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      Welcome to the secluded mountain town of 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.

      Nineteen-year-old Ember Ramsey creates trouble everywhere she goes, and right now, she’s on the warpath. Driven to avenge her momma’s brutal murder, she infiltrates a world of bloodthirsty monsters, but as a flame-wielding fighter, she might be the deadliest of them all. When she enters a fight club in Denver to squeeze information out of a known snitch, she comes face to face with the black-eyed demon who haunts her nightmares.

      With her mark finally in sight, Ember trails the killer to a quaint mountain town. But when her welcoming committee includes a nosy rent-a-cop, a cocky local with suspicious connections, and a whole slew of supernaturals living side by side, Ember realizes that Havenwood Falls is no ordinary town. Finding her momma’s killer just got a whole lot harder.

      Never before has Ember been so close to her goal, but with each step she takes, her control weakens. Soon the fires will spread, and Ember is no longer sure she can hold back the incredible power she possesses. Or that she wants to—even if it means burning Havenwood Falls to the ground.
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      Smart people knew to duck when the world took a swing at them. I guess I hadn’t learned that lesson yet. Taking a hit was something I knew how to do. Knowing when to stop before my luck ran out—well, that was another story.

      A cheer rose from the crowd. My hair blocked the view of the approaching wall, but I sure felt it. With a groan, I collapsed into the gutter. The murky water tasted of rotting trash, and I didn’t want to think of what else. I spit to the side before I rolled to my back.

      That one hurt.

      “You sure you’re up for another round, Ember?” Two glowing orb-like eyes stared down at me. They looked far too small compared to the eggplant-sized nose they flanked. “You’re lookin’ a bit rough after Fluffy took that last chunk out of you.”

      The troll wasn’t wrong.

      A single tear rolled down my cheek, and I caught it with my fingertip. It shimmered there like a summer sunset against the night. The instant I touched it to the gouge in my right side, sweet relief rushed in. Having healing powers sure came in handy.

      “Whoever named that seven-foot-tall bastard of a skinwalker Fluffy deserves to have their head kicked in,” I said.

      I’d been fighting against scum like him for six years, but he was my first skinwalker. The stories were few and far between. Some relayed tales of creatures that could assume the skin of a man instead of a beast. Staring up at Fluffy’s three heads, I wished I’d taken on one of them instead.

      Fuzzbert laughed. “That’s my girl.”

      The hand that yanked me to my feet was the size of a large serving platter, dotted with tufts of hair. It was a tight squeeze to escape around his belly. The friction of his wet poncho trapped me. I wiggled free and leaned against the wall to catch my breath.

      There were dozens of wounds in need of healing, but they would have to wait. Fluffy paced, watching me. Saliva dripped in thick strings from his gaping jaws. Blood matted the soaked fur near one of his right eyes and his hind leg. It was hard to tell which of his three heads was the dominant one. They were all glaring at me with blackened hatred through the rain.

      Fluffy made the hound of Hades look like a puppy. Not exactly fair in hand-to-hand combat, but most street-fighting clubs didn’t have rules. At least not rules that went in favor of anyone but the man in charge. Or rather the troll in charge, in this case.

      Like most in the crowd, Fuzzbert waited for me to call the fight. Like heck was I tapping out. A lot of money was riding on this.

      But I wasn’t here for the money.

      “Ember?” Fuzzbert stepped toward me. He cast a wary glance at the sky. Trolls didn’t like lightning.

      I held up my hand. “I need a minute to breathe.”

      That last hit was the hardest I’d ever taken. Fluffy must have been on steroids. Or a drug that was less than legal.

      I’d fared well enough against two of his heads, but that third one literally bit me in the backside. It was a shame they confiscated my dagger at the start of the fight. I’d love to stake one of his heads to the wall.

      “Time’s up, Ember.” The crowd pressed in closer to hear Fuzzbert. They were a rainbow of colors, each with ponchos of various sizes. Folks in Denver sure took their fight clubs seriously. “Are you tapping out?”

