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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, a small town in the majestic mountains of Colorado. A town where legacies began centuries ago, bloodlines run deep, and dark secrets abound. A town where nobody is what you think, where truths pose as lies, and where myths blend with reality. A place where everyone has a story. Including the high schoolers. This is only but one . . .

      Eris Blaekthorn can’t believe what she and her father find when two strangers come knocking on their door. According to the visitors, a memory spell caused them to forget a place called Havenwood Falls, including their life there and all the people in it. But when the strangers remove the spell, secrets from the past start to unravel.

      Eris learns she has an older brother in the small Colorado mountain town. He’s trapped in a coma caused by dark magic. But they don’t know who did it or how. Her father agrees to leave their home in New Mexico and return to Havenwood Falls—a place he left to keep Eris safe. There, she learns about her family history and who she really is, which becomes the biggest surprise of all.

      She also meets Rylan Gilles, a senior at Havenwood Falls High, and her brother’s friend. He’s beautiful and snarky, and their attraction to each other can’t be denied. As events start to spiral and danger rises, Eris turns to Rylan for help in finding the person who spelled her brother so she can save his life.
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        This book is dedicated to all those who embrace their weirdness.

        Keep life interesting and entertaining.

        Keep it real.
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      Change was coming. I not only knew it—I felt it. Not just because New Year’s was a few days away, but because of the newly gained sense I’d acquired when I turned sixteen a little over a year ago. So I wasn’t hugely surprised when the doorbell rang in our quiet neighborhood on an uneventful Saturday night.

      “I’ll get it,” I said, placing the last clean dinner plate in the dish drain, then wiping my hands dry on a dish towel.

      My dad’s watchful eyes were on me as I strode for the door. He was overprotective, and although I felt suffocated at times, I understood. It’d been just the two of us for as long as I could remember.

      My father had chosen our neighborhood in New Mexico because it was safe and filled with dozens of cautious, watchful eyes. Especially the pair that belonged to the old lady across the street who moved in a few weeks after we did. She used to babysit me when I was younger, but not since I turned sixteen and pleaded with my dad that I was old enough to watch myself.

      Old Ms. Gingrich—the Grinch—was a stiff and nosey woman who smelled of mothballs and strong herbs. She was strict and watched me like a hawk.

      I wouldn’t have been surprised if she was the one who rang the doorbell, hunched over, her wiry white hair in a tight bun, with some odd request for my dad. It happened so often, I wondered if she was going senile and thought he was her son.

      As I reached the door and pulled it open, it wasn’t the Grinch who greeted me, but two unfamiliar faces.

      The first was a pretty woman with pale skin and short brown hair. The man standing next to her was tall with broad shoulders, dark brown hair, and chocolate eyes specked with gold.

      “Can I help you?” I asked.

      “Eris?” His eyes widened like he knew me. As he stepped forward, I stepped back.

      He knew my name. How?

      His strong scent wafted to my nose, woodsy and musky. A powerful smell for a powerful-looking man. I couldn’t help but stare at him. There was something oddly familiar I couldn’t put my finger on. The woman, I was sure I’d never seen before.

      Footsteps pounded behind me. “I’m sorry, but we don’t accept solicitors here,” my dad said firmly.

      The man’s eyes moved to my dad, still filled with recognition. “Piers?”

      My father stepped in front of me, pushing me behind him—a defensive move. Then, he went quiet as he took in the man’s face.

      “Garrick?” His expression twisted.

      “It’s been too long,” the man replied.

      The two of them collided in a hug, and I stood there feeling a mixture of surprise and confusion. My dad never hugged anyone like that, with so much emotion and intensity.

      “Where the hell have you been?” my dad asked, grabbing the man’s shoulders. “All this time, I—I thought you were dead.”

      “Dad?” I asked, trying to make sense of what was going on.

      “It’s okay, Eris,” he said, turning toward me. “This is your long-lost uncle Garrick.”

      “Wait. What?” I gasped. “I have an uncle?”

      “Actually, you have two,” Garrick replied. “But I’m the handsome one.” He winked, then laughed, turning his attention back to my father.

      “Dad, why didn’t you tell me?” I never knew I had other living family members.

