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        Bear shifter and mechanic Charlie loves her job at the garage. She never thought it could get any better until she meets her boss’s daughter, the gorgeous Eve Artos. As if that wasn’t enough reason to stay away from her, Eve is also her best friend’s sister. Forbidden? Yes. Tempting? Even more yes.

      

        

      
        When estate agent Eve is made redundant, she accepts a temporary job offer from her dad to work at the family garage. There she meets handsome Charlie who puts all her self-control to the test.

      

        

      
        The two women do their best to stay away from each other but fate has another idea. However, what happens next is up to them.

        ****

        Her Mechanic Bear Mate is a fated mate paranormal romance with a bear shifter and a workplace romance between her and the forbidden sister of her best friend. It's part of the Crescent Lake Bears series but can be read entirely as a standalone.
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      Charlie groaned as she tightened the last lug nut on the wheel, the muscles in her arm protesting slightly from the effort. When she was satisfied that it was as tight as it could go, she got up from her crouched position to admire her handiwork. Changing tyres into their winter variety was a bit of a boring job but a typical one as the colder months came around.

      She wiped her greasy hands on a piece of rag and gave the Suzuki Alto a pat on the bonnet. "And you're all done."

      The clatter of a metal tool hitting the ground sounded behind her and she turned in the direction of the sound.

      “You fucking piece of shit.” Jack threw a rag through the garage and kicked a nearby tyre. A mild overreaction.

      "You alright there?" she called in concern.

      He gave her a thumbs-up. "Yeah, fine. My hands are just a bit shaky today. I think my blood sugar is a bit low. I only had a cold burger for breakfast from yesterday’s takeaway.”

      “No wonder your blood sugar is all over the place then,” Charlie said. “You should eat a proper meal.”

      “Yes, yes, spare me the lecture. Can you give me a hand with this cap? I don't know who screwed it on but it's wound tighter than my mum during the holidays. And she gets stressed with a capital S.”

      Charlie leaned under the propped up bonnet and clamped her hand around the cap. It protested slightly but came off with a squeak. She held it out to Jack with a wordless grin. Her triumph spoke for itself.

      “I clearly pre-loosened it for you,” Jack grumbled as he snatched the cap up.

      “Sure you did.”

      “I really did,” Jack said as he kicked his tools towards the toolbox, more or less getting them out of the way.

      His reaction surprised Charlie and she studied her friend. He seemed worked up beyond just low blood sugar. “You okay there? You seem angry.”

      “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just one of those days. I slept badly, my back is hurting.” Jack paused for a moment, his voice lowering. “And I have to have dinner with my parents and Eve is coming.”

      Understanding filled Charlie. “Ahh, I see.”

      “It’s just going to be a whole night of ‘perfect little Eve’ and ‘why can’t you be more like Eve’ and ‘look at how amazing Eve is’,” Jack ranted, his gaze travelling towards the glass office where his dad was working behind the computer.

      Charlie patted her friend on the shoulder. “That’s tough. Is it tonight?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Want to get some drinks at The Barrel And The Bear afterwards then? You can vent all you want about your sister and I can see if that cute bartender will finally go home with me.”

      “Sounds good, I guess.” Jack stared at the car he was working on and sighed. “I’m going to take my break and get myself a snack from the corner shop.”

      “Good idea, maybe that’ll cheer you up. If not, who knows, maybe the redhead you’ve been chatting up likes sad guys.”

      A proper grin broke through on Jack’s face and he tossed a rag her way. “You’re such a twat.”

      “I know,” Charlie returned, glad she’d managed to make her friend smile. Over the years, she’d heard plenty about his golden sister and it was easy to see why he was upset. Whenever she returned, it was like his parents forgot about his existence and hard work entirely.

      It made her glad to be an only child and she certainly hoped she wouldn’t meet Eve anytime soon. From the stories she’d heard, Charlie couldn’t imagine they would get on.
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      Eve carried the casserole with cauliflower cheese to the table and set it down on the designated placemat next to the gravy.

      Her mother angled her wheelchair towards the kitchen. “I smell burning!”

      "Mum, relax. Dad is doing a good job in there," Eve said as she sat down too.

      "I'm just worried. He's never been the best cook," her mum said, her gaze flitting to the kitchen again. "Honey! Don't forget to turn the hob off! And the oven!"

      Her brother Jack came out with an enamel tray in flowery oven mitts and placed it down next to the beans. "There we go, that's the ham. Dad is bringing the potatoes and Yorkshire puddings."

      "Looks good," Eve commented, her stomach rumbling from the delicious smells. She didn't cook nearly as much as she wanted to but when she did, it never looked this good. One of the perks of family dinner.

      Her dad emerged from the kitchen with a triumphant grin. He carried the rest of the meal to the table like a victor returning with spoils and set it down with flair. "Tadaa. Now is that a proper Sunday roast or what? Go on, dig in."