      Wiping a mixture of blood and rain from my brow, I grinned and thumped Fuzzbert on his warty nose.

      “If you were half as smart as you are ugly, you’d already know the answer to that.”

      Fuzzbert’s breath wheezed around the gap in his lips. Crooked teeth, as long as my fingers, jutted from his gums.

      “Speak for yourself.” His laugh sounded like an old lady who’d smoked for three lifetimes.

      “Aw, come on, Fuzz. You know it’s not nice to make a girl cry,” I said.

      I wasn’t as ugly as a troll, but I wasn’t a beauty queen either, thanks to a run-in I had a few years ago with fire. Turns out healing tears did squat on that.

      Fluffy’s hackles rose at the first rumble of thunder in the distance. He squared off with me. A sharp bark sent the crowd back to clear the area.

      “That mutt has got a hair up his backside tonight.” Fuzzbert might look menacing to most, but I knew his sweet spot. He loved money. It didn’t matter how he got it.

      I palmed him the last bit of cash I had to my name. “I need some information. He’s going to give it up, one way or another.”

      The troll shook his head. “It’s your funeral.”

      “You’d better be careful, Fuzz.” I tied my hair back into a semblance of a bun. “Someone might think you’ve gone soft on a human.”

      He snorted and stomped away. If I wasn’t paying so well, he’d probably eat me for that comment.

      “Hurry up. Place your bets.” Fuzzbert cast a scowl at the clouds. “I haven’t got all night.”

      I leaned against the wall, trying to appear unconcerned as Fluffy paced. There wasn’t much room in the back alley for the two of us, let alone the crowd that had gathered. Fluffy had a fat butt, which slowed him down. His love of cupcakes and the forty years he had on me didn’t help him much. The thinner air up here in Denver wasn’t exactly treating me well, either.

      “I’m going to gnaw your bones into splinters.” Fluffy’s words came out in a raspy snarl.

      If it weren’t for Fuzz warning me ahead of time that Fluffy was a skinwalker, I’d have been shocked the first time he spoke.

      “I always wondered if your kind eats humans.” I pretended to shudder. “That’s cannibalism, you know?”

      He clawed the ground.

      “Tell me who you work for, Fluffy, and I may let you walk away from this fight.”

      His growl vibrated in my chest. “I work for no man.”

      “Man? Nah, I’m looking for a demon with black soulless eyes, a fancy suit, and a thing for stealing young girls.”

      The golden glow of his eyes dimmed. “That describes quite a few of my friends.”

      “Yes, but you’re the lapdog for only one of them,” I said.

      The upper lip of his middle head curled back to reveal a set of wicked canines. I had no intention of tangling with those again.

      “Suit yourself.” I pushed off the wall to saunter toward him.

      He watched the sway of my hips in the tight leather pants I wore. The metal clasps of my biker boots jingled with each step. The shredded remains of my black tank hung from my chest. A new layer of skin had begun to form over his telltale claw marks.

      Fluffy sniffed the air when I stopped less than five feet from him. His sneeze coated me with slime.

      “Gross.” I wiped my face clean.

      “I knew it. I suspected earlier that you weren’t human.” All three heads dipped low to glare at me. “I’m allergic to only one creature: birds.”

      I met his condemning gaze. “Do I look like a bird to you?”

      “You’re a shifter.”

      I laughed. “If I were, don’t you think I would’ve shifted by now?”

      He rolled his eyes to look back at Fuzzbert. “You may not be a shifter, but you aren’t human, either.”

      I’d always known I was different. Healing wasn’t the only ability I possessed. I also had a way with fire.

      “What’s it to you?” I crossed my arms and jutted out one hip.

      His laugh made the hair on the back of my neck rise. “Foolish girl. A skinwalker’s bite leaves more than a scar.”

