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1

I have plans





Beau 
It smelled like snow. Snowfall in November in North Georgia was unusual, but not unheard of. The sounds of nature calmed after spending a few hours inside talking with family on Thanksgiving. We hadn’t even eaten yet. 

I glanced through the sliding back door to see my mom enamored with Devon, my brother Glen’s mate. Though I wasn’t sure either of them had figured it out yet. At least not Devon. He still looked a little jumpy. Of course, that could be the rabbit inside of him. The two of them were best friends as kids, and Glen had softened since Devon came back into town. Watching them made me smile. I enjoyed seeing my family happy.

My smile dropped as my cousin River walked out onto the porch with me. He handed me a beer, so I couldn’t be too upset.

“Whatcha doing out here? Cooling off?” River took a swig from his own bottle.

“Something like that.” I drank the cold brew. “Sometimes I just need a bit of quiet.”

“And I came along and ruined it.” River laughed.

“Nah.” I shoved his shoulder with mine as we leaned against the railing. “Just tired of having the same conversations.”

“Well, Glen and Devon have arrived, so the conversation has changed, my friend. I think my mom is already designing matching tuxes for their wedding.”

“Oh. I believe it. I saw my mom’s book of flower centerpieces. She didn’t hide it very well.”

“You think you’ll ever find someone?” River smirked at me.

“Nah.” I took another gulp of beer. “My attention doesn’t last long enough. Sometimes it doesn’t last long enough to get them into bed.”

“That’s sad. Maybe you need to look somewhere else,” River said.

“Oh, like you?”

River laughed and raised his bottle as if toasting someone. “All people are beautiful. And I give them all a chance. Honestly, I was thinking of someone with long black hair, average height…”

“That could be anyone.” I shook my head. River was a bit of a romantic and a player.

“Someone you always invite to sit with us. You know. Good with plants. Asian.”

I looked at River with a frown. “MJ? Really?”

“Really. You talk about him an awful lot after you see him and get grumpy when he doesn’t join us.” River grinned, showing almost all of his teeth.

“You think you’re so smart, don’t you?” I rolled my eyes.

“I do. You keep asking him to join us at the bar. Seems like you’re pursuing him more than any woman that’s ever crossed your path. I can see the tension in the air between you two.”

“Maybe if he were a woman. I’ve never looked at a man that way.”

River chuckled under his breath. “Let me know when you figure it out.” He took out a cigarette and lit it. “Your eyes don’t lie, even when you lie to yourself.”

“You’re such a dick.” My back stiffened, but I laughed and finished my beer. River could be an ass sometimes. But me, attracted to a man? He definitely saw what he wanted to see. “See you inside.”

The noise from inside hit me in the face when I opened the door. Everyone looked happy. Small cousins ran around my legs as I walked back inside. Soon enough, we all sat down for dinner around several tables set up in the house. Thanksgiving never disappointed. I lived for the delicious food and, unbeknownst to others, made the sweet potato casserole. Honestly, there wasn’t a potato dish I couldn’t make. 

It didn’t take long before dessert was served. I began eating my second piece of pie when I heard my name. 

“Why can’t Beau or Hugh go?” Glen said, glancing my way.

“I have plans.” I picked up the rest of the pie and crammed it into my mouth. No doubt they were discussing going Black Friday shopping. I heard my mom talking about it with my sister Sheryl earlier that day. There was no way anyone would catch me in a crowded store at midnight for some cheap junk.

I stood up from my chair and kissed his mom on the cheek before I made my way to the front door.

“Beau, where are you going?” Glen called.

I grabbed my coat and yelled back, “I have plans,” then left. 
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The night air felt good on my face as I sat on my back porch drinking a beer. While snow hadn’t started yet, but I could smell it in the air. The crisp cold scent that filled the air right before a snowfall called to my bear. Just one run before it hits, he nudged me. I put down my bottle and headed down towards the woods. 

