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She’s running for her life…straight into his arms. 
Sabrina is a weather witch losing control of her one and only power. She’s never been much of a threat, magically speaking, but just recently, things have changed and almost everyone in the remote town where she lives, has turned against her. The local werewolf Alpha even called the Lords on her.
When Ace goes walkabout, he decides to call in on an old friend who works for the Lords. But Rocco gives him the bum’s rush, and the Lords task him with a mission he can’t turn down. He’s to go to Canada and help a weather witch who is causing trouble for one of the wolf Packs up in the mountains.
Ace finds Sabrina being stalked by more dangerous predators than the wolves. Evil is after her. They want to steal her power and use it for their own ends. But that can’t happen. Not while Ace is on the job. And, not while Sabrina is so intriguing to not just Ace’s human side, but his inner bear, as well.
They make a run for the border but keep encountering trouble. The Lords asked Ace to bring her back to them, but the way is blocked at all turns and they have to re-think. Grizzly Cove seems like the best solution…if they can just get there.
Showdowns on the road, magic flying in all directions, and a young witch who doesn’t know what’s happening to her suddenly blossoming powers. Ace and Sabrina will face it all, while their attraction grows into something a whole lot steamier. Will they make it to the relative safety of Grizzly Cove?






  
  Dedication


I’d like to thank all those fans who have followed my  Tales of the Were from werewolves, to big cats, to bears and back again. It’s been a wild ride and it’s nowhere near done! We still have a few bad guys to vanquish before I’ll call a halt to this series, which has sprouted so many tentacles. I’m enjoying the world too much to wrap it up without making sure I’ve tied up all the loose ends and corralled all the plot bunnies. Never fear, there will be more Tales of the Were for at least another year or two.
Special thanks to Peggy McChesney, my dear friend and proofreader extraordinaire. Best of luck in your new adventures!
As with all my books, I dedicate this one to my family, who were always there for me when I needed them.
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  Prologue


“No! Get back here!” Sabrina ran down the slight hill she’d been standing on to cast her spell. How had it all gone so wrong so fast? 
She’d intended to just nudge the heavy rain that was headed in the direction of the town’s weekend carnival away toward the other side of the valley. Instead, she’d somehow spawned a whirlwind, and it was heading right for the Ferris wheel!
Sabrina ran after it, waving her arms and trying to cast a counter spell. She almost didn’t care who saw her. It was more important to stop the whirlwind, right now, than to protect her dubious anonymity. Besides, most of the residents of the tiny town tucked into the Canadian Rockies were shifters, anyway. No real reason to hide from them. They could probably sniff out her magic, regardless.
Thankfully, she’d been cautious this morning, only casting something small, because lately, her bigger magics had gone terribly awry. Thank the Goddess Sabrina had decided to start out small this morning, otherwise she could have been looking at a full-blown tornado, rather than just a small-scale dust devil. Still, the thing could do some damage if it traveled through the wrong place.
She cast like a crazy woman—probably looked it, too—as she followed the whirlwind down into the grassy meadow just outside of town, where the carnival had set up shop. Only a few early risers saw her, shaking their heads or scratching them as they watched her headlong flight after the small whirlwind she’d created. Nobody stopped to offer advice or help, but that was okay. They were shifters, not mages.
It probably would have taken a real master-level mage to suppress her whirlwind, now that it had got going. Hells bells! She was a weather witch. She should be able to control any sort of weather out there—especially something that she had whipped up herself.
But it wasn’t working that way lately. Sabrina didn’t know what was wrong. She didn’t know what to do. She just kept fumbling around, trying to fix whatever had happened to her innate magic. It had never been this difficult before.
She had grown up without any real knowledge of magic, so she’d never had any truly formal training. In college, her weather sense had awakened and she’d had to figure things out for herself, but it hadn’t been strong, and it had only been the one gift. She wasn’t a mage by any stretch of the imagination.
