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      Fall into a wickedly charming romance when Salem witch Cassandra takes a wild ride with a wolf shifter!

      After I drop my daughter with my parents, I head to the White Mountains for some much-needed me time at a ski resort. My friends convince me to try a chairlift dating event, but when date after date turns out to be a dud, I take an escape route. Only my skis send me flying off my feet, and I end up tumbling downhill like a human snowball.

      Ski patrol comes to my aid in the form of handsome wolf shifter Valen, and we have more chemistry than a combustible potion. Chairlift dating was a disaster, but a fling with a rugged mountain man in his slopeside cabin is tempting.

      Until Valen thinks I’m his fated mate…

      Read a fun, paranormal, age gap romance that will have you on the edge of your broomstick! If you like quirky characters, awkward meet cutes, meddling matchmakers, and enchanting settings, you’ll love Match My Fall!
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      CASSANDRA

      “Want to help me put a hex on an ex?” I asked my friend Pandora, who was also my boss at the Salem Supernatural Network.

      We were sitting across from each other at a booth at the Danger Zone, a retro rock bar north of Boston that was owned by Gianna, a half siren. Although the club was a trek from Salem, my daughter Paige was with her father tonight, so I had to take advantage of a girls’ night out. It was especially welcome after last night when I’d had the “pleasure” of interrogating a surly vampire about his questionable methods of feeding.

      Pandora’s dark-lined eyes widened beneath her bangs. “You’re joking, right?”

      “Of course.” I grinned at her.

      She chuckled with relief and tossed her dark hair over her shoulders. “You had me there for a minute. Not only is it forbidden, but think of the bad karma it would bring back on you.”

      “I know, I know. I’d be a hypocritical witch if I cursed my ex.” Especially since part of my responsibilities at the Network involved interviewing others about using magic inappropriately. “But picturing the ways I could put a spell on Thorne brings immense satisfaction.”

      I flashed her a conspiratorial glance and raised my glass of sangria. It was a new selection on the menu, dubbed Spellbound Sangria, although not for magical ingredients. That was likely Gianna’s tongue-in-cheek reference to her unfortunate recent encounter with an age spell in her drink. My drink had a fragrant bouquet of cinnamon, cloves, berries, and pomegranate, as well as a kick from the brandy. I didn’t detect anything suspicious, but perhaps drinking too many of these would make me feel bespelled after all.

      I leaned back in the booth and gazed around the club. A few twenty-somethings were singing along to Ratt’s “Round and Round” on the dance floor, drink glasses in hand. Ah, to be twenty again and without responsibilities; not a single mom in her mid-thirties trying to raise her daughter right while also making a living to pay the bills.

      Pandora tapped her long fingers together. “So, what did Thorne do now?”

      I grumbled, “Aside from not just being a thorn in my side but an ache in my head?”

      “In other words, the usual?” Pandora turned one hand palm up.

      “Yes, that, and he likes to find new ways to irk me.” I adjusted my position in the booth. “My parents asked me to bring Paige up to visit them in Maine over the weekend. He’s giving me a hard time about it, saying I need to discuss these things in advance with him and blah, blah, blah. Funny how he only wants to be a father when it suits him—or to rankle me.”

      Pandora gave me a sympathetic look. “Frustrating.”

      “Men.” Or, in this case, an arrogant fae. I blew out a rough breath. “I really know how to pick them.”

      Not only had he broken my heart and destroyed my trust when I’d learned he was cheating on me while we were married and I was pregnant with his child, but he continued being a pain in the broomsticks since our divorce.  He’s lucky he still had all his appendages. With hormones surging through my system during my pregnancy, it was a challenge not to conjure a spell to make his wandering weenie shrivel up and fall off. But I had a daughter to raise and that wouldn’t have been easy to do from a jail cell.

      “They’re not all bad,” Pandora noted. “Not when you find the right one.” A slight smile flitted across her face as if considering her situation.

      Pandora had her own drama with an ex from her past who’d tried to force his way into her present. With that finally behind her, she was now happily living with a bear shifter, who was a good decade younger than her in her early forties. They now lived in her house with four cats—a his-and-her feline version of The Brady Bunch.

      I sighed. “Unfortunately, finding the right guy doesn’t appear to be in the tarot cards for me.” My feeble attempts at resurrecting my love life by trying to date again in the last couple of years had proven that. I found more pleasure in scrying or creating potions over slogging through a date as bland as soggy, spice-less oatmeal.

      The next song came on, Rob Zombie’s “Dragula,” and I tapped my foot along to the beat.