      My dad shook his head. “I’m sorry, Eris. There is so much I just can’t remember.”

      “Piers, I know this is a huge surprise, and believe me, I understand.” He turned to the woman. “This is Lyra Beaumont. We’re here because—well—it’s a bit complicated.” He looked at the woman and ran a hand through his thick, dark hair. He was having trouble explaining their reasons for being here, frustration written all over his face. “We’ve come with bad news of a close family member.”

      “Is it Barney? Is he okay?” My dad’s face went pale.

      I assumed Barney was the “not as handsome” uncle.

      Garrick shook his head. “No. Barney’s fine. We’re here about your son, Piers.”

      My father’s eyes narrowed, then he glanced back at me, his expression unreadable. I shook my head and looked back at the man claiming to be my uncle. I didn’t have a brother. That was the kind of thing someone didn’t forget.

      “Garrick, I don’t have a son,” my dad replied.

      Garrick slowly reached into his pocket and pulled out a paper, then offered it to my dad.

      Tiptoeing, I peeked over his shoulder to see an old photograph that had been folded in half, but I immediately recognized three of the faces. My dad, my mom, and me. But I was much younger. And there was someone standing next to me . . . a boy with his arm over my shoulder. I could see the resemblance. He had the same golden-brown hair and the same shaped eyes as me, only he was a foot taller and looked a few years older.

      “You have a son, Piers, and if you let us in, I’ll explain why you don’t remember him.”

      My father paused, looking at the picture. I could see the tension in his jaw. “How did you get this?” my dad snapped, holding the picture up. “Is this a fake?”

      Garrick held up both hands in front of him. “It’s real. I assure you.”

      “Why, after all this time, would you show up and tell me about a son I don’t have?” A deep guttural growl erupted from my dad’s chest. “What the hell is going on?”

      “Piers, I promise we’ll explain,” Garrick pleaded, turning to Lyra and giving her a nod.

      Lyra quickly waved her hand in front of my dad and whispered a single word. I couldn’t hear the word, but after she spoke it, my dad took a shaky step back. He shook his head, his eyes blinking rapidly several times.

      Then, it was as if a switch had been flipped. His entire demeanor shifted, and his harsh expression was replaced with what I could only describe as understanding.

      Could it have been magic?

      I was no stranger to magic. Ever since we moved into this house, I could do things no normal kids could do. Like move things with my mind. My first real encounter was when Dad and I were sitting at the dining table eating breakfast. I was tired, and he’d asked me to pass the syrup. In my mind, I willed the syrup to move, and to mine and my dad’s surprise, it did. He was not only shocked but immediately concerned and warned me—repetitively—to never, ever use my magic in front of anyone else.

      And that wasn’t all. Once in a while, whenever I felt really sad or frightened, a glimmer would appear—a small, bright ball of light, about three inches around, and when it came close, it radiated warmth. At first, I was afraid of it, but every time it appeared, it made me feel a lot better. Less . . . alone. I also learned that no one else could see it. So it had become my secret. A glimmer of hope and light that would come whenever the world around me felt dark.

      My dad stepped aside, allowing my uncle and the woman into our living room.

      “What’s the news you came with?” Dad questioned, his arms crossing over his chest. I could see the muscles in his biceps tighten. He was ready to defend us, if he had to.

      “I will tell you, but first, Lyra needs to perform a simple ceremony to reverse a memory spell that has been placed on both of you. Once she finishes, it will be much easier to explain.”

      “Memory spell? What the hell is that?” My father’s arms lowered, and a growl rumbled deep in his chest. Garrick stepped back with his hands up in surrender.

      “Piers, you know me. You’ve known me your entire life, and you agreed to this spell when you left Havenwood Falls, knowing full well what the repercussions would be.”

      “Havenwood Falls?” My dad shook his head.

      “Yes. Think about it.” Garrick approached my dad slowly, carefully. “There is a large chunk of your life missing. That chunk were the years you lived in Havenwood Falls with Aurora and your children. When you left, a memory spell—which is automatically placed on everyone who leaves the town—caused you to forget.”

      My dad shook his head. “I don’t understand what you’re saying, but I swear . . . if you do anything that will harm my daughter⁠—”

      “I know,” Garrick said, his hands still raised. “You just have to trust me, Piers. Let Lyra do her thing, and we can talk after.”

