
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Love potions aren’t the only thing abrew in the shadows of this world.

	 

	 

	In a rainy town where nothing ever happens, a sardonic yet bubbly potions witch on the outs with her family after a failed Valentine’s Day love potion has her entire life turned upside down. With her shop being raided by people seeking out her love-potion-turned-accidental-hallucinogen, she is forced to put everything on hold to face what is quickly becoming an ordeal worse than anything the town has ever seen.

	When bad turns to worse, she is attacked on a dark road after her car is sabotaged, saved by a dragon that looks far too much like a sexy version of Dracula, and thrown into a world of fae mafia and an omnipotent being that appears to be entangled in it all with her.

	Storm Carlisle must try to juggle a budding relationship with a man who is more beast than human, struggle with a family who is far too involved in her business, and stop the enemies who are hell-bent on recruiting her to join their side while corrupting every inch of the three worlds they can get their hands on.
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	To all the dreamers.

	Never be afraid to try.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“What do you mean we are out of nightshade? I just went on a run to collect some yesterday!” one very angry she-wolf exclaimed from the back of my shop.

	I let out a harsh exhale, slumping my shoulders down defeatedly to rest on the counter before me. “You saw how many people have been demanding the new love potion. We are lucky we have been able to keep them from busting down our doors every morning, Jessica.”

	It had gotten to the point where every joint in my exhausted body ached from the stress of using far too much magic these last few days. Normally my cutesy little potion shop sold anything from hair growth formula to energy drinks, but when my loveable yet batshit crazy aunt flew into town on her cherry-red broom she’d labeled the Cupid’s Stick, she changed all of that with a single idea.

	An idea I would later regret.

	She waltzed right into my shop with a half-baked scheme of a small partnership between our two shops, mine being a potion shop named Pills and Potions and hers being a sex shop named Wands and Whips. She claimed to have just happened to have the crazy idea to come out with a potion named Love Potion on the wild ride that was the week before Valentine’s Day.

	It took getting me smashed with a two-hundred-dollar bottle of champagne for me to agree, and three more days for me to perfect it. The idea? A potion with effects strong enough to have a couple do it like rabbits for at least the entire night.

	The outcome? A hallucinogen strong enough to make a person’s wildest fantasy come to life and screw them into oblivion.

	Well, they didn’t really come to life. It was just a vision so strong that it felt real in every way. Within twenty-four hours after it hit my shelves, dozens of couples were ranting and raving about how suddenly they were having foursomes with the movie stars of their dreams.

	Which brings me to now. My entire shop had been ransacked by rabid customers hell-bent on getting their hands on the miracle potion. People even came in from other towns to get their hands on the cursed thing.

	It was like a sea of needy people of all shapes and races crashing into my small, homey shop. At worst, it was a severe fire hazard. There was simply no way a building could handle that many heated bodies rubbing against each other in one place with tempers boiling hotter than the sun once they realized they couldn’t get their paws on what they had come for.

	At best? It got my business out there, just like my aunt claimed it would.

	“I thought you already announced you were discontinuing Love Potion,” Jessica griped as she walked out from the back cradling a basket of smelling salts. “Why won’t they leave you alone?”

	“I discontinued it two days ago. I already told them I wouldn’t be selling it anymore because the potions are immoral and I don’t want my shop associating with that kind of practice, but they keep coming. They had some other witches pinpoint the ingredients, but nobody else has been able to get it right. That’s why we are out of every ingredient I used in that god-awful brew,” I whined, pointing toward the empty shelves of ingredients to prove my claim.

	In all my days, I had never had to deal with a catastrophe of this degree. My shop was open for the residents, a small exchange shop for people to get little magic cures instead of heading up to a doctor or healer. It was never meant for commercial success like this.

	If you had told anyone ten days ago any one of our stores would bring in crowds like this, you would be laughed out of town.

	Witches-Brew Cove is the typical melting pot of a small American town. We have our hicks, our upper-class, our townspeople, werewolves, vampires, fae, and witches. Lovingly named by the coven that founded this town, Witches-Brew Cove was one of the many towns in America that perfectly settled into a slow non-dramatic existence after the outing of the paranormals that had always resided secretly in society.

