me to know about. Things that were a lot harder than fixing a thermostat.”

      “Like what?” Julian asks curiously.

      “I learned how to use a computer in the first place.” I raise an eyebrow. “Wasn’t easy. Studied science and history… anything they didn’t teach in our community. Got my GED. Applied to college. Rented an apartment. I didn’t know how to do any of that, Juli, and I had no one to ask. Not even the librarian, in case my parents somehow found out. I had to learn everything on my own using the Internet. It’s how I survived. And it’s how we’re going to fix this thermostat.”

      “You really think so?” Julian asks hopefully, and I grin.

      “I know so. And we’ll have it up and running before the party.”

      I unlock my phone and start to search. Julian does the same, but after a few minutes of muttering about how cold it is, he gets to his feet.

      “I’ll go make some Cozy Cocoas, keep us warm,” he says proudly. It took him months to perfect that recipe—and the spell that goes along with it. He had to practice outside, too, in case anything blew up… but he did it! Made sure each drink came with a custom foam drawing of a cozy scene that warmed the drinker up from inside. Not just any random scene, either, but a custom one summoned right out of the drinker’s mind.

      I focus on my research, opening tab after tab and making notes until Julian returns with to-go cups.

      “Did you find anything?” he asks, handing me my drink.

      I take off the lid, take a sip, and a scene unfolds in the foam. Me and Amber are curled up on the couch, watching a movie on my laptop. We’re sharing a blanket, I’ve got an arm around her, the scene so perfect that it warms my heart as much as the cocoa warms my body.

      “I made a list,” I tell Julian as he takes a sip of his own drink.

      “Where do we start?” he asks, watching his foam take shape. Then, his eyes widen and he replaces the lid so quickly some of the dark brown liquid spills over the side. His cheeks take on a bright red hue, and I realize his cozy scene must be of the naked variety.

      “Hey Julian…” I say, planning on teasing him, then change my mind. We don’t have time to sneak upstairs and join Amber in the shower. Not when she’s depending on us to fix the heating, shovel the street in front of the cafe, and decorate before the party starts.

      Even thinking about joining my mate for some naked fun makes me warm, and I feel myself starting to sweat. Julian tugs on his scarf, and I realize it must be having the same effect on him.

      “Let’s start outside.” I set down my cocoa, and we grab two shovels from the storage closet. Then the two of us rush out the front door, because it’s either that or a cold shower… which, with Amber still upstairs, is definitely not an option.

      “Did you fix the heating?” Wes looks up from the stretch of street he’s shoveling as we step outside. He’s actually made a semi-decent dent in it, clearing about a quarter of the sidewalk, but new snow keeps falling, and there’s still a lot of work left to do. Work that will take a lot longer without our help.

      “Sorry, man, but not yet. We’re going to start by checking the exhaust vents…” I hold out my phone and show Julian and Wes some photos. “Says here most houses have built-in safety mechanisms that will shut off the heating if the vents get blocked.”

      We all turn to look at the side of the cafe which is covered by a waist-deep wall of snow that’s growing higher by the minute.

      “If there are vents, they’re definitely buried,” Wes agrees. “Let me help you—”

      The bell above the front door chimes as it’s thrown open and Amber peers outside, a huge grin on her face. “How’s the shoveling going, guys? Need any help?”

      She steps out of the front door in jeans, boots, and a winter jacket, but Wes holds up his hand.

      “Stop right there,” he calls, dropping the shovel and rushing toward her. “You’re staying inside where it’s warm. I don’t want you catching a cold.”

      “Fine.” She grins. “Thanks for fixing the heat, by the way. What was wrong with it?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Julian

      

      “We haven’t fixed the heat yet, Bean.” I frown at her.

      It’s not like Amber to make passive-aggressive digs at how long we’re taking—not like a certain witch I grew up with. But she can’t possibly be serious, not when it’s freezing inside the cafe.

      “Do you have a fever?” Wes places a hand on Amber’s forehead and frowns. “You feel warm.”

      “That’s because it’s boiling in there.” Amber rolls her eyes. “What did you set the heat to? A hundred?”

      My frown deepens.