      “Please, take a seat,” the woman said, gesturing to our brown leather couch. She wasn’t wasting any time, but I didn’t sense any negative vibe from her. That was one thing I could pick up on in most people—if they had good or bad intentions—and my intuition was usually right. I guess my dad didn’t feel anything negative either, because he gave me a nod and took a seat on the couch.

      Lyra stood in front of us while Garrick paced slowly behind her. “I need you both to relax, close your eyes, and try to clear your mind,” she said.

      Right. Easier said than done with the gazillion unanswered questions they’d just thrown on us. And the fact I’d just learned I had relatives. Living relatives.

      I leaned over to my dad. “Do you trust them?”

      His eyes found mine. “I do. I have a feeling they’re here to help and not harm.”

      I nodded, then leaned back. My dad took my hand, which helped me relax a bit.

      “Wait a minute,” I blurted, my eyes popping back open, finding Lyra. “Is this safe? Our minds won’t be scrambled or altered in any way, right?”

      Lyra grinned. “It’s perfectly safe, dear. I promise there won’t be any scrambled minds. I’m just removing a spell. That’s it.”

      “Okay.” I sighed loudly, wondering what kind of memories were hidden from me for who knows how long.  “Let’s do this.”

      As I closed my eyes, the woman began to chant. As she continued, I focused on the words, relaxed into them, and soon felt a gentle buzz in the air. My head felt tingly and light, like a weight was being lifted. Then, after a few moments, she stopped.

      I opened my eyes and found her walking back toward Garrick.

      “Is it done?” he whispered.

      “Yes, the spell has been removed,” she spoke softly. “It might take a while, but they should start to remember things soon.”

      “Thank you,” Garrick replied with a nod.

      “Wait,” I blurted. “The memory spell—what exactly is it used for and why?”

      Garrick sat on the loveseat across from us, his hands folded in front of him. “When you and your dad left Havenwood Falls, the memories of the place, the people in it, and everything that happened there were suppressed. Think of it as a type of amnesia caused by the spell. For me to explain why I’ve come, we needed to remove that spell. Lyra,” his eyes traveled to the woman, “is a witch from Havenwood Falls, and one of the few trusted to reverse it.” His eyes darted back and forth between my dad and me, watching us with great anticipation. Then, he clapped his hands together loudly. “So . . . is it working?”

      My dad exhaled, pressing his face into his palms.

      I was surprised he wasn’t saying anything. He normally questioned everything. Why was he so quiet?

      He finally sat forward and looked at Garrick. “Right now, all I have is a massive headache.” He stood from the couch and began to walk toward the kitchen.

      “Where are you going?’ I called after him.

      “To take something for this throbbing pain in my head.”

      “Just give the spell some time,” Lyra said after him. “You’ve been gone for quite a while. It might take a bit to unravel all the memories. It’s different for everyone.”

      My father returned a few moments later and plopped down next to me, his elbows pressed against his knees, the picture in his hands. His eyes were narrowed, studying the faces.

      We all watched him in silence.

      “I’ve had this emptiness inside I couldn’t explain. A hole of sadness I could never fill,” he murmured. “Now I understand where it came from. It was the place the memories once were. Memories of them.” His finger traced over my mom and the boy in the picture. Then, he quickly swiped a stray tear that escaped his eye and trickled down his cheek.

      I’d never seen my dad so shaken, so . . . emotional. He was strong, physically and emotionally, and not once had I ever seen him cry.

      “I’m sorry, Piers. What Lyra just did will reverse the spell and return what was hidden these past seven years,” Garrick explained, his brow furrowed.

      My dad nodded, then closed his eyes. His head fell back onto the couch.

      I waited again, for some lightbulb to click on in my mind and all my memories to flood back. But there was nothing. As time ticked on, doubt and frustration set in.

      Just before I was about to say something, my dad’s head snapped forward, and his eyes went wide, blinking away an invisible fog. He stood from the couch and stared at the man standing in front of him. I saw something in his eyes. Something I couldn’t explain.

      “You okay?” Garrick asked.

      My dad nodded. “I remember.”
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