	About a hundred years ago when the human population had officially dipped to become the minority around the world, it had been decided that the secret of the other races that crowded this world just couldn’t be kept a secret anymore. A huge surprise to everyone involved was that it all went completely fine.

	No riots, no earth-shattering consequences, the world just accepted the fact that it had changed. Though it might have helped that a good deal of the human population had already functioned normally while already knowing about the other half of the population, but that’s neither here nor there.

	Of course, my family had been the first to open the gates of their closed-off little chunk of the woods and founded a nice little nowhere town where everyone could exist together. Since then it had been just that, a slow, drama-free town.

	Until now everything was fine and dandy, with most people sharing a street with any number of paranormals. Being a witch myself I was more than happy to be born in this new generation, especially since I could now sell my potions on the main strip of Witches-Brew Cove without worrying about being burned at the stake.

	Unfortunately, due to my familial connections in this town it meant now I had to face the consequences of my actions. If I had a choice, I might have ditched the place by way of an overgrown path in the woods during the night while cackling at the top of my lungs like my ancestors would have. I’d like to think that’s how I’d do it.

	“So I take it work is going to be hectic for the next few days?” Jessica looked distraught by the idea and didn’t even bother hiding her disappointment.

	One thing I knew from working with the wolf was that she loved working for the shop but hated the people to an insane degree. The less she had to deal with customers, the better.

	If I had my way as of right now, I would ban everyone from coming into the shop who wanted to ask about the potions and let Jessica continue her work, but I didn’t see that working. From what I could tell, the more I poked at the stewing crowd, the worse they got.

	That was when an idea had come to mind. A good idea. One that might be able to solve both of our problems.

	With a victorious grin, I snapped right back to attention, no doubt startling the she-wolf with my sudden change in mood. I was in no mood to care, however, because I just singlehandedly knocked out both of our problems at once with a brilliant plan.

	“Nope,” I sang, hopping excitedly around the counter to the front of the shop, “because Pills and Potions is officially closed!”

	She did not greet my declaration with even a fraction of my happiness—quite the opposite.

	“Closed?” she shrieked. “You can’t just close up shop when things get tough! Remember, you aren’t just some boner factory, Storm. We have customers that rely on our products!”

	I rolled my eyes at her dramatics. “First of all, don’t pretend we both don’t realize you would freak out if your pay suddenly got cut off and didn’t get your weekly collection of comics, so don’t act the selfless concerned heroine. Secondly, that’s why we aren’t actually closing. Just the store is.”

	Jessica rounded the wide collection of shelves to watch in utter disbelief as I flipped the open sign to closed, cocking one hip. With her dark hair spilling around her shoulders and those wicked blue eyes, you could almost imagine her wolf itself staring you down with its beastly gaze. Compared to my red-haired, pale-skinned self, she won the battle of bad-ass beauty.

	Not that I was complaining, I was still a cute-ass witch. I didn’t hold that sort of warrior woman physique other women had.

	“What does that even mean? How are we going to close the store but magically not close the business? All of our transactions come directly from over the counter sales.”

	My grin widened even further, and with an excited spin in place that allowed for a moment of dramatic pause, I declared, “We are going to deliver!”

	Somehow my dramatic reveal didn’t do anything to change Jessica’s sour mood, and in fact, she appeared only to get more exasperated. Honestly, if it weren’t for my absolute lack of self-awareness at all times, I would suspect she thought I was stupid.

	It hurt a little, thinking she thought of me that way. After all, I had done a lot to try and assume that sort of older role-model behavior for her I had admired in other women, despite the fact I was barely older than her myself.

	“You are really running away from this? I thought you were the type to, and I am quoting you here, take a wolf by the fangs,” Jessica said slowly, as if that would lessen the blow in any way whatsoever.

	“I am not running away! I am solving the problem in a non-face-to-face manner,” I insisted, coming across almost pleading.

	I knew she was probably right. It wasn’t a good idea to solve any of your problems in a moment of weakness, but I genuinely couldn’t see any other avenue out of this situation. I could continue working and grit my teeth through the customers demanding I give them what they wanted, or I could do this and allow it to blow over naturally.

	Considering just allowing things to happen and hoping nothing goes wrong was how this all happened in the first place, I wasn’t going to entertain that route.