      I thought her shifting into Wes—and whatever other cold-resistant, growly creature she’d picked—had warmed her up in time… and kept her from getting sick. Apparently, I was wrong.

      Bean’s cheeks are stained pink, but even sick with what must be a pretty high fever, she looks absolutely gorgeous. Snowflakes land on her hair, which frames her face in soft, golden waves, and my eyes drift down to her lips.

      “Let’s get you into bed,” I say. I mean it in a completely platonic, I’ll tuck you in and bring you soup, kind of way. But my mind is clearly in the gutter—has been since Wes started peeling Amber’s clothes off in the bathroom earlier. The scene depicted in graphic detail on my Cozy Cocoa was proof enough. So, of course, my voice comes out all gruff, breathless, and filled with need.

      Amber’s cheeks flush. “We don’t have time for—”

      She squeals as Wes scoops her up in his arms and proceeds to carry her into the cafe.

      “Wes! We have to shovel the street and—”

      “It really is hot in here,” Wes grumbles from inside the cafe just before the door bangs closed behind him, the chime echoing in the cold silence the two of them leave behind.

      Chase and I exchange a confused look. A second passes, and we both drop our shovels and rush inside after them.

      The moment we step inside, I realize that Wes is absolutely right. So is Amber. The cafe is almost as hot as the scene on my Cozy Cocoa.

      “It’s like a sauna in here,” Chase complains, unzipping his jacket. Wes and I follow suit.

      “Told you so.” Amber slides the zipper of her jacket down to reveal the tight, pink sweater she’s got on underneath. I long to strip it off her and—

      “Maybe whatever buttons we pressed did the trick? It probably just took some time to kick in,” Chase suggests. My gaze is locked on Amber, and it takes me a few seconds to realize he’s talking about the buttons on the thermostat.

      “Well, we need to turn it way down.” Amber leads the way to the back room and heads for the thermostat. “Unless we want to turn the Mid-Winter party into a bikini party.”

      “I wouldn’t say no to that,” Wes teases, giving her a once-over.

      Personally? I wouldn’t say no to it either.

      The mention of bikinis, coupled with the barely tolerable heat in Jewels Cafe, takes me back to summer days lounging by the pool with Bean. I’d be trying not to melt in my swim trunks, while she’d be wearing a giant t-shirt over her bikini, self-conscious about her weight even though she was always the most gorgeous girl I knew.

      Even then, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Couldn’t help trying to picture what was hidden under that shirt. I’d cannonball into the pool, making sure to splash her, too. Tease her until she’d join me in the water. All so I could get that t-shirt of hers to hug all her curves.

      The thought of Bean in a wet t-shirt makes me instantly hard. I cup my jacket in front of my crotch as I picture her riding me on a poolside lounger. The exact scene on my Cozy Cocoa, drawn in foam, revealing my need for my mate. I’m sure it’s written all over my face, too, but the others aren’t paying me any attention.

      “That’s odd…” Amber taps a button on the thermostat. “It shouldn’t be this hot at seventy-five.”

      “It definitely feels more like ninety,” Wes agrees.

      “Maybe lower it to sixty for now and raise it back up if it gets cold?” Chase frowns.

      “Works for me.” Amber lowers the heat while I fight the urge to push her up against that wall and take her right then and there. I want to. Have wanted to since I woke up and realized she wasn’t in bed next to me. I wish I had time to carry her upstairs now, but with the party starting soon, there’s so much to do.

      “I’m going to keep trying to clear up the snow.” I throw on my jacket and rush outside before I can give in to temptation. Hopefully shoveling out in the cold will snap me out of this need to strip Amber naked.

      I’m barely out of the cafe when the door chimes behind me, signaling that someone else followed me out.

      “We should dig out the vents first,” Chase says. “Just to be safe.”

      “Sure. Vents.” I grab the already snow-covered shovel and attack the nearest pile of snow.

      “You alright there, Juli?” Chase raises an eyebrow.

      “Fine.” I shovel more snow, ignoring his curious glances.

      Soon, my face and hands are freezing, my muscles are burning, and we’ve barely even made a dent in the snow. It’s piled high against the side of the cafe, and with new snow falling every second, it’ll take ages for us to get through it all.