She’d muddled along, figuring out how her one tiny gift worked and she’d become good at steering weather. Unfortunately, it felt like suddenly, everything was different. Her abilities were spiraling out of control, just like that whirlwind she was chasing. Nothing made sense to her, anymore.
She needed help, but she had no idea where to get it. Weather witches weren’t recognized as mages by almost all of the reputable mage schools. She couldn’t just call up one of the ancient families that trained wizards and witches and ask for an appointment. Not with just a measly weather power to her name. They’d laugh at her and hang up. They weren’t interested in one-trick ponies. They only dealt with those who had real power. The full package.
Weather witches didn’t really even count as magical folk to real mages. They were tolerated because they were useful, but if one malfunctioned—like Sabrina was doing lately—there was no recourse. They’d probably tell her to just stop using what little magic she had. It would be like cutting off a limb, Sabrina knew. She’d tried it when things had first started going awry, but she just couldn’t do it. The magical build up demanded release, and things were much worse.
Better, she had decided, to let off the steam, so to speak, a little at a time. Use her talent in small increments to make the town a better place. Bring rain to the crops. Keep things like downpours away from town celebrations. That should be simple enough, right?
Apparently not.
One of the early morning observers shook his head as Sabrina passed by, chasing her whirlwind.
“Well, that does it,” he said to himself. Still shaking his head, he pulled a cell phone from his pocket. He punched in a number and waited for someone to pick up on the other end. “Rafe? Yeah, hi. It’s Tobias. Can you spare Rocky or someone like him to come up here? Our weather witch is broken and needs fixed.”
“Isn’t that more a job for a mage?” the man on the other end of the line asked.
“Nah. A bear ought to be able to handle it. Someone with more magic sense than me and my wolves, at any rate. She’s only got the one talent, and it’s not very big. From what I hear, mages want nothing to do with her kind,” Tobias explained. “She’s nice enough, and I’d like to help her. She’s done a few good turns for our town, and my Pack, in the past. If you could send someone who could straighten her out, I’d be much obliged.”
“Well, I doubt if Rocky can do it, but I’ll ask him if he’s got a friend that we can send up your way,” the man promised. “What exactly is the problem?”
“After we hang up, I’m going to send you a video file. It’ll be self-explanatory,” Tobias assured the other man.
They hung up not long after, and Tobias used his smartphone to capture some images of poor little Sabrina chasing her whirlwind, cussing at it like it was a misbehaving pet. Tobias’s head was pretty much constantly shaking as he sent the file to Rafe.
Sabrina was messed up. Tobias only hoped the Lords would be able to send someone to help her.
*

Near Sturgis, South Dakota, the three bear brothers said their farewells. Each was headed in a different direction, looking for adventure in parts unknown. It was time. Time to test their mettle and do a little solo roaming.
Ace loved his brothers, but they’d had a bit too much together time lately. Bear shifters liked to be on their own a lot more than other types of shifters. Ace knew it would be good for both him and his two younger brothers to get out there and do some things without constant sibling supervision. So, they’d decided to go their separate ways once they finished helping a friend out in Sturgis.
Ace was going to take I-90 and head up into Montana. He had some contacts up there that he intended to look up, then he’d figure out where to go from there. He’d finished with commitments and schedules and just wanted to see where the wind took him for a little while.
He had been feeling increasingly restless over the past year or so. He’d been feeling an urge to claim a territory of his own and settle down, but there was no female bear shifter on the horizon. Heck, there hadn’t been any sort of serious female in his life for a while now.
He hoped, by giving in to the urge to roam, he’d allow fate to take a hand in his life. Maybe he’d find his true mate. Maybe not. But, either way, he was looking forward to an adventure.
Ace revved his Harley and headed west. The wind buffeted him, welcoming him as he got up to highway speed. Ah. There was nothing like it. The open road, his hog under him and no timetable in sight.