My house backed up onto a protected wildlife refuge that our clan owned. At roughly 20,000 acres, it gave the clan plenty of protected space to roam in our shifter forms. He hated the snow but loved running along the cold, hard ground. 

I hit the ground running, feeling the frigid wind through my fur. I let my bear take the lead, maneuvering through the trees and avoiding branches full of fall leaves. The quiet forest laid out before me reminded me of the conversation I had with my father over a year ago.

“Son, you need to step up. I can’t be the leader forever. I need you to take the responsibility.”

“Responsibility for the company?” I thought I could handle that. I liked working in construction and keeping everyone on task. 

“No. The clan.”

“What?” I knew the firstborn was usually the first choice, but I hadn’t exactly acted like leader material when it came to the clan. I got in fights and never solved a damn problem. “I honestly thought you’d pick Sheryl. She’d be great.”

“Sheryl is great at the business. She has the numbers down and understands how to deal with customers. You have the patience to deal with our people.”

“What?” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. “Glen has the patience.”

“But he doesn’t have what you have.”

“A personality?” Glen also didn’t want to be in charge of the clan or the business. He’d come to me years ago to let his stance be known. That’s when Sheryl and I agreed to split the responsibility. Dad would be the one who decided who went where.

My dad smiled at me. “Basically, yeah. But you have heart. You’re personable and kind. They listen to you because you put them at ease. You know the pack better than anyone else, better than I do sometimes. Glen doesn’t. He barely knows any of their names, much less how to handle any disagreements.”

“You want me to handle disagreements? I got into a fistfight a month ago with River over potatoes.”

He slapped me on the shoulder with a laugh. “You won’t have to do it alone. I’ll be here to help, and you’ll have a year before I hand over the title. Just keep it in mind.”

I shook my head. Fuck, no wonder I needed to run. I had little more than a month before the clan looked to me. I worried about my ability to keep the group from fighting among themselves. My mouth made me lots of friends but also got me into lots of trouble. 

I sneezed when a fat snowflake landed on my nose. I looked up to see snow falling fast through the leaves. All around me, snow stuck to the ground. Damn, when did it start? I should have turned around ages ago.

After I took note of my location in the preserve, I started back toward my home. The heavy snowfall made it hard to see, and it stuck to my fur. I wouldn’t make it home safely and needed to find shelter fast. 

Sniffing the air, I headed toward the closest houses, which backed up to the refuge. Sleeping beside a lawnmower in someone’s shed wouldn’t be fun, but it would keep me out of the elements.
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2

What are you doing in my shed?





Minjun 
The snow fell hard and fast. I could barely see the road from my front door. It was after 1 a.m., and I couldn’t sleep. Usually, it meant that I needed to be awake for something, but at this point it might just be insomnia. 

Honestly, I should be exhausted. I used too much of my magic today playing at Amber’s house. We met when I first moved to town and started working at Elegant Hedge Landscaping. She needed help setting up her herb garden, and we instantly clicked.

Today, I helped her cook and decorate. I appreciated having another magical friend close by, even if we liked to show off now and then. The holidays were no different. We used our magic to embellish the decorations and created indoor fireworks. Now my magic ran low. I’d need a full night’s sleep to refill my reserves. 

I opened the door to watch the snow fall and smell the cold air. Maybe the falling snow would lull me into slumber. This time of night might be my favorite. The quiet, the soft rustle of the wind, and a sense of calm that only comes from nature in the dead of night.

I breathed in the cold air, which smelled of pine. The thought of making some tea crossed my mind while I closed my eyes to really get a sense of nature. Tapping into my magic, I could feel the plants all around me feeling heavy with the piling up snow. Until something broke in the feeling, and a loud crack sounded, ending with a bang. 

I opened my eyes to see a limb lying half on my house and half in the front yard. Fuck. That’s my guest room.

“Damnit Clarence,” I yelled at my favorite tree. “You couldn’t have warned me you were going to drop a limb?”