      Meanwhile, Wes and Amber are inside the cafe, doing who knows what. I glance through the window, just as Amber grabs the hem of her sweater and pulls it over her head.

      Jealousy rears its ugly head. I may have come to terms with sharing my mate. I may like Chase and Wes being part of the equation. But I do not like being out here, freezing my ass off as I work, while Wes fucks Amber on the kitchen counter.

      My cock grows hard at the thought of joining them, and I groan. By the time I’m done shoveling, which is starting to seem less and less likely at this point, the guests will probably get here. If I don’t shovel and join Amber and Wes, we won’t be ready in time for the party. It’s one or the other, unless…

      I look around. I practiced casting my Cozy Cocoa spell right here in front of the cafe. Did it hundreds of times, and nothing went wrong.

      I know I promised to be careful with magic, but a tiny snow-clearing spell wouldn’t hurt. That, and my need to be with Amber before the party overwhelms me. It feels like every part of me is on fire, burning for her. I need to do this. I have no choice.

      I throw my hands up in the air and summon my magic. Pull it, shape it, tell it to grab on to every flake of snow in sight.

      “What the hell?” Chase shouts as all the snow around us rises off the ground.

      He distracts me for a second, but I can’t screw this up. I need to be with Amber. Now!

      I spread my fingers wide and let my power flow outward. I tell it to repel the snow, move it all away from Jewels Cafe, redistribute it around the rest of Silver Springs.

      The magic flows outward, and I count down the seconds. Almost… almost… just a few more seconds, and then I can finally be with Amber.
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      “The thermostat is definitely busted,” I complain as I wipe sweat off my brow. “I already lowered it to fifty, and it’s still so hot in here.”

      It’s the sort of hot that makes me want to shift into an un-Yeti—a heat-tolerant supe who would be comfortable in this. If only a camel shifter or lava monster had stopped by Jewels Cafe.

      “You could take off your bra.” Wes winks at me. I don’t know how, but he manages to make me feel even hotter.

      I’ve already ditched my sweater and boots, but I’m at a point where I’m so overheated, I’m tempted to take off my jeans, too. I doubt Wes would complain, but we still need to move the rest of the chairs into the back room and check over the cafe equipment for the party.

      Not that I’m not tempted to take a quick break with my mate. He looks hot as hell, wearing low-riding jeans and nothing else. He leans casually against one of the tables, his broad, muscular chest on full display. Like me, he’s ditched his winter boots and sweater, but I kind of wished he’d ditched the pants, too.

      The door chimes before I get the chance to say so out loud. It brings with it a welcome breeze and cools my libido. It also reminds me that we have a party to set up for.

      I glance at the door and watch a flushed Julian rush inside. He kicks off his boots and unzips his jacket, dropping it, along with his hat and gloves, on the floor in the doorway. Then, without a word, he advances on me, and my breath catches in my throat.

      Like a predator stalking prey, Julian crosses the cafe, his eyes locked on mine. My heart hammers in my chest, and for a split second, I feel the urge to flee. Then, my witch best-friend-turned-mate is on me, pinning me with my back against the bar.

      He unsnaps the button on my jeans, his eyes burning into mine. Before I have a chance to react, he slides down the zipper and spins me around. Suddenly, my back is flush against his chest and he’s pressing his large palm flat against my belly, sliding it down toward the open waistband of my jeans.

      I gasp. And when he slips a finger inside my panties, I grab the edge of the bar and hold on for dear life.

      It’s already steaming hot inside the cafe, but Julian manages to set my body on fire. His finger grazes my clit once, twice, and I let out a needy moan.

      Footsteps echo across the cafe. I picture Wes swaggering over to join us, and my pulse spikes. As amazing as being with any one of my guys always feels, being with two—or, if I’m lucky, all three—multiplies the pleasure tenfold.

      “Do you know how much I want you?” Julian grinds his hard cock against my back.

      “Oh, yes. Please!” I moan as his finger slips into my wetness and then slides back up over my clit. “More!”

      The way his finger draws achingly slow circles over the sensitive nub is pure torture. I pump my hips, trying to get him to increase the pace, when my bear shifter comes into view.