It was time to answer the call of the wild…






  
  Chapter One


Ace drove his Harley up into Montana and decided to pay a visit to an old friend. Rocco Garibaldi was a well-known associate of the current Lords of all  werefolk in North America. He was also a bear shifter who had been working for the Lords for many, many years, and he was a personable fellow who made friends easily as he liaised between the various bear Clans and the Lords.
Ace looked him up, and though he was friendly enough, Rocky passed Ace on to the Lords before he really knew what was happening. Rocky introduced them and then left Ace on the Lords’ doorstep, relying on their hospitality.
It was an odd situation, but Rafe and Tim, the twin Lords, turned out to be nice guys who welcomed Ace readily. In fact, they invited him to dinner. Rafe and their mate, Allie, were inside the house while Tim and Ace sat on the veranda, out of the way of dinner preparations, talking.
“What do you know about weather witches?” Tim asked Ace.
“Aren’t they considered a minor power among magic users?” Ace replied.
Tim nodded. “Most of them only have that one talent, and it’s usually not enough to get the real mages interested in them. They’re left to their own devices, for the most part. Occasionally, one will team up with a younger person to teach the craft, but that’s about as formal an education in magic as any of them get. Mostly, they’re self-taught. It’s an earth-based magic somewhat akin to our own.”
Ace hadn’t realized that, but it made sense. “So, why the interest in weather workers?”
“We got a call from a small town in the Canadian Rockies that’s having a little problem with their local weather witch. The town hosts a werewolf Pack and a few other assorted shifters. A lynx family and some others, but nobody with enough magic of their own to try to help their weather witch,” Tim explained. “They asked us to send them a bear, if we could get anyone to go up there.”
“You think a bear shifter will be able to help the witch?” Ace wasn’t so sure. While it was true that most bear shifters had way more innate magic than other shifter species, just being a bear shifter didn’t guarantee an aptitude for human magic.
Tim shrugged. “At the very least, you could sniff out exactly what’s going on up there and report back. The most the local wolf Alpha would tell me was that she was messed up.” Tim pulled out his smartphone and began tapping the screen. “He sent a short video, and it’s actually kind of funny.”
Tim brought up the video and turned the phone toward Ace. What he saw almost made him laugh out loud. A woman was running after something, then the angle widened to show a small dust devil whirling in front of her as she ran after it like a runaway dog. She was shouting at it to “get back here” and to “stop” just like he’d heard people yell at their pets who wouldn’t cooperate. He couldn’t help the smile on his face.
When he looked up as the video ended, he met Tim’s gaze. He was grinning too. Both men shook their heads.
“She’s definitely got spirit,” Tim observed, turning his phone back to look at the image frozen on the screen.
“I’ll go,” Ace heard himself saying. He hadn’t even realized he was going to agree to the mission, but there was something about the woman on the little screen that had captured his attention—and that of his inner bear.
Tim’s grin grew wider. “I thought you might,” he said with a hint of satisfaction.
“Do me a favor,” Ace said, once again speaking before he knew what he was going to say. “Send me that video file.”
Tim shook his head and chuckled, tapping the screen of his phone a few times. “Sent,” he said a moment later. “Just go up and see what’s what, then report back if it’s anything you can’t handle yourself. Frankly, I think she just needs someone to help her figure out her powers. According to the Alpha up there, she’s gotten stronger in recent months, and that’s probably throwing her off. A few days of observation and maybe a few pointers from you, and she should be good as new.”
Personally, Ace didn’t think it was going to be that easy, but he held his tongue, finally stopping himself from speaking every word that came to mind. What was it about these Lords of all were that made him blurt out his thoughts without realizing what he was about to say? Or, maybe, it was seeing the woman on the screen that had momentarily robbed him of caution. He wasn’t sure, but he did know there was something about her. Something compelling that made his inner bear sit up and demand that he ride to her rescue.
“Looks like I’m working for you, for the time being,” Ace said on a rueful sigh.
“There are worse things, I’m sure,” Tim joked. “Don’t think of this as work. Think of it as an adventure.”