      “You never know. Sometimes, love comes when you least expect it.” Pandora gestured with a wave around the club. “Perhaps there’s a tall, dark, and brooding vampire in the shadows for you.”

      “Haha.” I gave her a skeptical look. “After dealing with that broody bloodsucker last night, I’ll pass. Besides, I enjoy daylight, thank you very much.”

      She laughed. “Good point. But you never know who’ll come knocking on your door.”

      Her private smile returned, but I sensed I knew why. She met her bear shifter neighbor, Austin, when he’d come over to ask her to hide a kitten.

      She slanted her head to one side and added, “Or who’ll be sitting next to you at a club.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “Are you saying I should hook up with a stranger tonight?” I glanced around the club. “No one strikes my fancy.”

      Pandora shook her head. “No. I’m just saying if I was able to find someone after my nightmare of an ex, there’s hope for everyone.” Her gaze moved to the bar. “Look at Gianna and Sebastian.”

      I followed her gaze to where Gianna now stood near her usual spot at the bar. Sebastian had arrived and stood beside her. He was a broad-shouldered wolf shifter with a trim beard who loved to cook. Gianna wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves and blended with her dark hair, aside from the red streaks. She’d rebuked Sebastian’s awkward attempts to woo her at first, but now they appeared tremendously happy. Sebastian seemed almost unable to tear his gaze from his wife, and I didn’t blame him—she was gorgeous. But I suspected the attraction was more than just her looks—she was his mate, and they were in love.

      Good for them. Some people could make relationships work. I’d learned from my mistakes and wouldn’t subject myself to the potential cruel heartache again. That was fine. Who had time for a relationship, anyway? I had enough to keep me busy with working, raising a child, and taking care of the house.

      Gianna scanned her club. When she made eye contact, she smiled and said something to Sebastian. They walked over to us.

      “Hey, ladies,” she said with a smile. “I didn’t know you were coming in tonight.”

      “It was a last-minute plan since Paige is with her father,” I replied.

      Sebastian tipped his head and greeted us.

      “Scoot over,” Gianna said and slid into the booth beside Pandora. “What’s new?”

      I moved over so Sebastian could sit beside me. We caught up as we chatted about life for a few minutes.

      When we got to my update about taking Paige to my parents’ next weekend, Gianna rubbed her hands together and her eyes sparkled. “You have the weekend free. What are you going to do?”

      I shrugged. “Probably drive back home and catch up on stuff around the house.”

      Gianna scoffed at that idea with a wagging index finger. “No, no, no. You might as well make the most of it.” She gestured with a turn of her hand. “Do something fun for yourself while you’re up there. Have some Cassandra time.”

      “In Maine in the winter? That’s not where most people flock to—unless they’re skiing.”

      “So go skiing,” Pandora suggested.

      “Franconia Mountain isn’t far from there,” Sebastian said. He’d grown up in a pack in the White Mountains region of New Hampshire. “I haven’t skied there yet, but I hear it’s a great resort,”

      “And Aurora lives there now,” Pandora added. “You could visit her.”

      Aurora was a witch from the Network who’d gone up the mountains to mediate between two quarreling wolf packs. She met Grayson, a wolf shifter and beta of the Franconia pack, and ended up staying. Another instance of love conquering all—unless you choose an arrogant fae who betrays you.

      “We want to go up this winter when we can find a time that’s not so busy,” Gianna added. She pulled out her phone. “In fact, when I looked into it a few weeks ago, they listed events like races, bands, and stuff like that.” She squealed. “Oh, look at that! Chairlift speed dating next weekend.” She showed us her phone and then nudged me. “You should do it, Cassandra.”

      I shook my head with adamance. “No way. I tried speed dating here recently, remember?” I took a sip of my drink.

      “But you weren’t into it,” Gianna dismissed. “It was all part of a ruse.”

      “Oh, I remember quite well,” Pandora noted in a wry tone.

      We exchanged a glance, and I gave her a sheepish smile. A few of us at the Network had conspired with Gianna during one of her speed dating nights here at the Danger Zone to help get Pandora and Austin together.

      “And look how it all worked out.” Gianna beamed with a proud smile. “You and Austin are now living in domestic bliss.”

      “True.” Pandora’s gaze traveled from one of us to the next. “Thank you for your misguided machinations.” Her lips quirked into a grin.

      “You’re very welcome.” Gianna ignored the teasing sarcasm and raised her chin. “So, what do you think?” She turned her attention back to me.

      I tapped my fingers on my sangria glass. “I don’t see how being stuck with a stranger on a ride up a chairlift counts as ‘Cassandra time,’” I joked. “It sounds more like I-could-be-trapped-in-an-awkward-conversation-with-nowhere-to-escape scenario.”