	That was why I had even entertained my aunt when she showed up on my porch, blitzed out of her mind and ranting about her very own potion idea. Sure, I may or may not have been drunk out of my mind as well, but I should have known it would amount to nothing good.

	I would have to remind myself never to entertain long lost family members blowing into town with scandalous ideas in the future. Though other people might be able to figure that out themselves with the use of their brains.

	Jessica turned to face the back—a firm set to her jaw, as though what she was about to endure was going to be worse than torture. I had to bite my lip not to laugh at the petulant look, reminded once more that my employee was still little more than a moody teenager.

	“Go ahead and tell me just how you are going to attempt this.”

	 

	It took some time to smooth out some of the details in order to get Jessica to agree that this was the best idea, considering all of the factors rooting against the shop.

	She had been hesitant, probably rightfully so, considering it was her job I was changing up out of nowhere. However, once I explained she would be able to do her job without interacting with the new crazies while I still made customers happy, she was more than happy to oblige the idea.

	We both knew the shop wouldn’t suffer from the lack of traffic. I didn’t need the money from the open shop. The shop itself was no more than something to do instead of wallowing away in my home like a hermit. I could close it for the next two weeks, and I would still be running smoothly without dipping into my resources.

	Overall, everyone was happy, including the customers now getting free delivery.

	Of course, my one good idea had to come with a dozen other really bad ones, like deciding that I would take a long way home instead of driving straight home like a normal person. After the last few days, being alone with my thoughts on an empty road had seemed like a great idea.

	Of course, the fates just couldn’t let my attempt to escape my punishment go unpunished, so that meant that I got stuck in the middle of the backwoods when my Subaru’s gas mysteriously emptied onto the road. It was at times like this I cursed myself for being the only witch who chose to drive instead of flying.

	“No! No! No!” I cried, banging my hands onto the still-warm hood of my car.

	My baby girl was still as a rock, completely dead. Even her lights switched off, leaving me in the gloomy light of dusk. It only took a quick look to figure out that the hanging tubes under my car were my newly severed gas-line.

	Somehow between this morning and now, some monster had fucked with my car, and of course, my dumbass had to choose this day to go through the backwoods. I was a sitting duck, miles away from a gas station or mechanic, equally as far from a house that would answer when I knocked.

	I’m sure that if whatever douche fucked with my car could see me now, they’d be cackling. I essentially gave the person exactly what they had been aiming for.

	Lucky for me, it was 2120, and no witch in her right mind went around without a pocket mirror—no apps and games, but 100 percent reliability. If you’re in a pinch, the pocket mirror will send your messages and emails without fail, no service required, as long as you have the power to wield it.

	Unfortunately, that meant I now had to sit and wait for not only a tow truck but a cop car to come and drive me home. Apparently, things like a severed gas-line are signs of malice towards an individual and need to be taken seriously. As if.

	It was probably some disgruntled customer wanting their share of love juice. Sure, it was concerning, and the person better hope I never catch who did it, but I wasn’t too concerned about it. With creatures capable of summoning a league of zombies to surround your house at any point in the day, things like a car being compromised was a drop in the bucket.

	The waiting might have been a blessing in disguise, though, because breathing in the sharp air of the night calmed me more than anything else had in the last few weeks.

	It had been rough. The potion was barely half of it. Whoever said living in a small town where everybody knows you was simple was a liar.

	First, my sister up and packs all of her stuff and decides to go on a spiritual journey into the fae realm for no reason other than she felt like it. Secondly, my youngest sister still attends high school and makes a point never to interact with any other living being on earth, so dealing with breaking out of her shell was a nightmare. It wasn’t even that she was a bad kid. Valentine is a dream. It was just concerning.

	Then there’s my aunt, the out of her mind crazy one who disappeared for around ten years. My life was quickly devolving into a bad soap opera, like the old ones from before paranormals had announced their existence.

	I wasn’t going to say my life was a wreck. I could eventually smooth things over and be just fine, but it was stressful. Working my own business turned out to be a hell of a lot harder than I ever thought it would be. People in town talked and would be talking long after this all blew over.