“That’s what our recruiter said when my brothers and I joined the military,” Ace replied. “If you hear news reports about a bear being swept up in a tornado, you’ll know what happened.” Both of them chuckled as they watched the sun set through the tall pines. “Sure is pretty up here, Tim. Thanks for making me welcome.”
“Any friend of Rocky’s,” Tim replied. “Besides, you bear shifters have been stirring things up in the world lately. We welcome a chance to make friends and allies among your species.”
“You mean the guys who founded Grizzly Cove?” Ace asked. As far as he knew, those dudes were the ones shaking things up. It wasn’t normal for so many bear shifters to gather in one town, but somehow, they were making it work.
“You know any of them?” Tim asked, sounding intensely curious.
Ace shrugged. “Yeah, I’ve crossed paths with a few of the founders, and I have a close friend living there now with his new mate. I thought maybe, if my travels took me in that direction, I might check the place out. My buddy invited me and my brothers to visit.”
“Well, when you’re done in Canada, maybe you can swing by Grizzly Cove and help them out. From what we hear, they’ve got a tiger by the tail over there, but they claim to have things under control.” Tim shrugged. “I know they’ve already sought specialist help, but we’re all waiting for the guys they need to be free to go up there and try their luck.”
“Against the leviathan, you mean?” Ace asked. His friend, Ezra Tate, had told him and his brothers about the problems Grizzly Cove was having with evil in the ocean.
Tim’s gaze narrowed. “I know the guys they’re waiting for—the sons of Admiral Morrow. They’re Navy SEALs with elemental power over water. But I also know the Morrow boys are deep undercover in far off lands, right now. I just hope your friends in the cove can hang tight until the Morrow brothers are free to help.”
“I have every confidence in that group. They were hell on wheels in the service, and they’ve stuck together ever since. They’re more like a family of bears than a group of loners, and they work really well together,” Ace told Tim. “I mean, look what they’ve accomplished since retiring from the military. Not every shifter group could manage to create an entire town from scratch in just a few short years. And they’re finding mates and settling down. That was their plan, and they’re actually executing it, which is kind of remarkable.”
“I know their military reputation,” Tim said. “If any group of shifters can hold it together, it’s them, but none of us have ever dealt with something like the leviathan before.”
“They’ve done remarkably well in holding the thing at bay,” Ace allowed. “I heard they’d managed to protect the entire coastline.”
“One of the new mates you mentioned is a powerful witch. And they got some other help from a new kind of shifter. Or, perhaps I should say a really old kind of shifter.” Tim’s smile was wry.
“What kind? Or should I not ask?” Ace probed. Tim and his brother were the Lords of this generation. They had any number of secrets Ace didn’t need to know. He’d follow Tim’s lead as to whether or not to reveal what he knew.
“You’re going to hear about it sooner or later.” Tim sighed. “Apparently, there’s a dragon out there in the world.”
“A dragon? No way,” Ace replied, shocked.
“Way,” Tim replied. “He’s Romanian, apparently. We haven’t met him, yet, but it’s something we’d like to do as soon as can be arranged. We hear he’s found family among the bears in Grizzly Cove, so he might settle there.”
“Bears related to dragons?” Ace mused. “And Romanian?” He thought for a moment. “I know there’s a big-assed Russian bear there named Peter. Is he the relation?”
Tim nodded. “That’s what we’ve heard.”
Ace was impressed. “Pete’s not any more magical than the rest of us, but he’s one big mofo. I guess I could see the relationship, but it would’ve had to be far back in the family line for him to be so much a bear and not have anything Other about him. I’ve met him a few times, and he’s always felt one hundred percent bear to me.”
“Yeah, they think maybe his great-grandfather—or maybe even further back than that—might’ve been a dragon shifter.”
“Man.” Ace shook his head. “I thought they were just a myth. Didn’t actually realize dragon shifters were a real thing.”
