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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, home to sexy men, strong women, and neighbors who bite. Discover supernatural mystery, thrills, and romance in a place where everyone has a deep, dark, and often deadly secret. This is only but one…

      It takes the fallen to save the damned.

      Harper Sinclair doesn’t own any books. If she can avoid it, she doesn’t read or write at all. Words are dangerous. Beyond the cover of a book, words rearrange themselves for Harper, becoming messages from beyond. Brutal messages. Terrible messages. When she writes, awful things flow from her fingers. She’s a spiritual writer haunted by demons.

      Lucas Fox is one of the fallen, an angel whose murderous past keeps him from Heaven, and whose protective, chivalrous nature keeps him from Hell. He lives between worlds, content to enjoy his vices while doing just enough to keep him out of the underworld.

      But when Harper is forced to sign a contract for a house she buys in Havenwood Falls, the words that appear aren’t her name. Instead, she pens a dire message threatening a fallen angel whose old alliance with a ruler of Hell has made him the target of a powerful demon lord. A warning that draws Lucas Fox to Havenwood Falls to settle old scores and puts Harper Sinclair directly in the line of danger.
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        For those who know the power behind words.

      

        

      
        Words are mighty warriors that can shake mountains even when whispered.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        By that sin fell the angels.

        —William Shakespeare
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      Danger rises in the darkness. Shadows weave in and out of nothingness, the Infernum a screaming mess of imagined pain, for the fear of pain is often much worse than the actual hurt.

      Distorted, faceless creatures march through an empty space filled with evil intentions. Trapped, they beg for mercy.

      In the midst of chaos, a man’s face appears, as beguiling as it is dreadful. Hair the color of midnight, dark eyes touched with crimson, and a hard face lined with smoke and madness stares into emptiness.

      The Infernum swallows its prisoners whole.

      But not for long. Not for one of them.

      “The time has come.” Lips curl in a sickening smile, a forked tongue darting out to taste the air.
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      My aunt once told me that anything I ever needed to know about life I could find in a Van Morrison song. Apparently, she’d experienced all of her firsts to his music: first date, first kiss, and her first time losing her virginity. I say first because my aunt is continually losing her virginity. Something about taking it back and starting over every time she feels let down by an experience. At forty-eight years old and after a recent less-than-satisfying encounter, Eloise Sinclair is now a virgin again.

      Hanging turquoise beads click click together as Eloise exits the back of her new age shop Into the Mystic, cradling a steaming mug, the contents smelling suspiciously of mugwort and bourbon. The mugwort is for enhancing her psychic abilities. The bourbon is for her nerves.

      A long-sleeved purple tunic swings against polka-dotted leggings as she approaches me, wisps of auburn hair falling into perceptive brown eyes. “The Pen Is Mightier Than the Sword.”

      She raises her mug at me. The Van Morrison song title is all it takes. I’ve heard way too much of my aunt’s music playlist. She’s relating my life to the song.

      “Do your clients enjoy translating Morrisonese, or is this just for my benefit?” I grimace at the song choice. “Wrong one for me.”

      “You assume.”

      “If this is about the meeting I have at the plaza this afternoon⁠—”

      “It’s about your fate,” Eloise cuts me off cryptically.

      My family makes deals with destiny, usually other people’s. It pays the rent and the utility bills. The mugwort and the bourbon, too. For prices ranging anywhere from one hundred to three hundred dollars an hour—all depending on the type of reading—my aunt Eloise can discern a client’s future, past, or present.

      She is psychic. I am, too. Only, my abilities come with a curse. A rather inconvenient one.

      Eloise studies me over the rim of her mug, her gaze raking over my loose brown hair and makeup-less green eyes before dropping to my solid navy sweatshirt and skinny jeans. “You couldn’t have tried a little harder for such a momentous occasion?”

      I glance down at myself. “For picking up a set of keys?”

      “Hmm.”