      Wes stops on the other side of the bar and watches me. His pupils are dilated, and his eyes lock on my nipples, which strain painfully against soft silk.

      “Take off your bra, Ambear,” Wes orders, his voice soft, yet full of heat.

      My hands shake as I reach back to unsnap it. Julian doesn’t make the task easy. He continues to play with me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge until I can barely focus, before pulling back just long enough to make me beg for more.

      Somehow, I finally manage to unclasp my bra and let the scrap of fabric slip off my arms and fall to the floor.

      Then, Wes’s thumbs are there, gliding over my nipples. Waves of pleasure shoot through me, and I lean into his touch. I long to kiss him, but Wes is on the other side of the counter, just out of reach. Luckily, Julian is right behind me, and I twist my head and cover his lips with mine.

      Julian flicks my clit again, and when I moan, he slides his tongue into my mouth. My attention is suddenly jumping everywhere. On Julian’s mouth, on Wes’s giant hands kneading my breasts, on Julian’s palm flush against my belly, on his finger torturing my clit.

      With each touch, my arousal grows. I moan, then moan again as Wes tugs on my nipples. The pleasure explodes, and then I’m shattering, screaming my release. Julian captures it on his lips, devouring my mouth with his as he continues to rub my clit and milk every last drop of pleasure from me.

      I’m still whimpering when the front door chimes. A strong gust of chilling wind enters the cafe, caressing my bare chest. I gasp, and all three of us turn to stare at Chase as he steps into the cafe.

      I expect him to make some joke about missing the party. I definitely expect him to offer me his carrot. Instead, Chase stares at us, unseeing, eyes wide with panic.

      “What is it?” I ask, instinctively covering my breasts. It’s nothing Chase hasn’t seen before, and with Julian’s finger still in my panties, it’s not like I can hide what we were doing anyway. I guess I just need to protect something, and my breasts are it.

      “The snow,” Chase cries. “It’s out of control!”

      It takes me a few seconds to process his words, and then I turn my gaze on the street in front of the cafe.

      The moment I see what’s happening, my jaw drops. There’s a snowstorm brewing outside, but not like anything I’ve ever seen before. Strong winds carry snow straight for us, as if intentionally trying to bury Jewels Cafe.

      The stretch of sidewalk that the guys shoveled earlier gets quickly buried. More and more of the cold, white stuff plummets from the sky. It’s impossibly fast and seemingly endless, and within seconds, the snow in front of the door is waist-deep.

      “Shit, shit, shit,” Julian cries. He slips his hand out of my panties and rushes toward the front door. He yanks it open, and a blast of snow-filled wind nearly topples him over.

      Julian hesitates, and then he grabs the door and slams it shut. He locks it too, for good measure, as if that will somehow keep the snow-filled wind at bay. Snow melts at his feet, forming a puddle, but we’re all too busy staring at the horror brewing outside to really care.

      “Do something, Juli!” Chase shouts, like Julian can somehow stop the snow from falling.

      My witch mate raises his hands, like he’s about to try, only to lower them again. “I don’t know how!”
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      “I’ve seen the Mid-Winter storm get pretty bad some years, but never anything like this.” Wes shakes his head at the insanity taking place outside Jewels Cafe.

      Gusts of wind are carrying snow toward the cafe in droves. The front windows are almost completely submerged, so we can barely see out. Not that there’s much to see, except for the rapidly falling snow.

      “This is insane,” I say, slipping my bra back on and zipping up my jeans. “We had some pretty bad blizzards at the academy, but this is something else.”

      “That’s because you had natural blizzards, not spelled ones,” Chase says. He aims a pointed look at Julian, the only witch in the room.

      “The coven must have really messed up this year’s spell,” I say, placing emphasis on the word coven, which Julian isn’t a part of.

      “What spell?” He frowns, like this is the first he’s hearing of it.

      “The Mid-Winter spell? The one they cast every year to make sure there’s snow on the ground for the celebration?”

      “You mean that snow wasn’t natural?” Julian gapes at me.

      “You don’t actually think this is natural?” Wes gestures at the window. “Look at it.”