      “You son of a—” My arms fell to my sides. “You bit me, knowing I’d turn into your kind?”

      It was sickening, barbaric even. It was also annoyingly brilliant. Not that I would tell him that.

      “You chose me as your opponent, remember?” His heads fell in line with each other so his statement sounded in stereo. “The risk was yours to take.”

      “Bastard,” I muttered under my breath. I took hold of his center head. His fur crawled with bugs where I buried my hands to reach the skin. “Give me a name.”

      Heat flooded into my palms. It started with a familiar tingle but rapidly built to a blistering heat. Steam rose from his wet pelt. The wolf’s laugh cut off, and his screams began.

      The teeth of his left head sank deep into my arm. Blood flowed around the wounds. His hindquarters slammed into the alley wall. Mortar gave way in chunks, coating his back.

      “What’s going on over there?”

      Fuzzbert’s heavy footsteps headed our way.

      “Give me his name.” I tightened my grip, and the scent of burning fur filled my nose. Pain flared in my shoulder when Fluffy’s third head attacked. His teeth ripped at muscle and scored bone. The pain made my vision darken, but I held on.

      “Let him go,” Fuzzbert demanded.

      “Stay out of this, Fuzz. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “Hurt me?” The troll rocked to a stop. “Have you lost your ever-loving mind, girl? I could grind you into dust in seconds.”

      I released one hand holding Fluffy and pointed it at Fuzz. Fire erupted in the palm of my hand. A swirling ball of vibrant orange hovered there. In the very center of the flames was a blue so bright, it forced Fuzzbert to look away.

      “What are you?” the troll asked from behind the shield of his hand.

      That I didn’t know. I’d spent years looking for the answer. So far, all I had were questions.

      “Get her off me,” Fluffy whimpered.

      Where I’d gripped Fluffy, the imprint of my palm was beginning to heal. I needed to remain in constant contact with him.

      Fuzzbert inched forward. With each step he took, the flames rose higher from my hand. “I don’t want any trouble, Fuzz.”

      “You’ve got a fine way of showing that.”

      I broke eye contact with Fluffy to look at the troll. “This man knows who killed my momma. I’m not leaving until he gives me a name.”

      “Bugger.” Fuzzbert rubbed the back of his head, forgetting that he wore a poncho.

      “Don’t just stand there. Do something!” Fluffy moaned.

      Digging my nails into Fluffy’s neck drew out a terrible howl. The heat cauterized on contact. His eyes rolled back. The scent of his burnt hair was thick in the air.

      Murmurs rippled through the crowd. Several pressed against the protective barrier hiding us from the humans. The mages on Fuzzbert’s payroll had to work harder to keep us hidden.

      No amount of warding could shield Fluffy’s frenzy. His thrashing sent tremors through the concrete. Screeching yelps of pain echoed out of the alley. The doorman standing in front of the small condo building across the street peered into the dark. He couldn’t see us. Not yet, at least.

      “This is getting out of hand,” the troll said, surveying his paying crowd. He was losing them. “Tell her what she wants to know, then bite her head off.”

      The wolf’s eyes glistened with tears. “He’ll kill me for saying!”

      Fuzzbert gave him a withering glare. “If you finish her off, no one will know but you and me. My silence comes at a very fair price.”

      That was loyalty for you. It started and ended with the highest bidder.

      The stench of fear and urine rose from Fluffy. I wondered if the enchantment could hide that smell, too.

      “You’ll let me live?” He yipped as flames curled the ends of his fur, spreading out from my hands.

      I’d heard my fair share of the tales of his exploits in the human world. He was filth, undeserving of life. But he still had his uses.

      I nodded, not trusting myself to say the words in case I changed my mind later. Fluffy sniffed and raised one head, turning it in the direction of the crowd.

      “They won’t help you,” I said and followed his gaze. The vampires in attendance might pay a good price for Fluffy’s blood if I decided to fry him.