      Gianna’s eyes widened with excitement. “Then you’d have to tell me about it. There’s nothing I enjoy more than a story with lots of ooey awkwardness.”

      “Oh yes, I’m itching to be mortified for other’s entertainment,” I drawled.

      Gianna and Sebastian both chuckled.

      Pandora motioned around the club. “Since you lured me here for speed dating, I think there should be payback. You need to give this chairlift speed dating thing a try.”

      I groaned. “Couples. Always trying to play matchmaker.”

      Pandora cleared her throat. “Weren’t you part of the matchmaking shenanigans here?”

      “Guilty.” I grinned and took a sip of sangria. “I suppose you’re right, and since I coaxed you here, it won’t kill me to try chairlift dating. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? I get stuck with a yeti?”

      Gianna leaned forward with a twinkle in her eyes. “That could be interesting. If that happens, I want to hear all about it.”

      VALEN

      While eating eggs and sausage, I glanced out the window of my slope-side cabin. It was a good day to ski. The sun was shining, and the sky was a bright blue without clouds. We’d had six inches of snow last night that was light and powdery. This bluebird day would draw crowds. Compared to the gloomy rain that kept people away last weekend, this was a perfect one to visit the mountains, which meant I’d be busy.

      After cleaning up my plate and finishing my coffee, I prepared for my shift on ski patrol. Many of us wolf shifters had a job at the Franconia Mountain Resort as well as a role in the Franconia-Sacco pack. Our pack alpha Rafe and beta Grayson dealt with the business side of things at the resort. I wanted nothing to do with it. Who wanted to sit in an office or discuss business in meetings when they could be outdoors? As a pack enforcer, I patrolled our territory at night.

      The threat from outsiders wasn’t as prominent as it had been since our rivals, the Sacco pack, merged with us, yet we had to remain vigilant. If there was anything I’d learned at a young age, it was that others would do what they wanted without considering the impact on others.

      I donned my ski pants, jacket, ski boots, helmet, goggles, and gloves and grabbed my radio before heading out of my cabin. The scent of pine trees wafted over with a light breeze. What a view. I never grew tired of it. It shifted over the seasons, from a vast expanse of greens in the spring and summer to the brilliant reds and oranges in the fall. Now the mountains were covered in snow, twinkling beneath the sun’s glow. This might be my favorite time of year—not only did it look the most magical, but I could ski. This mountain had been my home for most of my adult life, and I never wanted to leave it.

      The freshly fallen snow gave way beneath my heavy boots as I trekked over to the ski rack I’d built to mount my skis. I’d make the most of the fluffy snow and get some fresh tracks in before the lifts opened to guests. With the numbers we expected to visit today, they’d muck up the trails in no time.

      I snapped into my skis and navigated down a path that cut through the woods leading to an easy trail. The sound of my skis carving through the snow pierced the otherwise quiet of the mountain. As I passed in between spruce and pine trees, I inhaled. Aside from the fragrant pine, I caught a hint of small critters that were brave or foolish to trek too close to where wolves lived.

      Once I broke out of the glades, I steered onto a wide, groomed trail with a view of the serene mountains in the distance and the valley below. Then I skied down to the base and greeted Pete, one of the lift operators, who was already listening to his favorite classic rock station, which now played the J. Geils Band’s “Love Stinks.”

      It did indeed—for most of us.

      I braced myself for the ascent. For a shifter who didn’t like heights but loved to ski, I had to face my fear multiple times a day. It didn’t make it any easier. How could it? Only a narrow bar kept me from a haphazard slip forward. A strong wind could unsettle that meager safety option.

      Do it. Don’t show fear. I psyched myself up and sat on the chair.

      After taking a few calming breaths, I searched the trails for any obstacles that needed to be cleared. Nothing stood out. When I reached the top, I checked in with others at the patrol hut. We reviewed any recent changes in trail conditions and discussed our plan for what was sure to be a busy day.

      “Chairlift dating this morning?” my pack mate Aldric uttered in disbelief.

      I snorted. “Humans and their ridiculous ideas.”

      “No, it’s one of Grayson’s,” Damon said. “Sophie created the graphics.”

      That made sense. Grayson often tried new tactics to draw visitors to the resort and keep the business flourishing. Damon shared the same responsibilities as me—as ski patrol and pack enforcer. Since I was older, I looked out for him like a younger brother. But since he’d found his mate, a human named Sophie, I didn’t have to worry about him as much. They seemed happy and took care of each other.

      I’d long since given up on finding a mate. In my mid-forties, I was settled in my routine. If I was going to meet one, it should have happened years ago.