      “Not this. I mean before.” Julian rubs his temples. “I thought it was just a normal blizzard.”

      “You really didn’t know?” I gape at him.

      Julian shakes his head. “I used to get my info from Mini, but now…” He trails off, and my eyes narrow at the mention of Minerva Montgomery. It’s been a while since I’ve seen the witch with a capital B, but the thought of her still makes my blood boil. Julian notices my reaction and quickly changes the subject, “So you guys all knew this was a magical storm?”

      We nod.

      “Wes mentioned it,” Chase says.

      “So did Zoe,” I add, referring to the Cleanly Den witch who works for Wes. “We should call her and find out what’s going on.”

      “She’s not the one you should be asking,” Chase says with another pointed look at Julian.

      “Why would Julian know anything about it? He didn’t even know it was a magical storm.”

      “Maybe you should ask him.” Chase folds his arms in front of his chest.

      “Juli?” I turn to him and wait for him to deny knowing anything, but he refuses to make eye contact. He’s also got that same look he always gets when one of his spells goes horribly wrong. “What did you do?”

      “Nothing,” he mutters, but he’s obviously lying.

      “Julian,” I warn, glaring at him, and that seems to do the trick.

      “Look, I really didn’t mean for this to happen,” he cries, and then starts to explain. He talks a mile a minute, and when he’s done, we all stare at him in disbelief. Well, Wes and I do. Chase just shakes his head.

      “So, let me get this straight,” I finally say. “You tried to use a spell to repel all the snow from Jewels Cafe so you wouldn’t have to shovel?”

      Julian nods.

      “But you accidentally attracted all the snow to Jewels Cafe instead?” Wes adds.

      He nods again.

      “And you think it’s because it was a magical snowstorm, instead of a natural one?”

      Another nod. “Or maybe it was just my spell.” Julian runs his hand through his hair.

      I sigh.

      “And all this because you couldn’t keep your hands off Amber?” Chase finishes.

      Julian’s cheeks flush, and the memory of exactly where he had his hands, or more specifically, his fingers, makes mine flush, too.

      “If I’d known it was a magical storm, I never would have messed with it.” Julian has the decency to look sheepish.

      “Too late for that.” Chase glares at him.

      “But not too late to fix things,” Wes adds. “I’m going to call Zoe and see if she can reverse the spell.”

      “Good idea.” I grin.

      Wes takes out his phone and dials. But as I listen to his side of the conversation, my smile falters.

      “Zoe can’t help, can she?” I ask when Wes finally hangs up.

      “She can,” Wes says, and I feel a moment’s hope before he adds, “tomorrow.”

      “Tomorrow?”

      “I’m sorry, Ambear. Zoe doesn’t want to attempt messing with the Mid-Winter spell on her own, and the rest of the coven’s busy prepping for the coven’s Mid-Winter ceremony. She asked the coven leader, and they can send out some witches in the morning.”

      “So they’re just going to leave us here?”

      Wes shrugs. “We have food and water, and we’re definitely not going to freeze, so they’re not considering this an emergency.”

      “But what about the party?” My heart sinks. “We need to clear the snow, or we’re going to have to cancel it.”

      “I’m sorry, little bear.” Wes pulls me in for a tight hug. “I know you were looking forward to it.”

      “Not just me,” I whisper against his chest. “You know how big a deal Mid-Winter’s Day is in Silver Springs. And there aren’t any other parties to go to.”

      “There’s Club Vee,” Chase suggests.

      “But that’s at night, and it’s not family friendly. Not like Jewels Cafe.”

      “I know, sweetheart. But even if we weren’t snowed in, the thermostat’s still busted.”

      “We could have made it work. Kept the doors and windows open, aired the place out.” I know there’s no point in saying any of it, since it’s too late now, but I can’t seem to help myself. The Mid-Winter Party was all our regular customers and I have talked about for weeks, and when they show up and see that it isn’t happening, they’re going to be crushed.

      “I really screwed up, Bean.” Julian slumps into the nearest chair. “I’m sorry.”

