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      A blizzard, a body (or two), and another mystery to solve.

      When Lily Mason and her friends go on a winter holiday to a pet-friendly mountain resort, no one expects murder to be on the weekend’s agenda. Things get twisted, when Lily and company discover the victim is no victim, and the suspects all have a reason for wanting him dead.

      When a blizzard strands them all on the mountain, and a guest goes missing, the Moonrise gang kicks their investigation into high gear. They will have to pull out all the tricks if they are to have a snowball’s chance of solving the murder, before the killer can claim another victim.
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      Crisp white snow blanketed the ground at Waggin’ Trails, a pet-friendly resort near the top of Slowpark Mountain in northern Missouri. Parker Knowles, my hot husband, and I, along with our extended family, had booked a cabin for a glorious work-free four-day weekend at the end of February. We’d arrived at noon, threw our suitcases inside our cozy cabin, and rushed outside for some good old-fashioned winter fun. The blazing sun made the snowy landscape blindingly bright, which was the only excuse I had for nailing Parker Knowles, the great love of my life, right in the face with an icy snowball.

      He spun as the deadly ball smacked him in the cheek, and he hit the ground with a grunt.

      “Oh, no!” I raced the short fifteen feet to him. “Parker.” He didn’t move. I dropped to my knees and rolled him over. “Parker!” I was so scared that I’d hurt him I didn’t notice his right hand moving until he smashed a handful of packed snow right down the front of my jacket.

      “Gotcha, Lily!”

      I laughed at the end of a scream as I scrambled away, unzipping my coat as the freezing slush slid down to my belly button.

      Parker, with a bright red mark on his face, laughed and laughed as I danced around.

      I retrieved a clump of snow that had broken off from the ball and had gotten trapped in my bra. “You are totally going down.”

      “I’m pretty sure that’s what just happened.” He touched his swelling cheek.

      “I’m sorry.” I jutted my lower lip into a pout as I shook the rest of the snow out of my shirt. “I didn’t mean to hit you that hard.”

      He got up and grabbed either side of my open coat, and tugged me to him. Where my skin had been chilly moments earlier, it was heating up now. Parker kissed me, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “If I had known putting snow down your top would get you out of your clothes….”

      I giggled. “All you have to do is ask.”

      We were perched on a slight incline, so when Smooshie, my seventy-five-pound red and white pit bull, sprinted across the yard and planted her feet on my butt, Parker and I fell head over heels—not metaphorically—down the slippery slope. I was spitting ice by the time a courteous evergreen stopped our descent. Elvis, Parker’s one-hundred-and-fifty-pound pit bull-Great Dane mix, barked a warning alert.

      “Too late,” Parker said loudly to his good boy. “Many seconds too late.”

      Smooshie had followed us down the hill and proceeded to lick the snow off my brows. I peered at Parker out of one squinted eye since the other had a dog tongue covering it. “I don’t think we’re getting naked anytime soon.”

      “That’s all right,” he said, reaching over me and giving Smooshie an ear scritch. “We have a whole four days of vacation. Naked time is going to happen.”

      I kissed him. “I like your optimism.”

      He reached down and zipped up my coat. “You have to be freezing.”

      “Not too bad,” I said. “Shifters run hot.”

      “Ain’t that the truth,” he countered.

      Euphemism aside, it was the truth. I’m a werecougar—a shapeshifter who can change into a cougar. As such, I’m stronger than the average human, I live longer, and my body temperature runs high. Thanks to the original magic that had created my species, I’m also resilient.

      “Hey, you two.” My bestie Nadine Booth was at the top of the hill, pushing an inline stroller-for-three designed for all-terrain. Buzz Mason, my uncle and only living relative, stood next to her. Nadine had given birth to their three bundles of joy—two boys, Jackson and Jericho, and a girl, Journey—the previous March. Their babies had arrived a few weeks early and via C-section, but all of them, including Mom, had come out of the procedure happy and healthy. “We’re taking the triplets on a walk to do some exploring. Do you guys want to come along?”

      “Absolutely,” I said, bouncing up. I grabbed Parker’s hand and dragged him up to his feet. I dusted the snow from my pants. “We’re in.”

      “Just give me a minute to get the dogs’ leashes,” I told her.

      Smooshie excitedly yipped as she raced with us up the hill.