      “You should give it a go, Valen,” Aldric nudged. “Meet a ski bunny or two.”

      “Not going to happen.”

      If I wanted to meet a woman, I wouldn’t have to join that silly setup. Many of them ended their day in one of the pubs and were happy to enjoy a fling while away on a trip. Although I’d enjoyed plenty of company in the past, it was starting to feel empty, and I’d often return to my cabin alone than to a hotel room with a woman. Something was missing from these meaningless encounters.

      Maybe it was because so many of my packmates had found their mates, and with it, a sort of contentedness. That sense of peace eluded me. Although my coworkers and I often finished shifts with après-ski specials at Kelly’s Pub and then headed out after dark to run in wolf form, those times were shorter and less often than in the past. My packmates were no longer as restless to burn through energy. They preferred to return to their cabins to be with their mates.

      Which meant I often hunted alone.

      After I left the hut, I squeezed in two more runs while surveying the mountain before the lifts opened to guests.

      The day started slowly enough, but the base was soon packed with lines for the lifts. With it came the first call for help on my radio. Since many of us who worked on the mountains were shifters, we could communicate telepathically, but there were others on our team with whom we also needed to coordinate.

      “A young skier is down who needs help,” came the call from the hut.

      Since I wasn’t far from the trail, I responded, “I’m heading over.”

      I cut through the trees to hasten my way to the trail. As I skied over, a small group gathered around a school-aged boy lying on the ground.

      His mother fretted. “It’s his leg. Do you think it’s broken?”

      I kneeled beside the boy and carefully examined his leg. By the bend, it sure looked that way. Humans didn’t heal as quickly as shifters, so if it was broken, the boy would likely be in a cast for weeks.

      “Let’s get him down to the lodge so the medical team can check him out.” I assured the boy, “You’re going to be fine.”

      The boy’s expression appeared pained, but he nodded. As we waited for the sled, I tried to distract him by asking about his favorite video games and movies.

      “Almost everyone falls at some point,” I noted. “Even expert skiers.” I told him about a few funnier ones. “I think I once skied this entire mountain on my butt,” I exaggerated, and he chuckled.

      Minutes later, Damon arrived on a sled. The two of us carefully lifted the boy onto the sled and skied him down the mountain. After we carried him into the lodge with his parents following us, Damon and I returned outside.

      “Chairlift dating is starting soon,” he said.

      I groaned. “Don’t remind me.”

      “It’s supposed to be fun and for a good cause,” Damon replied. “The proceeds will go to conservation efforts in the region. Why don’t you give it a go?”

      “Man, you mated wolves are all the same,” I teased. “Once you find your mate, you try to convince the others to find theirs.”

      Damon was the last wolf I thought would settle down with one. His father had been so bereft and broken after losing his mate that Damon declared they could only bring pain. But then he met Sophie and fell hard—almost provoking a pack war in the process.

      He chuckled. “Just want what’s best for you.”

      “Appreciate it, but I’m all set.”

      Damon shrugged. “We’ll see. When your wolf knows, things change…”

      I grunted. “If I haven’t found her by now, it’s not going to happen.”

      Besides, I didn’t see the appeal of being tied down to one person. I enjoyed my freedom and not having to answer to a partner.

      “Never say never.” Damon wagged his index finger. “Look at me.”

      “You’re much younger than me. It’s easier to keep hope alive.” Sure, when I was in my twenties, I’d pictured a future with a mate and a family. As the years went by and flings went nowhere, I came to terms with that not happening.

      “Come on, you old curmudgeon,” Damon teased. He gestured over to the chairlift with a slight raise of his ski pole. “Let’s check on this event you’re so against.”

      I skied over with Damon to the base of the chairlift. The music pumped louder, this time playing Bon Jovi’s “Livin’ on a Prayer.” Pete loved his classic rock.

      People lined up at a table and were given a number. Did they really expect to meet their special someone during a random pairing? It was as I had suspected. “Ridiculous.”

      “Looks like they’re having fun, though,” Damon pointed out.

      “One thing I can guarantee is that no one taking part in this foolish event is interested in anything serious. They just want a fun hookup while on vacation.”

      Damon teased, “Look how cynical you’ve become in your old age.”

      Tapping my chest, I replied, “I call it experience.” How many short-term romances had I seen that both started and ended here at the resort? I’d lost count.

      Gazing at the couples lining up together, I added, “The snow will last longer than any relationship sparked on the mountain today.”
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      CASSANDRA

      Chairlift dating might be a terrible idea.