I closed the front door and ran into the room. Right over the window, the branch crushed the upper support and shattered the glass. It didn’t look like the snow would stop soon. I really needed to move that branch and cover the hole in my house.

“Fuck,” I yelled before throwing on layers of clothes and a pair of shoes. 

After finding some gloves, I walked out of my sliding glass back door and headed toward my shed. I needed some tarps. Having my home over-organized meant I knew exactly where they were.

I flipped the light switch on when I walked into the shed. Not waiting for the lights to flicker on, I headed straight to where the tarps were stored against the back wall. Only I fell over something in the middle of the floor. I not only fell, but rolled headfirst over a very large something. On my back with my legs in the air, I looked up to see a brown bear staring back at me. 

The bear didn’t move to attack or act scared. It just looked at me and blinked. I sighed and dropped my head back onto the floor. Shifters. Why the hell was a shifter in my shed?
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The shed I found wasn’t the warmest, but it didn’t smell like gasoline, so I counted that as a win. Being woken up by someone falling over me, however, made me regret my choice. The light flicked on above us, and I looked over at the person who interrupted my sleep. 

MJ. I blinked a few times to make sure I was seeing straight. Yup. MJ.

MJ worked at a local landscaping and nursery company. His company was the one to call for any and all upscale landscaping. He’d come out to a few of our home construction sites when homeowners wanted something special for their lawns. 

MJ looked up at me, his legs in the air leaned against my back, then sighed and dropped his head back down. Unsure how he would react, I stayed still and waited for him to move. 

He pulled his legs off me and stood up. He wore several layers of clothes, which caused his jacket to look stuffed and barely closed. A bright yellow beanie was jammed onto his head, and he wore a pair of gardening gloves. 

He looked down at me and put his hands on his hips. “What are you doing in my shed?” he said, then turned and pulled something off the shelf behind him. “I can’t have you stay here. The last thing I need is to have a shifter die on my property.” He squeezed around me the best he could. “Well, come on. Help me get this limb off my house, and you can stay inside until the storm passes.”

He opened the door and held it open. I just looked at the open door to the pile of snow in his yard. The only thing I could think was, ‘He knows about shifters?’

His head came into view as he peeked around the door frame. “Are you coming? If so, you’ll need to shift. I don’t think you’ll fit through the door in that form. You even have black markings under your eyes like you’re a linebacker. Maybe you won’t fit so well when you shift either.” 

I chuffed at the comment. It wasn’t the first time someone had compared my fur markings to being a football player, and it wouldn’t be the last. But for some reason, I wasn’t annoyed when he said it. 

I shifted after shaking my head, then smiled at MJ. “I played center,” then walked through the door and stood beside him.

Now he stood blinking at me. “Huh. Center? Too slow to be a linebacker?”

I frowned and crossed my arms. “You got jokes, huh? What makes you think I’ll pick up a branch for you now?”

He smirked and said, “I don’t need you to pick it up. Let’s go.”

He turned and walked toward the side of the house and through a gate to the front. Once around the bend, I could see the large branch leaning against the house. It had smashed the window, and I could already tell that the frame would need to be repaired as well as the roof. 

He dropped the tarps in his hands onto the snowy ground. “Okay, once I lift the branch, I need you to pull it out and away from the house.”

“What? Are you crazy? I couldn’t even lift that thing. How are we going to move it with just the two of us?”

He shook out his hands and took a deep breath. “I’ll tell you when to move the limb.” 

His hands shot out and down while he mumbled something under his breath. A dim light covered the branch, and it elevated as he lifted his hands. 

Damn. MJ’s a witch. That explains why he knows about shifters. 

He raised the branch about two feet in the air. “Beau. Now. Please pull the limb back as best you can.”

I blinked and then nodded as I grabbed onto the largest part of the limb and pulled it away from the building. It didn’t take much effort to move it, but I struggled to keep it from drifting left and right. Once the limb was safely away from the home, I looked over at MJ, whose face looked red with labored breathing.

“I think we’re good,” I called.