	The only thing I had that was stable was knowing my great-grandmother was fine. She was the one thing in my life that was immovable. She had raised us since we were thrown into her arms after a fire burned down our house when we were all fairly young, taking a good portion of our existing family with it.

	I might be at odds with her right now, but at least I had that.

	Putting all of that aside, getting some fresh air out there might be just the thing to take my mind off of it all. Sometimes all it took to take a little bit of the weight off of your shoulders was as simple as standing still and letting yourself sink into a cool evening night. I never got to sit and enjoy myself anymore, and even though this was forced upon me by some twist of fate, I was going to enjoy the small bit of peace.

	It was about thirty minutes later when I grew tired of smelling the roses.

	Maybe it was me, but those trees were starting to look less scenic and more like they were harboring some kind of monster in their depths. I knew I tended to see the worst things in the dark once the sun set, thanks to my urge to freak out at the slightest bump in the night, but this time it didn’t feel like I was irrational.

	I tried to ignore the feeling as I snuggled deeper into the inky cab of my car, but the woods seemed to grow bigger and louder around me. Every second the sound of crickets and rustling leaves grew until it was an overwhelming symphony in my ears.

	I closed my eyes, closing off the world around me, trying to focus just on myself.

	Crack.

	I jolted up in my seat, eyes flying open. The sound came from the top of my car, the sound of protesting metal. I tried to look around my dark windows, but whatever it was couldn’t be seen from where I sat. I could only see the desolate roads long overdue for an update that would never come.

	Absentmindedly my hand snuck to the switch to lock my doors, even though I already knew the car was locked up tight.

	The hair on the backs of my arms stood straight, the first sign of my instinct sensing something very off. No other sound came, and I was left with nothing but the ringing in my ears and the feeling deep in the pit of my stomach that something was wrong.

	I tried telling myself it must have been a fluke, something falling from the trees. I remembered this fat little squirrel used to love pummeling my sister with acorns from his perch in my great-grandmother’s bat tree when I was younger, so maybe it was something like that.

	It didn’t help with my tension in the slightest. My nerves were wound so tight I swore they would snap if even the slightest sound came from outside my car.

	Another loud crack right above my head made me shriek and jump, almost sliding right into the steering wheel. I barely had time to react before the sound came again, closer to where I sat in the car.

	Then another, and another. The sound was growing louder and louder, accompanied by the unmistakable sound of metal creaking. I felt a tremor run through me, and I had to will my trembling body to look up at where the noise was now coming from. Deep welts were beginning to pierce the metal, and each new sound was mirrored by a large indent being punched right into the thick metal of the car roof.

	It looked like claw marks, jagged and uneven. The marks of a hungry beast.

	I wasn’t screaming anymore. Instead, I sat very still trying not to draw attention to myself. I knew if it kept up the noise, whatever it was, it was going to kill me.

	I knew now this was no coincidence. Whoever stranded me out here wanted to leave me for this thing, and I was too terrified to care.

	Even though I could barely move, I tried looking around for a sign of what the creature might be, looking for anything that could help me try and figure out how to stop it. I only caught a glimpse of an impossibly pale limb, skeletal thin, as it shot above me out of sight.

	I tried to comb my mind for any scrap of information that might match what little I saw, but the little glimpse was too fast to identify anything important. It was too brief, too little. It could be any number of creatures.

	It was clear that whatever was shaking my car was no human, however, and definitely not a zombie, though its pallid color did match that of one. As each indent above me grew deeper and shook the car harder, I knew I had no time to play the identifying card.

	My potions weren’t an option. Since I couldn’t identify what it was, I had no chance of landing a blow that would harm it, but my only other option was my Witch’s Fire. I didn’t even know that I could call upon it. Every time I had tried in the past, the spell was weak, and I knew the idea was not an option.

	I couldn’t get out and try my luck fighting the thing. My mind rebelled at the idea of getting out of the safety of my car, even if it was currently turning into a mess of scraps above my head. It was a miracle the windows hadn’t blown out yet.

	As if the fates themselves were on my side, a flash of gold in the dark drew my gaze, and I was met with the shiny gold badge of the Witches-Brew Cove police.

	The cops had finally come. Or rather, the cop. A single man in civilian clothes stood at the foot of my car, and at that moment I couldn’t care less. Anything could have appeared in the dark wearing a badge, and I would be jumping for joy.