      Once I’d checked in at a registration table, they gave me a ribbon to pin on my jacket. I did so in addition to my lift ticket for the day and put my ski gear on. A light snow started to fall. It was expected to do so on and off today, with a couple more inches of accumulation to the base. I glanced over at the lines forming at the chairlift. A crowd of skiers and snowboarders had gathered around—far more than I’d expected.

      I couldn’t believe I’d agreed to do this. Chairlift dating? Come on. I had bad enough luck with dating on the ground. How would it be any better when I was trapped with a stranger as we hovered in a metal seat dozens of feet over a mountain?

      Nope, don’t sabotage this. Stay positive.

      Right. This was supposed to be something fun, if nothing else. When was the last time I went away for a weekend on my own? It was a beautiful sunny day with plenty of fresh snow on the mountain, and I should make the most of it. I’d dropped Paige off at my parents’ house earlier, and they were all thrilled to spend some quality time together. I’d stayed for coffee and freshly baked banana bread before leaving and would have dinner with them when I picked Paige up in a couple of days.

      I raised my chin and skied over to the lines where Van Halen’s “Pretty Woman” cover blared from a speaker. When I was paired up with a tall, handsome skier with graying hair at his temples and a dazzling smile, my mood lifted. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

      Behind us in line, a woman pointed out, “They play classic rock at the chairlifts of every mountain I’ve skied at in New Hampshire this season.”

      A man with her chuckled. “It must be the official soundtrack of New Hampshire winter sports.”

      Once we moved up the line, I hoped I wouldn’t do something disastrous like miss the seat, lose a ski, or any other mishap I’d seen with people simply trying to sit on a chair.

      Our turn. I moved my butt into the chair. Poles still in hand. Skis on feet.

      Success!

      Once we ascended and pulled the bar down, he introduced himself as Tom.

      “Cassandra,” I said.

      “Cassie.” He nodded. “I like it.”

      My shoulders tensed. “I prefer Cassandra.”

      “But Cassie is more sassy,” he teased and then laughed with far more vigor than was necessary for a bad joke.

      “Still, I like Cassandra.” It was my name, after all. To move past my irritation, I glanced out over the mountains. The view of snow-covered trees and glimmering snowflakes dancing looked almost magical.

      “What do you do?” I asked Tom.

      I bit my lower lip. While he told me, I had better come up with my answer. Telling him I worked in a network that helped supernaturals navigate the human world might not be wise outside of Salem. Many of the residents there didn’t give a flying fig about witches living in their town, and visitors considered us a tourist attraction. But there was a reason we provided services to help supernaturals travel underground, and that was because of humans. They could freak out and cause chaos. They already did enough of that even to other humans. So, telling Tom that I spent my days working on spells and potions or investigating forbidden magic might lead to an awkward encounter.

      It turned out I didn’t have to provide any more info other than my name. My one question provided all the incentive he needed to tell me how he worked as an investment adviser. He told story after story about his clients and their financial situations as if these were fascinating tales. I thought they were as entertaining as counting the bristles in a broom.

      My leg twitched, causing my right ski to bounce up and down, so I forced myself to stop. Willing the lift to move faster was as productive as waiting for a cauldron to bubble.

      Once we reached the top of the mountain, I practically threw the safety bar overhead.

      Although we could have skied down the mountain together, I said, “Nice to meet you, Tom. Have a great day!” Then I skied off, hoping he wouldn’t follow.

      He didn’t.

      That short-lived “date” lacked more sparks than a fireplace doused by a firehose. I shook it off and focused on the gorgeous scenery ahead. Then I pointed my skis downhill, tried to remember proper form, and skied down an easy green trail. After I meandered to the bottom, I headed back to the lifts for round two.

      My next date was...interesting. He wasn’t as handsome as Tom but appeared friendly. He introduced himself as Jimmy. His vintage ski jacket had so many neon stripes that it appeared to have been resurrected from the eighties.

      “That’s a unique jacket,” I pointed out.

      “Ah, yes,” he agreed with a smile. “You’ll never guess where I found it.”

      “A vintage store?” I asked.

      “Nope.” His eyes gleamed with excitement.

      I thought flea market but didn’t know if that would offend him, so I said, “I give up.”

      “The dumpster!” he declared with pride. “Can you believe I found this baby while dumpster diving? You wouldn’t believe all the cool stuff I find.” He slanted toward me, causing the chair to bob, and my muscles tensed. “I have a collection of things,” he added. “From coins to all kinds of tchotchkes.”

      I blinked slowly. That was the strangest hobby to reveal to someone he just met.

      “Oh, wow,” I said. I wasn’t sure what else to add. I pictured him living in a place cluttered with furniture and items pulled from the
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