“We have records from millennia ago that show they were around at one point, but there were never that many of them, and we believe they were specifically targeted in the past centuries by the Venifucus and hunted to extinction. They were serious opponents to Elspeth and played a pivotal role in her banishment.”
“So, if the Venifucus are planning ahead to bring back their leader, Elspeth, from the farthest realm to which she was banished, they would naturally try to get rid of her greatest enemies beforehand,” Ace said, thinking it through. “Makes a horrible kind of sense.”
“Yeah,” Tim agreed. “But they seem to have missed one, at least. We’re very eager to talk to him, but he isn’t in Grizzly Cove at the moment. He was called away by something, Peter said, but he promised he’d be back as soon as he followed whatever trail he was on to its end.”
“What’s he searching for?” Ace couldn’t help but ask.
“Others like himself,” Tim answered with a bit of pity in his tone. “The poor bastard. He was raised in a Romanian orphanage at a time when such places were like horror chambers. He didn’t know what he really was until he started shifting.”
“Damn.” Ace thought about the rude awakening that guy must’ve had when he turned into a freaking dragon for the first time.
Their conversation was interrupted when Rafe came out of the house, joining them on the veranda. He had brought fresh bottles of beer with him and handed them around to his twin and their guest. Ace took the frosty bottle, thanking the Lords with a nod.
“So, you’re all set,” Rafe announced. “I called the Alpha up there, and they’ll be expecting you.”
“But how did you know I’d agreed? You got this place bugged?” Ace half-teased.
“Dude.” Rafe shot him a look, shaking his head. “We’re the Lords.”
Tim guffawed. “Don’t let him fool you, Ace. My twin is a shameless eavesdropper.”
Ace didn’t know what he’d expected when first meeting the all-powerful Lords of North America, but these two had set him at ease. They were just regular guys—if you didn’t mind hanging out with clones. Essentially, that’s what identical twins were, right? Ace had mastered enough knowledge of genetics in college to remember that much, at least.
But where Tim was more serious, Rafe was much more the jokester. Still, they made a good team, and their people clearly loved and respected them. Rocky spoke highly of them both, and he’d been with them for decades.
Rocco Garibaldi was sort of a hero to most bear shifters. He was the go-to guy for the North American Lords, which gave him a special status even among his own kind. He’d been hiding out up here in Montana ever since his mating, and even now, he’d basically just provided the introduction to Tim and Rafe, then left. Something was up there, but it wasn’t Ace’s place to pry. Still, he wondered if everything was okay with Rocky.
“Something troubling you?” Tim asked quietly. Ace must’ve let some of what he was thinking show on his face, though he hadn’t meant to. Or, maybe, the Lords were just that sensitive to other shifters.
Ace didn’t want to stick his muzzle in, but he really was concerned. “Is everything okay with Rocky? He seemed a bit…uh…preoccupied, and he hasn’t really been in touch with anyone outside of your immediate circle in a long time. Bears all around the country look up to him, and since he’s gone silent, there has been some concern expressed. In fact, once my brothers knew I was heading in this direction, they asked me specifically to check in on him, but he’s not the same approachable bear I once knew.”
“He’s got a family to protect, now,” Rafe said before Tim shot his twin a quelling look.
“Look, Ace,” Tim said in a more serious tone. “There are reasons for his change in behavior, and I can promise you, they’re nothing bad. He does have a mate and children to consider, now,” Tim elaborated but didn’t go into detail. “More than that, I can’t say, but know that we’re looking out for him and his family, and he’s doing the same.”
Ace wasn’t entirely placated, but he’d basically been told to mind his own business in a very polite way. One did not argue with the Lords. They hadn’t gotten their position through popular election. No, they’d been marked from birth by the Mother of All. Their position of power was a quasi-religious thing that all shifters respected.
The shifter birth rate was naturally low. Twins were extremely rare. Identical twins were limited to one set per generation, per region of the world. A very small number of sets of identical twins that were marked out, by their very existence, as special. Chosen of the Goddess to lead the next generation of shifters in their region of the world.