      My gaze roams over the shop, careful not to linger on anything too long. This shop and the basement apartment downstairs are home. For the last twenty-three years, it has been everything. The purple walls, the brightly painted bookshelves stocked with new age books, the scarf-covered tables littered with candles, the glass cases full of jewelry and crystals, the mauve and gold chaise lounge, the stuffed blue-checked chairs, the herbal tea counter, and the beaded curtains leading to the basement stairs and the back of the shop all wail at me. Memories have a way of making inanimate objects speak.

      Or maybe I am just super emotional.

      “Did you ‘hmm’ at me?” I ask, following Aunt Eloise to the front door.

      She flips over the open sign, arches a brow, and hmms again.

      Outside, the morning sun sweeps like spilled pastel paints down Eleventh Street, the rays turning the light dusting of snow on the shop rooftops on the other side of the square into glitter. The sun brings the stores—Backwoods Sport & Ski, Howe’s Herbal Shoppe, and Tragic Ink—to life. Like a necromancer raising the dead. Darkness touched by light.

      I have a lot of experience with darkness, with beasts, and with life. That’s what happens when your psychic abilities are tied to evil.

      Eloise calls what she does spiritually guiding people’s lives.

      I sentence them to damnation.

      Spiritual writing, my aunt calls it. Communication from the dead translated through written words. It all sounds so harmless.

      I was barely old enough to write when I scribed my first message. Wide-eyed and excited, I handed the note to a man in town, the words u will die and deemuns will feest on ur sol scrawled in crayon. As if this was a completely normal thing for a gap-toothed five-year-old girl to do. As if I was delivering a winning lottery ticket rather than a death sentence.

      Turns out, people don’t like knowing when they’re going to die. They like even less knowing their souls are indulgent treats for demons.

      The man cried. I didn’t come out of my room for two days.

      Worse yet, he was a mortal, and he died.

      That night, the Court of the Sun and the Moon came for me, everyone solemn-faced and full of regret. A world of secrets was revealed—secrets about the town I lived in and the people I loved. Havenwood Falls, Colorado, is a sanctuary for people and creatures with supernatural abilities. It’s also home to mortals. Oh, and ironically, demons, but not the kind of demons that like me. Not the soul-sucking terrible horrible creatures that I seem to channel.

      The rules of our town are simple: protect the secret and don’t kill the mortals.

      At five years old, I was off to a bad start.

      My aunt pats me on the cheek, breaking me out of my thoughts, her hand warm from the mug. “Hmm.”

      Nothing good ever comes from Eloise’s hmms.

      Snatching her mug, I gulp down the mugwort and bourbon. For the nerves, not the mental enhancement.

      “It’s a house,” I say. Not just any house. My house. My first house. A place all my own, completely book- and writing-free. That’s a lot more difficult than it sounds.

      Words are everywhere. On television, clothes, signs, groceries, phones . . . the list goes on forever. I’ve trained myself to look at things without actually looking at them. If it’s possible to avoid my “gift,” then I do it.

      The bell at the front of the store dings.

      “You’re not going to want the chamomile or candles,” Eloise says from behind one of the displays. She doesn’t have to see the customer to know why she’s come. “It’s oolong tea and a charged black tourmaline crystal for you. Trust me. You have all kinds of negative energy attached to you, and it is not good for your health.”

      At least her gift doesn’t kill people.

      I’m still stuck on Eloise’s hmms.

      The hmms chase me through the rest of the morning and through the streets of Havenwood Falls. It’s too early for my meeting at the plaza when I leave my aunt’s shop, so I am in no hurry when I hit Main Street on foot, my hands tucked deep within my coat pockets. I have a bad habit of facing my weaknesses while also avoiding them. This is why I find myself standing in front of Shelf Indulgence, a bookstore on Main Street, the smell of coffee wafting from Coffee Haven next door.