      I wonder if he would taste like a human or an animal to them.

      I knew very little about the Navajo legends of such creatures. Only that they were once human—witches who turned only after killing someone close to them. Or at least, that was one rumor floating around. This particular legend was very sensitive to the Native American tribes. So, during my travels, I steered far away from it, out of respect.

      There were a couple of shifters in the group that might attack if I did kill him. Even though a skinwalker wasn’t the same species, they might stick together. I’d seen pack mentality cross species lines before.

      “Quiet!” Fuzzbert shouted to the nervous crowd. Whatever he was trying to hear, I was sure his elephant ears would pick it up. “I hear it, too.”

      It took another minute for me to hear the sirens.

      “Who called the pigs?” A tiny faerie of some sort, sitting on the shoulder of a man at the front, fluttered her wings with agitation.

      “Maybe they aren’t coming our way.” A small goblin beside the faerie wrung his hands. He wore a little suit coat. The glint of a golden pocket watch caught my eye. Fuzzbert was too panicked to notice this tempting treasure.

      Another flare from my hand sent Fluffy into spasms hard enough to crack the brick wall. The metal scaffolding fixed to the front of the building collapsed to the street. A great puff of dust burst across the entrance to the alleyway. Pieces of the historic landmark crumbled. The doorman dove for the phone, ensuring that the police would be coming.

      That was exactly the advantage I needed.
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      “This is not a drill. Get to your assigned escape routes.” Fuzzbert fisted handfuls of cash into the front of his pants. Several bills floated in the puddle at his feet. “And no refunds!”

      Chaos erupted. The instant Fluffy’s extra head released its grip on my shoulder, I knew he was going to make a run for it.

      “Not so fast, furball.” I tossed a flame at his third head to redirect his momentum. “I still need that name.”

      “You’re insane. Those cops will be on us in minutes,” he said. “We gotta get out of here.”

      Wings, paws, and claws beat against the bottleneck at the end of the alley. Fuzzbert should have known better than to pick a location with only one exit—a fact he was now grumbling about as he launched a panther shifter out of his way. He bowled through the crowd and charged across the street. Even with his glamour enchantment in place, he was one butt-ugly woman.

      “You’re not scared, are you?” I wedged myself around Fluffy so I could grab his tail, but it swung out of reach.

      He didn’t have to answer me. The scent of his fear was rancid in my nose, burning my eyes.

      “I can’t be here.” His black fur trembled as I gripped his neck. If he shook me free now, he’d have a chance to regain his strength.

      “What’s the big deal? Can’t you just shift?” I’d heard rumors that Fluffy didn’t perform well under pressure. “Is someone having performance anxiety?”

      His snarl sent my hair into a whirlwind of tangles. I blew it away to level him with a glare.

      “I reckon you might find a way to shift by the time the cops show.” I raked scorching nails across his side. He screamed. “Give me a name, or I’ll show them my bite marks. They put mutts down for stuff like that.”

      In hindsight, poking a cornered skinwalker wasn’t the smartest idea. But then again, it wasn’t exactly out of character, either.

      Fluffy turned on me faster than I anticipated. Two sets of teeth pierced flesh, one in my left thigh and the other around my neck. If I’d been human, I’d have bled out. But my body’s natural healing powers kicked in.

      “Are you kidding me?” I spat blood onto the ground. “That was a cheap shot, even for you.”

      Searing heat exploded from my palms, setting Fluffy’s entire flank alight. His shriek echoed in my ears as he scraped his side—and me right along with it—along the wall. The brick tore at my skin.

      Fluffy bounced and twirled as I sent flames flying in unpredictable directions. Disoriented and in pain, he trampled over a nymph. A second one scurried out of his way. The goblin took a hard hit from Fluffy’s tail and slammed into the wall. His pocket watch rolled into the street as the creature crumpled and fell still.