The species varied. Tim and Rafe were werewolves, but the Goddess only knew what form the next set of twins would take. The Goddess…and the parents who were raising the twins. A suspicious thought began to form in Ace’s mind about Rocky’s withdrawal from the public eye, but he didn’t ask. For everyone’s safety, it was better to just let some secrets lie until they were ready to be revealed.
“I can respect that,” Ace told Tim quietly. “Just… Tell him he’s got a lot of people out there who would be glad to help him, if he ever needs it. He’s well liked among bears, and though we’re not as big on togetherness as you wolves, we do care deeply for one another.”
Tim nodded. “He knows, but I’ll mention your concern. I’m sure he’ll be touched by it.”
The moment stretched until Rafe moved closer. “After you deal with the woman up north, why not come through here again on your way back into the States?” he suggested. “We can always use more friends among widespread communities, like bear shifters, and you seem fun. We can have a barbeque and make fun of cats.”
“Is that a werewolf’s idea of a good time?” Ace just shook his head, even as he had to chuckle at Rafe’s bizarre sense of humor. “Some of the big cat shifters I know would claw your face off just for looking at them funny.”
“Yeah, I know a few like that, too. Can’t take a joke for the life of ‘em,” Rafe complained with a mocking scowl. “But they do say bears know how to throw a party. Sadly, we’ve never been invited to a bear party.” Rafe gave a mock forlorn look, and Tim just shook his head.
“Dinner’s ready.” A feminine voice came from the open door into the house.
It was Allie, the priestess and mate to the Lords. It was an unusual arrangement, but none of the normal rules applied when it came to the Lords in each generation. They were Goddess-touched, and their mate was always a priestess of the Lady. Ace didn’t pretend to understand it, but like most things related to the Goddess, he accepted with no judgment. She worked in mysterious ways, and it was always better, he thought, to not mess with a deity who had such power in this realm. Better to live life unnoticed and happy than have some grand destiny and a ton of struggle and strife.
He wasn’t sure he’d get away with it, but while it lasted, the peaceful life was nice. Of course, now that he’d met the Lords and was even agreeing to do a job for them, he wasn’t sure he was keeping a low enough profile, anymore. Then again, nothing ventured, nothing gained was another motto he had learned to value in recent years.
It was that last philosophy that had led to him and his brothers taking off for parts unknown—separately. Their lives were full but had become way too predictable of late. Bears needed a bit of excitement from time to time or they got fat and lazy. The brothers’ occasional solo explorations of the country were supposed to help them each inject a bit of excitement into their lives. So far, Ace had to believe it was working. At least, for him.
Only a few days apart, and already he had met the leaders of their kind on this continent and been given a mission in a new part of the world for him. He’d never been up into the part of Canada where they were sending him. It ought to be nice, if nothing else, to see the mountains up that way.
Ace followed Tim and Rafe into the house and then enjoyed a hearty meal with the priestess, Allie, and the twin Lords. They were nice people, and Ace thought maybe he was well on the way to making them friends. If a plain old garden-variety bear shifter could be friends with such powerful beings. He wasn’t Rocco, after all. He was just the eldest of three brothers who all made their livings as mechanics nowadays.
Still, the trio made him feel very welcome, so the possibility of friendship—or at least a cordial acquaintance—was very real. Ace felt good about his adventure already. Meeting new people and expanding one’s horizons was a big part of why the brothers had decided to go their separate ways for a while.
The next morning, when Ace was ready to take off for Canada, the Lords saw him off with words of advice, supplies for the trip, and their best wishes. The ride was refreshing, the temperatures dropping as he went farther north. His inner bear appreciated the colder air. He loved spring and autumn best, and that’s what it felt like as they crossed the border into Canada—a crisp day that appealed to both sides of his nature.
He slept in the wild that night, shifting into his bear form after hiding his bike in a thicket at the side of a mountain road. There was nobody around for miles, and he was able to bed down in his fur, near his bike and belongings. Yeah, this was the life.