      My eyes drift over the large showcase window so quickly that everything inside is merely a blur, before my gaze falls to my feet, puffs of air the only thing between me and the ground. Shelf Indulgence is my own personal hell. A place full of everything I wish I could touch and see. A place full of everything I wish I could be. The owner, a witch named Sedona Mathews, always decorates the showcase window with wildly creative displays. I’m both tempted and afraid to look at it. I am blind without being blind, my mind used to counting steps and knowing exactly where everything is, so that I can avoid anything new and potentially dangerous. My mind hates change, but my heart craves it.

      “Harper?” a familiar female voice calls.

      A pair of small brown boots settle next to mine on the sidewalk, and I let my gaze slide up them, over Thanksgiving-themed leggings and a long burgundy tunic to a pale face surrounded by silvery blond hair. Her skin positively glows. Concerned turquoise eyes stare at me. Willow Fairchild, the owner of Coffee Haven, and as of a few months ago, a new mother. Motherhood agrees with her.

      She smiles. “It’s been a few days since I saw you down this way. Do you have any new photographs for me? Your last set was popular with the customers.”

      I try to talk and can’t, my words caught somewhere between the emotions building within me and the desire to walk inside Coffee Haven to see the new artwork Willow has displayed.

      Silence stretches between us.

      Reaching out, Willow squeezes my shoulder gently. “You let me know when you do, okay?” Profound understanding colors her eyes a deeper shade of turquoise, and I know she senses my unease and troubled thoughts. Willow, like many of the town’s residents, is a supernatural, an empathetic fae with the power to sense emotions.

      Throwing me a final smile, she enters Coffee Haven. A blast of warm air and the smell of blueberry scones hits me. I inhale, sucking in the scent and the warm feeling that comes with it.

      Cars and pedestrians meander slowly around my spot on the sidewalk, and I turn away from the bookstore and coffee shop, my gaze settling on the town square across the street and a sparkling fountain in the distance. A work truck is parked near the curb, and a man leans against it, a cup of coffee cradled in his hands. Like with most of the locals, I’ve seen him before, but I don’t know him. I’m not a social person, even though I think I could be if things were different.

      This man is broad, a beard protecting his face from the cold, and he sips the coffee, watching me. When my eyes catch his, he pauses, dips his head, and lifts his cup. There are secrets lurking in his gaze, and even though it’s unnerving to find him observing me, I don’t feel threatened. I have a strange feeling he’s studying me for the same reason I study him back. Secrets. There are secrets everywhere in this town.

      Today, however, secrets are the least of my concerns. Today, I’m making Harper history. Giddy excitement fills me, the emotions overwhelming everything else, and I slip down the street. Away from the stranger. Away from Shelf Indulgence and my wishes. Away from Willow Fairchild and her empathetic understanding.

      Away from everything I know and toward something new.
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      The minute I walk into the Turner Real Estate office, I know I’m in trouble.

      There isn’t much to the small space. Part of Miller’s Plaza on the west side of town and right off of the street, it is basically a king-sized cubicle. A large desk rests against the back wall with two burgundy-cushioned chairs positioned before it and bookshelves flanking it. An area rug is thrown over old wooden floors, and a small hallway off to the side leads to whatever is kept in the back.

      It’s not the office that bothers me. It’s the stack of papers fanned out across the desk.

      I let my gaze slide quickly over the pages before dropping it to the floor.

      Jeanine Turner, a tall, slender, raven-haired woman, greets me at the door, her smile a little too perky, her eyes way too sharp.

      “Today is your day, Harper Sinclair!” She high-fives the air. “I just have one place we missed in the paperwork the other day that I need you to sign. Nothing serious. It’s mainly for my own personal records.”

      My mouth turns to sawdust. “My aunt takes care of my paperwork.”

      Jeanine waves away my words. “It’s one signature. We got the legal stuff in closing. This is for my records. I don’t know if the pages stuck together or if Eloise overlooked it. You can sign your name, can’t you?”

      Her condescending tone stiffens my spine. I’m not illiterate, and she knows it. What she doesn’t know is what’s actually wrong with me. Because Jeanine is mortal, I’m not at liberty to discuss my demon-possessed writing skills.