      The rustically decorated cabin featured exposed wall beams, natural wood fixtures, and cozy furniture dressed with hand-stitched quilts. It had one bedroom downstairs and two up, all with their own private bathrooms. The ground floor bedroom was the largest, so we all agreed that Buzz, Nadine, and the babies should have that room. The kitchen and dining room were separated from the living room with a staircase that split the shared spaces in half.

      The Ferrars, aka Greer and Reggie’s pit bulls Elinor and Edward, curled up in front of the living room fireplace. Reggie and Greer were snuggled on the couch. Greer, who was Parker’s dad, glanced over his shoulder at me.

      “You guys want to go on an adventure?” I asked.

      “It was a long ride,” Reggie lamented. Reggie Crawford was a doctor in Moonrise, and when there was a suspicious death, she also acted as the medical examiner for the county. She pushed back her long, straight black hair and smiled wanly at me. “We’re going to hang out here and enjoy the fire.”

      “Sounds good,” I told them. “You want us to take the dogs?”

      Greer smirked. “I think they’re happy where they are.”

      I grabbed Smooshie and Elvis’s leashes from the coat hooks mounted near the door. “You two enjoy.”

      Smooshie and Elvis were in their winter vests on the covered porch, sitting next to a standing Parker. Elvis was calm, but Smoosh, her thick tail whacking the porch floor and her body shaking with barely contained joy, looked anything but Zen.

      Parker had his hands on both their heads. His dark hair and bright blue eyes never failed to make me swoon. He wasn’t an extremely tall man, only five-eleven, but I was short at only five-one, so I had to raise up on my tiptoes to greet him with a kiss. Even then, he had to dip his head to meet me halfway.

      “You ready?” he asked. He brought my hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to the ring on my left ring finger. It was a simple gold band inscribed with our names and one of the vows from our handfasting, Parker and Lily…through sunshine and rain. It was Parker’s post-wedding gift to me, and I never took it off unless I was shifting, and then, I kept it on a chain that I could wear around my neck.

      I loved the reminder that Parker was mine and I was his.

      “Come on, you two,” Buzz shouted from the road. “We’re burning daylight.”

      “Coming,” I hollered to Buzz and Nadine.

      I handed Parker Elvis’s leash, then clipped Smooshie’s onto her thick collar. I wrapped the cord around her waist then pulled it through the loop near the collar clip. The heavy-duty leash acted as a harness that would give her chest a squeeze if she needed managing on the walk. We used them at the rescue for their toughness and because they were humane.

      The gravel road leading to the cabin had been salted, so the tire grooves were slushy. We stayed to the outside of the tracks. The crisp air added to my own excitement. Smooshie trotted to the side of the road and walk-squatted, leaving a ragged yellow trail in the snow.

      Parker nudged me with his shoulder. “What’s got you smiling?”

      “All this snow reminds me of my first winter in Moonrise.”

      He raised a brow. “Which part? The dead body or me being arrested?”

      I rolled my eyes. “The part where Smooshie pushed me out of the way of an oncoming car, and you helped me to my feet. You both saved my life that day.”

      “Smooshie did all the work,” he said fondly.

      “Yeah, but you fed me and gave me a warm place to stay, even though you didn’t know me.”

      He slipped his hand into mine. “I knew you the moment I saw you,” he said. “And for the record, you saved my life, too, Lily.”

      I knew what he meant. Before I’d arrived, Parker’s PTSD from his time in the military had been unpredictable. Elvis, his service dog, had helped him manage day-to-day, but since we’d been together, Parker had needed Elvis less and less. At least for his PTSD.

      During my four years at the pit bull rescue, I discovered that there was something in my DNA as a shifter that had a calming effect on dogs. My mojo made rescuing scared dogs less scary for both parties. I went out on almost every call now, especially if abuse was involved. Parker claims my mojo works on humans, too. But I’d been attacked and shot at enough to know that wasn’t true. However, my calming presence did seem to work on him. But Parker was my mate. His mind, his soul, his body, and his scent were tied to me, not just on an emotional level but also on a cellular one. Still, it didn’t mean he didn’t need Elvis. Like Smooshie, the big, loveable lug would always be important, just not for the same reasons.