He did that for the next two days, making his way slowly up into the mountains on twisty roads that challenged his riding skills. It was incredibly invigorating. Then, on the third day, the weather went crazy.






  
  Chapter Two


Sabrina didn’t know what was going wrong, but something was definitely wacky with the storm she was trying to control. First, the winds picked up, instead of dying down the way she’d intended. A chill had come blasting through, freezing some of the rain so that the raindrops became ice pellets that really hurt when they hit bare skin. Then, the snow started to fall. Just on one side of Main Street. 
Sabrina rushed outside to try to stop what she’d unwittingly set in motion, but the frozen rain hit her in the face, nearly blinding her. She kept walking, and three steps later, she was on the curb in pure rain. She blinked a few times. It was snowing in the middle of the street, and hail was hitting on the opposite sidewalk. Yeah, no way this was natural.
It was her latest screw up. Damn. She’d meant to coax the clouds away from town. Instead, she’d whipped up a hell of a winter storm. Only, it wasn’t winter. And this storm was in no way normal.
She heard the rumble of an engine before she caught sight of a motorcycle coming cautiously down Main Street. Whoever that was, he should know better than to ride a motorcycle in a storm like this. Only…the storm had come up so suddenly—thanks to her—that he probably hadn’t had a chance to find shelter.
Nice. Her guilt escalated. She’d caused this poor biker possible hypothermia and dangerous driving conditions.
Scratch that. Not just dangerous conditions, but an actual accident. Even as she watched, he skidded on a patch of black ice, and his wheels went out from under him. It felt like it all happened in slow motion as he slid, the heavy bike on its side, the big man trapped with one leg beneath it. They were moving fast, thanks to the road paved with ice. At least he wouldn’t get friction burns. At least, she didn’t think he would.
She put out her hands, hoping to slow him, and from out of nowhere, a chilly wind came to her aid. He was on a trajectory heading directly for her, but the wind helped stop the slide, and he came to a halt just a few feet from where she stood on the curb, her hands outstretched.
The moment he stopped, she went to him.
“Are you all right?” she asked, kneeling to get a better look at the man. He was wearing leather, which hopefully had protected him from the slide.
“I’m—” He looked up, and their eyes met…and held. Time stood still. Even the winds died down.
He reached out one hand to her, and she took his big hand in hers, and a jolt of magic shot through her, feeling…delicious. Why that word sprang to mind, she didn’t know, but if this man’s magic had a flavor, it was something she found almost irresistible. Like her late father’s famous Irish coffee. Rich and powerful, with a kick of something forbidden.
The magic felt somehow familiar, as well. He was a shifter, of that she had no doubt, but he was much more magical than the wolves in this town. He was something else altogether.
His magic calmed hers, and before she knew what was happening, the storm died, and the clouds began to disperse. Snow and rain stopped altogether, and even the ice began to melt as the cold winds ceased to freeze everything in sight.
When the first rays of the sun hit their hands, she became aware of where they were and that she was still holding a stranger’s hand. “Um…” She retrieved her hand and stood, reaching for the handlebars of the bike. She wasn’t sure she could lift it, but she wanted to help the man. She had to help the man.
He was going to be important to her future. She didn’t know how or why, but he was. For good or ill, she didn’t know either, but she had to help him. She’d caused his accident. The least she could do was attend his recovery from it.
She tugged up on the handlebars while he pushed from below. Honestly, he did most of the work, but she guided the big bike off him and rolled it into a parked position. She knew how to lower the kickstand because the Harley was a lot like her father’s old Indian. At least in some respects.
He remained on the ground, watching her, and she began to feel self-conscious. “You know bikes?” he asked, his voice a rumble that she hadn’t quite expected.
Still, he was a big man. Big voice for a big man. It fit.