      Eve didn't need telling twice. She eagerly picked a golden-brown Yorkshire pudding from the plate and dug a serving spoon into the cauliflower cheese. Steam rose up from the white sauce and strings of melted cheese followed the spoon to her plate.

      Across the table, Jack helped himself to a healthy serving of ham.

      "You're making a mess, Jack," her mum chided. "Bring your plate closer."

      “Sorry, Mum,” he muttered as he doused it in extra honey before passing the bottle to their dad.

      Eve got herself ham once her brother was done with the fork and loaded her plate with golden potatoes. She smothered it all with gravy, smiling at the lumps in it. Of all the things her dad struggled with.

      "This is nice, having the whole family here," her mum said as she reached for some carrots. "Evie, how’s work? You sold a lot of houses recently?”

      Eve’s good mood plummeted instantly. She considered lying but that would do her no good.

      With a sigh, she put her cutlery down. “It’s, ummm… Actually, it’s not going so great. There was some reshuffling at my firm and well, I was made redundant.”

      There. Now the bandaid was off.

      She expected disappointment from her Mum and perhaps a lecture from her Dad. Instead, they exchanged a compassionate glance with each other.

      “That’s rough, Evie,” her mum said. “I’m sure you’ll find another job soon. You’re great at what you do.”

      Her dad nodded. “You should come work at the garage while you search for a new job. We could use the extra help and then you won’t have a gap in your resumé.”

      Eve didn’t particularly want to work at the family business but with the loss of her job, she didn’t really have a choice. Rent and bills still needed to be paid.

      She gave her dad a smile. “Thanks, Dad. That sounds good to me.”

      “Great. I think you’ll like it. We have some great employees. In particular, Charlie. She’s a good influence on your brother too. Last week, she figured out what was wrong with that Toyota Camry in minutes. It had Jack stumped for hours.”

      Eve smiled while she cleared her plate, somewhat bemused. She should’ve known it wasn’t family dinner without the conversation divulging to cars.

      Her dad held up the carving fork. “Does anyone want the last piece of this fantastic ham that I made? Honey? Jack? Evie? Come on, I slaved over this.”

      Jack shook his head as he got up. “I made plans with Charlie so I’m heading out.”

      “You’re leaving already?” their mum said, clearly disappointed.

      “I’ll see you next week, Mum.” Jack gave her a kiss on the cheek and left.

      Not wanting to disappoint, Eve obediently held her plate out. “I’ll have the ham.”

      “Good girl.” Her dad piled the last slices on her plate. “Oh, I’m excited that you’re going to come work with me. Now it’s a proper family business.”

      “It’ll only be until I’ve found a new job,” Eve warned. There were many reasons why she hadn’t joined the family business before. The first was that she knew practically nothing about cars. The second was that she wanted to earn her way in life, not just be handed things on a silver platter.
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      Charlie arrived at the garage with her hands deep in the pockets of her coat. It was getting colder and colder every day, which meant they could definitely expect an uptick in car repairs from accidents.

      She pushed into reception, surprised to find an unknown woman sitting at the front desk.

      “Umm… Hello?” Charlie said, confused.

      The woman looked up and gave her a smile that felt practised and polite. “Goodmorning. I’m Eve.”

      “Oh. You’re Jack’s sister,” Charlie realised, her gaze travelling up and down the newcomer. Over the years, she had built up an image in her head from all the stories she’d heard about Eve but she wasn’t sure if that image matched up with the woman in front of her.

      Eve didn’t look like a mechanic’s daughter. She was pretty, too pretty actually. Her piercing grey eyes had been highlighted with eyeliner to make them stand out and her lips were tinted with a dark red stain. Her blue suit looked expensive and new, which was very different from the casual attire everyone wore around the garage.

      She stood out and not in a good way, Charlie thought. She couldn’t help but wonder who Eve was trying to impress.

      When she realised she’d been staring, she cleared her throat. “I’m Charlie, by the way.”

      “I assumed as much. Dad said there was only one woman working here,” Eve said while she got up from the desk. She held out her hand, her perfectly manicured fingernails revealing she’d lived a very cushy life that didn’t involve any manual labour. “Nice to meet you.”

      “Likewise,” Charlie said dryly, only shaking quickly. She had no personal issues with Eve but her loyalties were definitely with Jack who’d suffered a lot over the years from being the black sheep in his family. Knowing all that, she wasn’t going to buddy up to his golden sister.

      She continued on to the garage where Jack was angrily tidying his box of tools.

      “You alright there?” Charlie asked as she joined him on the bench. She’d anticipated finding him in a bad state but he seemed angrier than expected.

      “Couldn’t be better,” Jack grumbled, his jaw tense. “Do you know what my dad said this morning?”

      “Tell me.”

      “He said he might change the name from Artos Auto Services to Artos & Kin Auto Services.” Jack tossed his wrench onto the pile. “Can you believe that? I’ve worked here since I was sixteen. Eve hasn’t even been here a full day and suddenly, he’s thinking of updating the name?”