	I was so distracted by my relief at his sudden appearance that I nearly missed the dark fog of shadowy magic engulfing his body. The sounds on the hood of my car halted, and whatever it was made an angry keening cry at the growing shadow. It sounded like a child’s cry mixed with that of a screeching cat, a sound that came straight from the depths of a nightmare.

	I clutched my ears, trying to protect myself against the piercing sound, but it bounced around in my skull with dizzying force.

	The fog had just begun to clear as the man launched himself over my car hood in a single bound, thudding against the creature and revealing strong scaled animal legs. I immediately recognized that whatever my savior was had to be some kind of shifter, and I thanked the fates for granting me luck once more.

	I watched through my back window as the two slammed to the ground just behind my car, getting a glimpse at the pale skeletal creature clutched in the former police officer’s scaled grasp.

	“Please let him win,” I begged. “Please let him win.”

	From what little I could see, I knew that what was taking place behind my car was no mere brawl. It was a full-blown vicious fight accompanied by the glint of golden scales and a set of dark claws slashing. A bright red splash of blood struck my window, blurring my vision and making me flinch back as if it would come through the window right at me. The whole ordeal could have been five minutes or five hours, for all I knew. Each second I sat paralyzed in my front seat felt like an eternity.

	After endless tense minutes, there was a loud hissing sound before all movement ceased behind the car. The only thing left that I could see through the gory window was the golden back of a dragon lying motionless on the ground.

	I felt a tendril of cold fear curl low in the pit of my stomach.

	Surely he wasn’t dead. There was no way. The man was a police officer. They couldn’t die. That didn’t happen in the movies.

	There was no sign of the other creature, not even the continued sounds of it trying to pry its way into my car. If I had to guess, the golden beast had scared it away.

	I didn’t trust the quiet, even if my senses told me the creature was gone.

	I debated whether or not to leave my car and find out, trying to calculate my chances of survival once I left the safety of the cab of my car. Caution fought to win out, coming up with a thousand reasons why leaving my car was a bad idea, but worry for the beast won out.

	I wasn’t going to let the man who possibly saved my life bleed out on the sidewalk just because I was too much of a coward to try and save him.

	Moving quickly, I flung open my door and made my way slowly to the beast, taking care to make enough noise so as not to startle him. I didn’t want him to think I might be the creature coming to finish him off. My best bet was to be as loud as possible in order to avoid being diced by his claws. Once I reached the beast, all fears of startling him escaped right out the window.

	In the place of the golden form of what I assumed to be a dragon was the man I had seen before his change, his clothes bloodied and his body limp. His chest heaved in labored breaths that were visible from where I stood, clearly indicating immense pain. I dropped to my knees beside him, carefully getting closer in order to assess his wounds.

	Claw marks were littered all over his exposed skin, and there were some indications of lacerations concealed by his clothing.

	Despite his ragged state, I could see that he was incredibly handsome. It felt wrong to acknowledge that now, but it was the first thing that came to mind upon seeing him up close.

	He looked exactly like one those romantic movie versions of Vlad the Impaler, waving dark hair, thick dark brows and a face that reminded you of a stalking panther. Plus he was big, too, like he had giant’s blood somewhere in his line big. I was never big on tall guys—compared to things like being employed and not being misogynistic height came in second place—but I had to admit it was very attractive. Images of climbing him like a tree flashed in my mind, immediately batted away by my self-disgust at even thinking of something like that in a time like this.

	“Back to the present. The dragon is bleeding out, no time for fantasies,” I hissed under my breath, slapping the sides of my face to wake myself up.

	Getting back to business, I immediately looked around for the man’s car, assuming he’d brought one since he appeared before my car as a human. There was no way I wouldn’t have seen a glittering golden dragon flying toward me in the sky, dark or not. Granted, I should have seen his car coming down the road, too, but that was something for me to scold myself for not seeing later.

	Sure enough, about a hundred feet away was a sleek black BMW sitting almost invisible by the side of the road, an odd choice of car for a small-town cop. Perhaps since he was in civilian clothing he was off duty. It wasn’t the first time the Witches-Brew Cove PD was understaffed and had to call in someone off the clock.