      Jeanine slides behind her desk, steeples her fingers, and says, “We can wait on your aunt, but I leave for vacation in,” she checks a clock on the wall, “ten minutes.”

      I don’t check the time. Even though my abilities don’t seem to include a problem with numbers, I only look at them when absolutely necessary, and usually only long enough to keep track of the day.

      As for Jeanine, she’s lying. I can smell it on her, and I’m not even a shifter. Technically, I am just as human as she is. Just with extrasensory abilities.

      This is what I get for using a mortal agency. The Court has ways of working around my issues, which is why I’m still in Havenwood Falls. I can’t risk leaving.

      I start to sit in one of the cushy chairs, and then decide against it. “I need this done now.”

      I want this done now.

      “Then I suggest you sign on the dotted line. I’d hate to hold the keys on a technicality.”

      I make my living as a nature photographer. Vintage cameras. Old film. Hours spent inside a darkroom. Days spent hiking in the mountains. Jeanine reminds me of a buzzard, a scavenger reeking of decay. I’m the roadkill.

      For business and financial matters, I gave power of attorney to my aunt, but I’m legally able to sign if necessary.

      I don’t want to wait a week to move into my home, and because I’m terrible with confrontation, I don’t call her bluff on the vacation. Honestly, I don’t want to call her bluff. I want this home in every sense of the word. I want it to be mine. Something with my actual signature on it. Not my aunt’s or someone’s from the Court. Mine.

      Sitting, I lock gazes with Jeanine. “I need a pen.”

      The ballpoint she hands me feels foreign and heavy in my fingers.

      Jeanine slides a sheet of paper in front of me, the signature line clearly marked by a red sticky flag. Words dance, and I try not to look at them, my gaze focused on the tab. It’s the color of blood.

      I set the pen against the paper.

      The world falls apart.

      Dark energy rushes me, overwhelmingly tragic, the power turning my fingers into monsters. Words whisper through my head. Dreadful words. Death. Blood. Mine. I am a prisoner to the pain and the agony. The demons howl, each of them begging me to channel them.

      If I could fall to my knees and beg them to stop, I would. A tear slips down my cheek, and I fight, sweat beading up along my brow as I try to drop the pen. Not fighting feels like giving up.

      “Please,” I whimper.

      “Write it!” One voice is more persistent than the rest. My hand spasms, the world going black. The way it always does.

      Jeanine Turner screams.

      When I come to, my hand remains poised over the paper, the ballpoint pen having left a line of frantically scrawled words. You will have a place in Hell, Lucas Fox. Cast and chained in the Infernum of darkness. Death to the messenger. Death to those who give her sanctuary.

      I inhale . . . or try to.

      An invisible vise grips me by the neck, cutting off my oxygen supply, and I claw at my skin desperately. It makes no difference. I belong to a world of darkness.

      With little effort, the spirit attached to me lifts me off the chair and throws me across the room.

      My head slams against the office’s glass entrance, my vision blurring. Adrenaline and fear pump through my system, dulling the pain. People move on the sidewalk beyond, and I panic even while gasping for air. I can’t let anyone see me like this. First rule of thumb: protect the humans.

      Still struggling to breathe, I crawl back across the room, a trail of blood dripping behind me. Jeanine’s screams rise, shrill and deafening, the sound a jackhammer in my head.

      The Court is going to kill me.

      My knees and hands dig into the wooden floor, my heart racing as I lurch into the back hallway. Two doorways greet me, and I propel myself through the closest one, my body landing on a tiled bathroom floor. Slamming the door, I lock it.

      The demon relinquishes me, and I drag in air through my lungs, his words etched into my brain. Death to the messenger. Death to those who give her sanctuary.

      Death simply because I wanted something to call mine. Death simply because I wanted to be able to write my own name.

      Tears mingle with blood on the floor beneath me. Red on black on white. The story of my life.
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