He nodded and then dropped his hold on the limb. It landed with a soft boom. He leaned over with his hands on his knees, still out of breath.

“I’ll put the tarps on,” I said, picking them up off the ground. “I’ll need a ladder, some nails…”

“No need,” he said, standing up straight. “I’m good. Help me spread it out, and I’ll stick it down.”

“Will that work long enough to get someone out here to get it fixed?” I asked, helping unfold a tarp.

“If not, I’ll ask you to install it properly.” MJ shook out the tarp. “Okay, on the count of three, toss your corner toward the house.”

Not knowing exactly how this would work, I nodded.

He gripped his corner, and I caught the words he whispered under his breath.

“Absorb my intentions

Follow my mind

Move how I will

Obey then bind.”

His eyes snapped to mine. “Ready. One, two, three.”

We threw the tarp, and MJ maneuvered it into place. He repeated, “Obey then bind,” and the tarp flashed a dark orange as it suctioned itself to the house, covering the lower part of the damage. I stepped forward and checked the seal. Damn. The tarp would not move. We could really use a witch on our construction crew.

The sound of a second tarp unfolding brought me back to reality. 

“Okay,” MJ said, handing me one of the tarp corners. “One more.”
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3

Breathe





Minjun 
We trudged back through the snow to the back door. I thought I’d left the front door unlocked, but when I closed the door after the limb fell, I must have locked it on impulse. 

The sliding back door squeaked open as I herded the unwanted shifter into my home. Of all the shifters to find in my shed, it would have to be the only one I found marginally attractive. Not marginally, but extremely, which meant I found him hard to ignore.

I pulled off my shoes and all the layers I had piled on before I walked out into the snow, then went in search of towels. Beau would need to dry off. 

The view that awaited me in my open kitchen stopped me in my tracks. Beau stood in just his pants, wringing out his shirt over the sink. The kitchen was next to the back door, with a long counter perpendicular to the glass door. It opened up to the living area to the right of the back door so you could cook and talk to people on the couch. I got a good look at his bare chest and how low his jeans actually sat on his hips. Was that a V leading down into his pants?

“That for me?” Beau asked, shaking me from my thoughts.

“Yes.” I threw the towel at him and quickly checked for drool. “I’ll grab some sheets for the couch.” 

The linen closet did an excellent job of hiding my burning face. Why did Beau have such a sexy body? All pectorals and biceps. I told myself to breathe as I grabbed sheets and blankets and then reminded myself that Beau is straight and a shifter. Shifter equals dangerous. So why did I let him into my house again? Right. Dead shifters on my property equals more shifters to deal with, which is extra dangerous.

I dropped the linens onto the couch, realizing just how tired I felt. My hands shook slightly, so I shoved them in my pockets. I’d used too much magic. If I didn’t sleep soon, I’d probably pass out. 

“Here are some sheets and blankets. The couch is pretty comfy. The bathroom is the first door on the left.” I pointed, and he grunted in return. “If you’re hungry, there’s the kitchen. Hopefully, you can make your way home tomorrow.”

The view out my window didn’t give me much hope for that last sentence. The snowfall was thicker than ever, making the outside look completely white.

“Thanks, MJ,” Beau said. He walked over to the couch and spread out the sheets. 

“Aren’t you going to put a shirt on?” I asked.

He raised an eyebrow. “My clothes are wet. I’ll probably sleep in my underwear to stay warm.”

With wide eyes, I said, “Right. I might have something.”

I didn’t know if I had anything large enough for him, but I pulled open my closet door and looked for any clothes left from previous boyfriends or even my dad when he owned this house. Once I found something that might fit, I hurried to hand it over.

“Here. They might be a little tight, but should fit well enough to keep you warmer than underwear. Night.”

I left him in the living room with no extra explanation or anything. I felt skittish and needed to lie down before I fell down. Once I climbed into bed, a sense of calm never came, and my hands trembled from overuse of magic. Eventually, I slipped into a fitful sleep.
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