	It was still odd, however, because I didn’t see a small-town cop having a wage large enough for a luxury car. He could be from out of town. We did get the occasional stray cop looking to settle down in a quieter place. Either way, I fished the keys out of the man’s pocket and rushed to pull the car forward.

	Logically, I knew I should call the police again and report the officer down, but my mind was only focused on getting the man to the closest healer to make sure he didn’t bleed out on the concrete. Lucky for him, I just happened to have all the tools I needed to heal him back at home. Waiting another hour for an ambulance would for sure be the death of this man, so it was only logical to choose the shorter route.

	Also, I wasn’t turning down the opportunity to drive a BMW, even if it was to rush its owner to my home before he died. I wasn’t looking this gift horse in the mouth.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	I awoke to the sound of rain. Outside the wind gusted against the house, which protested with the low creaks of wood. I stayed in bed for a long while staring out at the tempest beyond my window, allowing myself to bask in the comfort of the familiar storm.

	Rain and wind were common in Witches-Brew even before my great-grandmother, Polly Carlisle, an obscenely powerful storm witch, was born. Not as common as other portions of Washington state, but still enough for it to be rare to go without it.

	Something nagged in the back of my mind, but I couldn’t quite recall what it was trying to remind me of. My brain remained foggy, even as I forced myself to stop watching the weather outside my window and get myself dressed for the day.

	It was days like this when the air was cool and the world outside was flooded that made it difficult to do anything.

	I decided the best idea would be to warm myself with an overdose of caffeine and sleepily headed into my kitchen to brew myself a cup of coffee. It wasn’t until I looked up from my pot that I remembered what it was my brain was trying to remind me of.

	A giant dark-haired man stood blocking the doorway, staring at me with unblinking amber eyes. I barely stopped myself from shrieking and jumping fifty feet in the air, just barely catching myself as I remembered the man from the night before.

	“You scared me!” I laughed airily, hand glued to my chest as to try and calm my racing heart.

	The man, looking a lot more intimidating than the night before, watched me from less than a few feet away, half-dressed in my biggest pair of pink sweats and a huge fuzzy black robe. One might think that the man might seem a little less scary in an outfit like that, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by his attire at all. In fact, he wore the ridiculous outfit like a second skin.

	He took me in from head to toe, his gaze lazily predatory. It felt like I was being sized up by a wild animal.

	“You are the witch in the car, yes?” His voice was a low timber, an unidentifiable accent rolling off of his tongue.

	I’d like to think of all of the questions to ask, that definitely wouldn’t be my first. Maybe a Who are you? or Where am I? but not an Are you the chick I saw in the car?

	“Yes, the one you saved from whatever that creature was last night,” I said with a grateful smile, before gesturing toward my kitchen. “Why don’t you come sit down? I’ll make you something to properly thank you.”

	Nothing said thank you for almost dying for me like a nice fresh cup of coffee and some eggs.

	The dragon nodded, walking over to sit at the table, then watched as I worked quickly to pump out some breakfast.

	I knew that after all of that healing last night, he would be more than peckish. Hell, I made myself double for how much magic I’d used to save him.

	Once the food was all cleared off the table and I was working on how to begin questioning the man, he finally spoke. “It was a pixie.”

	“What?” I asked, taken aback by his sudden confession. “A pixie? What on earth would one of those be doing in the mountains in Washington? I thought they couldn’t leave Faerie.”

	The idea was baffling, and the only thing that stopped me from throwing it completely out the window was the sheer fact that he had no reason to lie to me about it. A pixie on earth was unheard of.

	It took legitimate magic to be able to cross the barriers between worlds without dying, the magic which lesser creatures rarely had. Pixies were not one of those creatures, even if they possessed nightmarish powers.

	Instead of answering my clear question, the dragon stared blankly at his empty plate, looking as if he was going to pass out right on the counter. I considered brewing him another cup of coffee but was stopped as the man seemed to snap right back into focus.

	The healing magic tended to do that to a person. It was one of the drawbacks to healing in a non-natural way.

	“What is your name, witch?” he asked after managing to snap himself back into the present.

	I felt my cheeks heat at the realization we hadn’t yet introduced ourselves, and even though I wanted to question his earlier proclamation, I figured I would allow him a moment of normalcy while he collected himself.