      Since Buzz, who was also a werecougar, didn’t put off the same calming vibe, I often wondered if it had anything to do with my great-grandmother, on my mother’s side, being a witch. Her magic had been better than any truth serum, and I’d inherited a little of that from her. People found it near impossible to lie when I asked them a direct question. I couldn’t tell you how often friends and strangers poured out their long-held secrets to me without much prompting, like the time Opal Dixon told me about shooting her younger sister Pearl’s mob-connected abusive husband and absconding with his money.

      Anyhow, I’d learned over the past couple of years since the gift manifested that I had to be careful about how and why I asked personal questions.

      “I’m so glad we decided to do this,” I said. “We should check out the skiing when we get to the lodge.”

      “Sounds good to me,” Nadine said. “Are you sure Greer’s not going to mind watching the kids?”

      “Dad broke his leg in a skiing accident. He’s got no use for it now,” Parker told her.

      “Yeah, but he said that was twenty years ago. He might feel differently now,” she pointed out.

      Even if Greer had wanted to go skiing, I knew he’d pick watching the triplets over the activity. Those three babies were the closest he would ever get to grandchildren. He’d been accepting of the fact that Parker and I didn’t want any babies of our own. Our dogs and the other rescues were all the kids and extra responsibility we needed. Even so, I think he had always thought he’d have grandkids one day. Buzz and Nadine had filled that hole for him.

      “He’s going to spoil them rotten while we’re on the slopes,” I said.

      “Slope,” Buzz corrected me. “Singular.”

      “There might only be one big slope, but there are a couple of bunny slopes, and those are the ones I plan to play on until I get the hang of balancing on two sticks.” I stuck my tongue out at him. “Some of us don’t have any experience with extracurricular activities.”

      I’d only been seventeen when my parents died, and I’d raised my brother from the time he was seven years old until he was out of school. The responsibility of Danny had fallen square on my shoulders. Which meant there was never enough money or time to do things like ski vacations.

      Parker looped his arm around my shoulders. “I’m happy to hang out on the bunny slopes with you, darling.” He kissed my temple. “But I have a feeling you’ll be flying down the big hill after a lesson or two. You’ll be flying circles around us.”

      “Only if I manage to sprout wings.” I laughed. “Unfortunately, I’m furred and not feathered.”

      Buzz gave a low grunt when a man and a woman rounded the bend ahead of us. We were shapeshifters living in a human world, and he always worried about the ramifications if we were found out by the wrong people. Now that he and Nadine had children, I knew his fear had tripled.

      The fortyish man had dark brown hair with a close-cropped salt and pepper beard. He wore a black parka, gray ski pants, and black boots. The woman, who looked younger, had her light brown hair down past her shoulders, and she wore cream from head to toe, including her knitted cap. They were arguing in low voices, but one of the benefits of being a werecougar was extremely good hearing.

      “Why did we have to leave? We had the whole slope to ourselves for another hour,” the woman protested. “I can’t help if someone is nice to me.”

      “You were practically throwing yourself at him,” the man snapped. “And he was all over you.”

      “That’s his job,” she protested. “He only grabbed me to keep me from busting my butt.”

      The man started to say something more, but then he saw us. He put his arm around the woman possessively and pasted on a smile that managed to look almost genuine.

      “Howdy, folks,” he said genially as we got closer. “Nice day for it.”

      “Sure is,” Buzz said, just as friendly.

      The woman with him wasn’t quite as good at faking it. Her smile didn’t reach her eyes. She peeked over at the babies when they were crossing our path. “Beautiful sweethearts.”

      Smooshie, who had developed quite the mamma complex around the triplets, inserted herself between the woman and the stroller. Smooshie wasn’t being aggressive so much as she just wanted strangers to know that the three tykes were hers.

      The woman’s large tote bag began to growl and bark in high yips. She unzipped the top, and a small, fuzzy black and white dog popped its head up. Its whole body vibrated with alarm.

      “It’s alright, Milo.” She petted his small head. “Mommy’s making new friends.”

      “Mommy’s good at that,” the man grumbled. When he caught my gaze, he smiled again.

      I ignored him. “Cute pup,” I said. “What kind is he?”

      “He’s a Bichon Frise,” she said proudly. “Your dogs are cute too.”

      Smooshie, as if knowing she was being complimented, turned in a circle to show off her wiggle butt.

      The woman laughed then asked, “Are you all heading up to the lodge?”

      “Yep,” I said. “We just got here this morning, so we’re still checking the place out.”