      Charlie’s gaze went to the reception where she could see Eve sitting through the large windows. “Wow, that’s some blatant preferential treatment.”

      “I know. Why do I even bother working here? I should quit and find another garage.”

      “Aw, don’t do that. I’d miss your ugly mug.”

      “You could come with me,” Jack pointed out. “I know, you and I should start our own garage. We could do a good job running it together, couldn’t we?”

      “You, me, and what money?” Charlie laughed.

      “Fair point.”

      She patted her friend on the shoulder. “Cheer up. You said she’s only here until she finds a new job, right? So you only have to put up with her for a little while.”

      Jack tipped out the dust from his toolbox. “Yeah, which can’t be soon enough.”

      “Well, whatever happens, I’m in your corner.”

      “Thanks, you’re a good friend. Let’s just hope she finds a job soon and pisses off.”

      Charlie found herself looking at Eve again. It was a little ironic. If they’d met somewhere else, like a bar or pub perhaps, Charlie would’ve been all over someone like Eve. However, seeing her all made-up and elegant like this in a grimy garage was a big turn-off. It was like she couldn’t read the room or was trying too hard.

      No, Charlie decided she found Eve anything but attractive.
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      Eve sat behind the only computer in the reception, a deep frown hurting her forehead. Her dad had given her access to the schedule but she couldn't make head or tails of it. Everything was written down in shorthand with numbers and abbreviations that meant nothing to her.

      She tapped her pen in frustration. She always knew her lack of knowledge about cars was going to be an issue but she didn't think it would cause trouble for something so basic as bookings. If her dad was here, she could’ve asked him for help but he was out on a towing job. Jack was also in the middle of something, plus Eve didn’t think he’d be too keen on helping her. Ever since she’d started her new job at the family garage, she could tell her big brother wasn’t too happy with her presence.

      If only she knew why. They used to be close as children and Eve always thought they’d grow up to be the kind of adult siblings who hung out voluntarily, not just see each other at mandatory family dinners. She couldn’t have been more wrong.

      A knock sounded and Eve looked up to find standing Charlie on the other side of the glass door. Despite the approaching winter, she was only wearing a sweater over her coveralls.

      Eve waved to let her know she could enter, not wanting to leave the other woman out in the cold.

      Charlie came in with rosy blushes on her cheeks. Some of her long blonde hair had escaped from underneath her backwards cap and framed her face.

      It was impossible for Eve not to stare. She was used to women looking very different from Charlie, especially at her previous job. Everyone dolled up to make the best impression on clients, on sellers, on each other.

      Not Charlie. The garage’s only female mechanic was dazzling in a casual way. She didn't care about form fitting clothing and instead of makeup, she had streaks of grease or oil on her face.

      Eve found herself thinking about wiping them away and quickly dropped her gaze. This was not the time, place, or person to be looking at like that.

      Charlie cleared her throat as she paused in front of the desk. “Hi. Just bringing back the keys to the Mercedes. I’m all done with the MOT.”

      “Oh, great. I’ll unlock the keybox for you. If I can make sense of this program, hang on.” Eve was glad she could focus on the computer. “Okay, you’re all set.”

      “Thanks.” Charlie's voice was pleasantly smooth, like it was coated in honey.

      Eve watched the other woman as she went into the adjoining room to put the key away. She’d heard so much about the infamous Charlie, it was natural that she was a little intrigued. It wasn’t often that her dad and her brother agreed on something, but they seemed to agree on how amazing Charlie was.

      It made Eve wonder exactly what Charlie was to her brother. As attractive as she found Charlie, she didn't want to step on anyone’s toes while she was here.

      “Are you and Jack dating?” she blurted out. A little inelegant but at least she wouldn't wonder for ages.

      A deep snort came from Charlie. “Me and Jack? Dating? That’s hilarious. No, we’re friends. Why?”

      “Just curious. Growing up, Jack never really had any female friends so I thought maybe you two were more than that,” Eve said, her face heating up with her little white lie. That wasn't why she asked at all.

      “Definitely not. Besides, we’re both bear shifters so even if I was interested, it wouldn’t work.”

      The comment made Eve's eyebrows rise in interest. She hadn't expected the woman in front of her to be a bear shifter or for her to be so casual about it. Most shifters kept their identity a bit more hidden, certainly in the city where unaware humans lived.

      Eve cleared her throat. “I see.”

      Charlie nodded. “Plus I wouldn't date at work. Things can get complicated if coworkers get involved.”

      “That's true,” Eve said. “I saw a lot of that in my last job.”

      “I bet. Lots of hooking up opportunities in empty houses, huh?” Charlie guessed.

      “That doesn’t happen as much as you might think. But I walked in more than one affair in the office,” Eve said, shuddering as she recalled the instances. She really wished she could burn those from her memories.
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