	“Storm, Storm Carlisle. I own the shop Pills and Potions downtown,” I said, my tone tinged in embarrassment. “And you are?”

	“Gold.” His tone was deadpan, not an ounce of humor in his voice.

	“Your name is Gold? Is it because your dragon is gold?” I laughed. “It’s definitely a unique name, don’t think I’m trying to insult you.”

	Gold raised one dark brow. “And being named Storm is completely normal?”

	I walked right into that one.

	“I suppose you have a point,” I said haughtily, turning my nose from the male. “Well, I am happy to at least know your name. It felt weird to not even know the name of the guy who saved me.”

	Gold remained silent for a long beat, as if thinking over my words. It got on my nerves just the slightest bit how easily he seemed to be evading my questions.

	I decided not to think anything of it. The way I saw it, he wouldn’t even be here answering my questions if I hadn’t brought him here after he saved me, so he didn’t owe me an answer. It did get on my nerves, though.

	I had to admit, seeing such an attractive man dressed in practically nothing in my kitchen was a sight I hadn’t known I was missing in my life. Normally I didn’t have anyone in my house for the night, let alone a man, so it almost felt like an alien experience.

	No doubt my neighbors, as few as there were out here in the sticks, would be having a heyday gossiping about the shiny BMW out front. I couldn’t wait to hear just how tall a tale the old bat next door would weave.

	“Do you know why the pixie was attacking your car?” Gold finally asked, pulling me from my reverie.

	Truthfully, I had no idea, other than the feeling it might have had something to do with me getting stuck out on the long road in the middle of the night. There was just no way it was a coincidence that the attack happened on the same night I happened to get stranded out on the road.

	Nothing ever happened in Witches-Brew, especially twice in one night.

	“Unless the pixie was a fan of my newest potion, I have no idea. I would have noticed if I sold one of my love potions to a pixie, I think,” I joked. Though if I were sure I wouldn’t, I wasn’t too sure Jessica would have.

	She’d sell root beer to an Imp and never ask for an ID.

	He made a humming sound, brows knitting in concentration.

	Of course, his frustration bothered me more than I’d like to admit. I wanted to try and help him piece this together as much as I could, but I couldn’t help feeling like I was useless in this situation.

	If he was even the person assigned to my case, of course. I didn’t know how it worked, but I would assume he would be, right? He was after all the first responder on the scene and happened to see the creature himself.

	“I forgot to ask, how are you feeling?” I hadn’t even thought to ask him after being startled by him moments before. “I spent almost an hour patching up your wounds, but I couldn’t predict how they would heal. I had never really healed anyone like yourself, so it was a new experience for me.”

	Gold’s eyes flicked down to take in his freshly healed torso, where not a single scar marred his brawny chest. “You did very well. Even with my dragon’s healing, those cuts would have taken a day. You must be fairly skilled.”

	I tried not to preen at his compliment, feeling a happy little warming in my chest. I shouldn’t care as much as I did, but some part of me wanted my work to be praised by such a strong male.

	I was as much of a feminist as the next woman, but a hot man is a hot man.

	“I would be lying if I said I wasn’t good at what I do. You should stop by my shop in town sometime when it’s open. I’ll give you a discount.” I gave him a sly wink.

	He watched me with a heated gaze, slowly nodding in confirmation, “I will remind myself to go see it. However, my first stop might not be recreational. I’m going to need to check out that potion you mentioned. The Love Potion was it?”

	Something about the way he said it made a bit of heat rise in my cheeks, feeling embarrassed at him knowing about my little failed experiment. For some reason, I didn’t want him to think I was some desperate witch concocting potions to lure in unsuspecting men.

	I could get me a man of my own at the drop of a hat, and I didn’t need any magical roofie to do it.

	“Yeah...” I sighed. “It was for Valentine’s Day. My aunt’s idea. I don’t have any leftover samples, but I would be happy to tell you all about it if it will help you with your investigation.”

	A confused look finally chased away the residual heat in his gaze. “Investigation?”

	I laughed, equally confused by his question. “Are you not going to investigate? I thought it was illegal for a cop not to report a crime, especially when he was harmed during it. You were on the clock, right?”

	Gold’s face
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