      “The restaurant serves a really good Cuban sandwich,” she said. “I’m Cat Maddox, by the way.” She shook her head with a chuckle. “I’m a Cat who loves dogs, ironic, huh?”

      Since I literally shifted into a giant cat and I loved dogs, too, I didn’t think it was all that ironic. Still, I grinned at her joke.

      She pointed at the man. “This is my husband, Dade. We’ve been here since last Friday.”

      “I’m Lily.” I gestured with my head as I made introductions all around. “That’s Parker, Buzz, Nadine, and these three wonders are Jack, Jericho, and Journey.”

      “They are the sweetest,” Cat said. “I can’t wait to have my own one day. Maybe not three at once, though.”

      Nadine chuckled. “I can’t say I recommend it, but these guys are totally worth it.”

      “Well, it was nice talking to you folks, but we should be going.” Dade tugged on his wife’s arm.

      She gave him a hard look then said to Nadine and me. “We’re in cabin seven, and we’ll be here for another week. You two should come down for a glass of wine sometime.”

      “Thanks,” I said. “Maybe we’ll do that.” Though I had no intention of following through. We only had four days, and I planned to spend all my time with the people I loved.

      After Cat and Dade passed us, I heard Dade hiss at his wife, “Embarrass me like that again, and I’ll make you sorry.”

      I didn’t detect any lie, and I worried for the woman, even if I didn’t know her. I stopped short and turned on my heel. “Cat,” I yelled. “How about I stop by tomorrow around one?”

      Parker furrowed his brow as he focused on me with a confused gaze. I gave the barest shake of my head, and he shrugged. I wanted Dade to know that someone would be checking in on his wife.

      Cat smiled. “It’s a date.”
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      The lodge wasn’t what you’d call fancy, but it had charm. Like our accommodations, it had a log cabin design. Only, the lodge boasted forty hotel rooms, a fine dining restaurant, a bar and grill, a spa, a fitness room, and an indoor pool complete with a hot tub and sauna. There was a doggy daycare for people who couldn’t leave their pets in their rooms or cabins when they wanted to visit or use any of the community areas, including the slopes.

      Billy Brandish, the resort’s manager, waved at us from the front steps. When he’d checked us in earlier, he’d insisted we call him Billy.

      “Howdy, folks.” Billy was tall with light brown hair. He looked to be in his forties, and he was impeccably groomed—clean shaven, no hair out of place, and manicured nails. However, there was something about him that was a little…oily for my taste. “Did you get settled into your cabin okay?”

      “It’s perfect,” I told him. Smooshie yanked me forward as she sniffed around Billy’s legs. I pulled her back. “Sorry about that.”

      He laughed. “No worries. She is probably smelling my girl Tilly on my pants.” He nodded to Smooshie. “She’s a beauty.” He glanced at Elvis. “And that’s one handsome guy.”

      Parker’s shoulders straightened, and the hint of a smile on his lips told me he was pleased with the compliment.

      A woman in a service uniform came out of the building in a hurry. She stopped next to Billy and whispered into his ear.

      Billy frowned, and shook his head, then gave her the one-moment sign with his finger. He turned back to us. “I have to go, but you folks let me know if you need anything. The concierge desk is open twenty-four-seven.”

      “Thanks, Billy,” Nadine said. “We’re just taking everything in today.”

      Billy turned on his heel and jogged into the hotel.

      Nadine turned to Buzz. “So, what was up with those two?”

      Buzz arched a brow at her.

      Nadine shook her head and smirked. “Don’t even act like you didn’t hear all that whispering.” In a quiet voice, she added. “Shifter One-Oh-One.”

      He scratched his beard and rolled his eyes.

      Nadine thinned her lips. “Just tell me.”

      Buzz grinned. “The lift motor isn’t working, and there are guests stuck halfway up the slope.”

      “Yikes,” she muttered. “That doesn’t sound good.”

      “I’m sure they’ll get it fixed right up,” Parker said. He looped his arm around my shoulder. “But it might be fun to go check it out.”

      I gave him a soft elbow to the ribs. “You’re so bad.” I wiggled my brows. “Let’s do it.”

      “I’m totally in,” Nadine quipped before Buzz could protest.

      He shook his head but didn’t put up any kind of fight. “If watching some stranded tourist dangle precariously from a wire will make you happy….” He spread
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