      “I know you are, Juli.” I sigh. “I’m not mad, I’m just…”

      “Disappointed?” he asks with a lop-sided smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “That’s what Miss Devlin used to say, too.”

      “She did, didn’t she?” I try to smile, but mine doesn’t quite reach my eyes either.

      “Hey, what if we dug our way out?” Chase suddenly asks.

      “What?” I pull away from Wes to gape at him.

      “Here, look,” Chase says, holding up his phone. “Some people built a snow tunnel big enough to bike through.”

      “Without magic?” I ask, staring at the article Chase pulled up.

      “Human newspaper,” Chase tells me before switching to another tab. “And this man here dug a tunnel from his house to get to his car.”

      “Which means we could too.” Wes takes the phone from Chase and examines the photo. “We could dig out to Main Street, and everyone could use the tunnel to get into the cafe.”

      “And if we left the door open, it wouldn’t be so hot in here,” I add, breaking into a grin.

      “There’s just one problem,” Julian says, his voice barely above a whisper.

      “What’s that?” I ask.

      “All the shovels are out there.” He points at the front door.

      My shoulders slump. I glance at Chase, then Wes, waiting for them to tell me there’s another way, but they both shake their heads.

      “I guess that’s it then?” I ask softly.

      “Sorry, sweetheart.” Chase slips his phone back into his pocket.

      Wes stays silent, but the way he squeezes my shoulder says it all.

      “I’m so sorry, Bean,” Julian adds, grabbing my hand and pulling me onto his lap.

      Unlike earlier, there’s nothing sexual about his touch. He plants a soft kiss on my forehead, and I lean into him.

      We sit like that for several silent minutes, until both of us are covered in sweat. I’m kind of tempted to open the front door and roll around in the snow to cool off. It felt so amazing as a Yeti, diving into the soft, white fluff head-first and…

      “Guys!” I cry, jumping off Julian’s lap. “I have an idea. But I need you to turn around and promise not to look.”
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      “I’ll go make us some Cozy Cocoas. Iced.” Julian rounds the counter and gets to work.

      “Just don’t peek,” I warn. “That means all of you.”

      I make sure the guys all have their backs to me, channel my chameleon magic, and shift into a Yeti. Cozy, comfortable… too hot, boiling, dying in this unbearable heat, Yeti.

      If the temperature was painfully uncomfortable as Amber-me, Yeti-me is in absolute hell.

      I let out a roar that shakes the walls of the cafe.

      “What the hell?” Wes shouts, and next thing I know, all three of my guys are spinning around to face me. Wes looks ready to shift, Chase drops into a martial arts pose straight out of a movie, and Julian raises his arms as if preparing to cast a spell.

      Then their eyes widen and their jaws drop. Because, instead of looking at a threat, they’re looking at me. Pot-bellied Yeti me dressed in skinny jeans and a pink bra.

      “Ambear?” Wes is the first to speak.

      He gapes at me, and I wish I could disappear.

      The Yeti body I’m in isn’t just ugly, it’s hairy. Really, really hairy. Almost like he’s wearing a furry sweater, hairy. And he does not look good in a bra… not that he would look much better without a bra. Honestly, I’m just lucky I shifted in my pants this time.

      “You’re a… Yeti?” Julian asks, surprise evident on his face. I wait for him to add ‘a very ugly Yeti,’ but he looks less disgusted and more confused.

      “What were you trying to do, little bear?” Wes asks softly. He looks at me as if he still sees me, and not the hairy man that I’ve become.

      “Was it an accident?” Chase adds, and I don’t blame him. What girl would willingly shift into this monster in front of of her mates?

      “Don’t cry, Bean.” Julian rushes to my side. I didn’t even realize I was crying, but I can feel my eyes tearing up as he pulls me into a hug. My hairy Yeti belly gets in the way, but Julian doesn’t seem to care.

      Wes moves to my side and places a comforting hand on my shoulder. He doesn’t look disgusted, far from it. My bear shifter’s gaze is soft, like he can see right through my Yeti to the real me.

      The kindness from my two mates should comfort me, but I only have eyes for Chase. Chase, who’s probably so disgusted with me right now he’ll never offer me his carrot again.