“My father had an Indian,” she told him. “He taught me to ride when I was a teenager. I still keep my license current, though I don’t have either a car or a bike, right now.” Why was she telling him her life story? What was it about this guy that invited her to share information? “Are you okay? Did you hurt your leg when you skid?”
Before answering, he straightened both of his legs out in front of him and seemed to do a quick inspection of his leathers. The chaps he wore had protected his jeans and were only a little scuffed. The ice had limited the friction, as she’d hoped.
Of course, he wouldn’t have skidded in the first place if she hadn’t lost control and allowed ice to form. This was all her fault, and she felt terrible about it, but at least he didn’t seem too damaged.
“I seem to be intact,” he told her. “No harm done.”
“You better stand up before you make a statement like that,” she told him, offering a hand.
He hesitated only a moment before taking her hand, and a little sizzle of magical energy worked its way up from her fingertips to sizzle and snap its way through her whole body. Yowza. The man packed a punch, magically speaking.
She leaned back as he stood, allowing her to help a bit. He favored the leg that had been trapped under the bike for a moment, then tentatively put weight on it. He then walked a few steps, hopping up the curb and onto the sidewalk, shaking his legs out and walking off whatever pain he might be experiencing. She cringed, watching him, hoping he was going to be all right.
Ace felt the impact of the woman all the way down to his toes. She was the weather witch he’d come to see. Her magic felt like wind and rain, ice and snow, but mostly like air currents buffeting him gently in her presence. That moment when she’d first touched his hand had marked him, and he knew, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that his life would never be the same, again.
Whether that was going to be a good thing or turn out to be a bad one, he wasn’t sure, but he did know something momentous had happened. He knew damned well that her loss of control had caused the freak storm and the ice he hadn’t been able to see on the black pavement. Her guilt couldn’t have been clearer. Nor could the way she agonized over what she had caused.
Poor baby. He was fine. Or, he would be, given a chance to heal. No harm done. He didn’t want her to feel bad. He never wanted her to feel bad.
And, what the actual fuck was he thinking? Those kind of thoughts weren’t something he was used to having. Had he cracked his head during the slide? No. He thought he probably would’ve remembered that. Still, he ran his hands through his hair, looking for bumps as he walked off the leg pain.
Finding no evidence of head trauma, he turned around to find the witch watching him warily. She looked so afraid that he might be hurt, he had to—just had to—put her at ease. It was like a compulsion.
“I’m fine. Seriously. Just a little sore.”
“I’m so sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean—”
“This is the absolute last straw.” A new voice came from behind Ace’s back, and he spun to confront the threat. “I’ve warned you before, Sabrina. We can’t have stuff like this happening in our town. You need to get your shit together, or you need to go.” The man looked at Ace, giving him an appraising glance. “You okay, mister?”
“I’m fine, Alpha.” Ace figured it was better to be clear on who he was and what he knew from the get go. This was the Alpha wolf of this town. Ace would stake his bike on it. Or, whatever was left of his bike after that skid.
The other man looked more closely. “You the bear?” he asked in a quiet voice. Ace nodded. “Well, I hope you can do something with her. She’s causing havoc all over the place, as you can see.”
“The Lords sent me up here to assess the situation. I’ll report back to them, and we’ll take it from there. Right now, I just want to get the lay of the land around here. I’ve never been up this far in the Rockies before,” Ace admitted.
“You called the Lords on me?” Sabrina’s voice held both betrayal and anger.
Her face was pale when Ace turned to look at her, putting himself sideways between her and the wolf Alpha. He wouldn’t turn his back on a predator, even if the wolf wasn’t much of a threat to a full-grown grizzly shifter. It was also a sign of disrespect, which could set the wolf Alpha off, if he was the sensitive type.
“I told you I was out of patience, Sabrina,” the other man reminded her in a scolding tone. “Something has to be done to get your magic under control. If this guy can help, so much the better, but if he can’t, then you’re going to have to find another place to live. You’re drawing too much attention to our little town. We’re trying to live a
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