      “Oh, sweetheart,” he whispers. But instead of pulling away from me in disgust, he reaches forward and wipes a tear off my Yeti cheek.

      I can see the love in his eyes. The caring. All three of my guys look at me like I’m the most gorgeous, lovable creature in the world, and I feel like the luckiest girl alive. I have three of the hottest, most amazing mates, and they love me unconditionally, even when I look like this.

      My heart warms, and for a split second, everything feels perfect. Then, a torrent of sweat literally drips from my hairy pits and slides down my side. I get a whiff of Yeti B.O., and I nearly faint. I’m actually surprised my guys don’t let me go and rush to the other side of the cafe.

      For an instant, I want to shift back and run upstairs for a very long shower. Then, I remember why I shifted into a Yeti in the first place.

      “Can you open the front door?” I ask my guys in a loud Yeti growl.

      Chase yanks on the door, and Julian pulls me back as the wall of snow collapses onto the floor. I step forward, but it’s so hot in the cafe that it melts into a puddle at my feet.

      “Are you sure about this?” Wes asks, and when I nod, he doesn’t try to stop me. None of my guys do. They stand back and watch as I dive head-first into the snow.

      The unbearable heat of the cafe is instantly replaced by heaven. Pure, unadulterated snow heaven. For a split second, my Yeti instincts take over, and I roll, luxuriating in the snow.

      You’ve got a job to do, Amber. I remind myself. A tunnel to dig and a party to host.

      The party seems to be enough of a motivator to pierce through the Yeti-in-snow-heaven trance I’m currently in. I stop, get my bearings, and begin to dig.

      The snow is soft and fluffy and a pleasure to dig through. Building the tunnel turns out to be the Yeti equivalent of a day at the spa, and I’m actually disappointed when I’m done.

      “That was amazing, Bean,” Julian cries, running up to me.

      “You are amazing,” Chase adds, picking me up bridal style. Yeti me, I might add.

      I instantly try to shift back to myself, but no luck. Still, Chase doesn’t stagger under my weight. He carries me into the cafe, sets me down on one of the tables, and grins at me.

      “You’re like a Yeti shoveling machine.”

      “She is, isn’t she?” Julian adds proudly.

      “Are you cold?” Wes asks, concern evident on his face. “Julian, could you make us some Cozy Cocoas? Warm Amber up?”

      “I’m not cold.” I shake my head. “I’m actually boiling.”

      “Here, let me prop the door open.” Julian grabs the door stopper.

      “It’s not getting any colder.” I shake my head and summon my chameleon magic, but it’s no use. For some reason, I’m stuck.

      “Let me make us some iced Cozy Cocoas.” Julian rushes around the counter. He scoops ice into mugs, mixes in the milk and spelled cocoa, and hands me the first glass.

      One sip, and I instantly feel colder.

      “Oh, that feels good,” I moan.

      “Is it just me, or is it getting colder?” Wes asks as Julian hands him his iced cocoa. He shivers but takes a sip of the iced drink anyway.

      “It is,” Julian says, his breath forming a white cloud in the air.

      “It was, but now I think it’s getting warmer again,” Chase frowns.

      “It is,” I grumble as the temperature in the room starts to rise. I take a sip of my cocoa, which seems to cool me down, and sigh in relief.

      “It’s getting colder again,” Chase says.

      “That’s odd.” Julian hands a glass of iced cocoa to a now shivering Chase. My bunny shifter takes a sip, and I start to feel warm again. Too warm. Uncomfortably warm.

      “Cold!” I order and gulp down my cocoa.

      The room instantly starts to freeze. I sigh in relief.

      Then, Julian takes a sip of his own drink, and his eyes widen in surprise. “Oh hell, it’s the cocoa, isn’t it?”

      “What’s the cocoa?” I ask, even though I think I already know.

      “Every time you drink it gets cold. Every time one of us drinks, it gets warmer.

      “It does.” I nod, and my eyes widen. “The Yeti was the last customer we had last night! And we went upstairs as soon as he left!”

      “So the cafe took on his ideal temperature. Freezing.” Julian nods. “And I’m the reason it got this hot.”

      “You are?” I ask in surprise.

      Julian nods. “I was the last one to try the cocoa, and I was thinking of a hot summer day… and us having sex by the pool.”

      At his words, I instantly react. Unfortunately, I’m still a Yeti, so I end up with a cheese-grater boner pushing painfully against my skinny jeans.
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      I’m still battling my Yeti hard-on and trying to force myself to shift back when footsteps echo through the tunnel.

      “Is everything alright in there?” a familiar voice calls. Liam. The troll cop.

      For some reason, just thinking about getting caught in someone else’s body by the police makes me shift. I know it’s not illegal to turn into a Yeti, but I still feel like I’m breaking the law somehow. And I’m in the middle of the cafe in my bra, which has to be public indecency.

      “My sweater,” I hiss, looking around wildly.

      “I’ll intercept him. You guys get dressed,” Chase hisses back.

      My bunny shifter rushes out into the tunnel while Julian tosses me my sweater and Wes grabs his. We quickly get dressed, and then pull on our boots, so we’re looking decent. There’s still a puddle by the door, so Wes rushes into the back room and returns with a mop.

      “Just a bit of melted snow,” he tells Liam casually when the troll strolls in with Chase at his side.

      “Interesting tunnel you got out there,” Liam says. “Do you have a permit?”

      “We need a permit?” I ask, my pulse accelerating. We can’t afford to pay a fine for some illegal tunnel. And if Liam shuts us down for building a tunnel without a permit, the whole Mid-Winter party will be ruined.

      “We’re so sorry, officer. It’s all my fault. I didn’t mean to—”

      “I was kidding, Julian.” Liam rolls his eyes. “Guess I should know better than to joke around, even when I’m not in uniform.”

      “Oh,” Julian sighs in relief, and I instantly relax.

      “It’s a bit cold in here,” Liam points out. Which makes sense, considering I was the last one to take a sip of the Cozy Cocoa, and I was a Yeti at the time. Liam doesn’t know that, though, so he makes a pointed gesture at the propped open door.

      “Let me close that.” Julian rushes off to pull out the door stopper. “Hey Bean, you should finish your Cozy Cocoa. Wouldn’t want it to go to waste.”

      I take the hint and gulp down what’s left in my glass. Now that I’m no longer a Yeti, my ideal temperature is no longer ten degrees below freezing. And the moment I down my drink—and Julian coincidentally closes the door—the cafe starts warming up and getting back to normal.

      “So, I hear Not a Vampire is playing tonight? I can’t wait to hear them play ‘Blood Witch’.”

      “I love that song.” I grin. “And they’ll be here at six, though the party starts at two.”

      Liam nods. “So, ten minutes ago.”

      My eyes widen. “We still haven’t set up. We need to move the chairs, grab the pastries from upstairs, and…”

      “Deep breaths, little bear,” Wes says, moving to my side. “I’ll move all the chairs to the back. Chase, get the pastries. Liam, Julian can make you a…”

      “I’ll help you with the chairs,” Liam says, grabbing the nearest one.

      “If you’re sure.” Wes grabs another chair.

      “I’ll pour out the rest of these Cozy Cocoas,” Julian says. At Liam’s surprised glance, he adds, “Failed experiment. Very bitter. Only Amber likes them.”

      “Huh.” Liam grunts.

      “Come on, sweetheart.” Chase takes my hand in his. “Help me carry the cookies?”

      “Sure.” I nod and follow him up the stairs. When we get to the top, he leans in, his breath grazing my ear. “Your sweater is inside-out. If we had more time, I’d help you fix it, but we’ve got a party to host.”

      “We do.” I grin, pulling off my sweater and quickly fixing it. “I can’t believe we did it.”

      “You did it.” Chase smiles at me. Then his gaze turns heated, and his voice drops a couple octaves. It’s all deep and gravelly and fills me with need when he adds, “Maybe we can sneak back up here and do it together once the party is in full swing? Go for a carrot ride?”

      I swallow hard and barely resist pulling down his pants right then and there. “I can’t wait.”
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        * * *

      

      Thanks for reading! It would mean the world to me if you could take a second to leave a review. Reviews help other readers find my books and keep me motivated to continue writing.
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