      A well-aimed flame sent Fluffy’s hind leg collapsing to the ground. Planting my boot in the crook of his leg, I hoisted myself onto his back. He bucked like a wild stallion.

      “End this,” I screamed, tossing another flame at the head of the alley to block his escape.

      Fluffy was beyond reasoning with now. Pain and fear made his hackles rise around me. His heads came up, biting and tearing. There was no way to defend myself and hold on at the same time. Squeezing my knees into his sides, I tossed flames at each of his heads.

      But that third head did me in again. Razor sharp teeth buried into my thigh. With his mighty tug, I hurtled over the heads of the fleeing creatures and into the street. I landed hard, earning road rash in more places than I cared to count. I rolled several times, then slammed into a Rolls Royce. The driver’s side door buckled under the impact.

      “Son of a—” I pushed to my feet.

      The glamour surrounding the alley faded as the last mage fled. Fluffy was in mid-shift. One of his heads was already gone. The second disappeared into a gaping hole of fur. Bones shattered and then mended as he shrank in size.

      “That’s disgusting.” I held my stomach, sure that if I stuck around to listen to the full transformation, I’d be ill. I’d seen shifters before, but their transitions were more fluid. This was nauseating.

      The instant irises began to replace the blacks of his eyes, I knew the cops wouldn’t arrive in time to capture him. If that happened, I would lose any advantage I’d fought and bled to gain.

      “Oh, no you don’t!” I swayed on my feet. Everything hurt now. Blood soaked my clothes. My head felt like I’d had a few too many sips of a spiked witch’s brew.

      “Fluffy!” My scream made the skinwalker whirl around.

      He was not much larger than a Great Dane now. I ran straight at him, flames swirling around my hands. It didn’t matter that I was visible. The streets were empty of all but the supernatural. Even the doorman had abandoned his post.

      Fluffy raced to the back of the alley. With no way to escape, he turned and bared his teeth.

      “You might have stood a chance if you’d stayed full size,” I said. My flames lit the space, revealing him pacing in the corner.

      “Leave it alone, girl. I’m warning you. You don’t know what you’re getting yourself mixed up in.” His voice had lost much of its gruff tone. With each second that passed, he began to sound more human.

      “I don’t have a choice.” I stalked toward him. “Your boss killed my momma. Tried to steal me. I’m only alive to seek justice.”

      “Justice?” He snorted. “Men like him don’t pay for their crimes. They just go on inflicting new pain.”

      My hands flexed at my sides, but I didn’t attack. “You sound like you can relate.”

      The wolf’s body quivered, and it lowered its head. A moan rippled through the alley. “Not everyone has a choice in who they serve.”

      That made me stop. “You’re a victim too, aren’t you?”

      Sadness filled the animal’s eyes when he looked up at me. “If he wanted you as bad as you say, then run. Get as far from here as you can. He always finds his prey. Always.”

      I blinked. “So I was right. He is in Denver.”

      Fluffy’s irises lightened to a dingy brown. The whites of his eyes began to return.

      “Tell me his name.” I rushed forward, desperate to hear those two little words. A name was a small thing. But the price that confession would cost the skinwalker might be higher than I’d imagined.

      “I can’t.” His head swayed back and forth. Another moan escaped his elongated throat but it was not brought on by his shifting. “There’s so much more you don’t understand⁠—”

      “Nakai!”

      I turned at the shout. A solitary man stood next to the dented door of the Rolls Royce. The streetlamp highlighted the salt-and-pepper tones of his hair. Deep lines surrounded eyes as black as the night around us. A fine suit clothed his muscular frame.

      I knew his face. It had aged, but not enough for me to forget the man who killed my momma.

      “Have you been fighting in the streets again like a common mutt?” The man brushed his hand over the dented door. “You'll be paying for this damage in full, I assure you that. Now leave the girl and come along. We have work to do.”

      “No.” This time, Fluffy spoke as a man instead of the beast.

      “No?” The killer’s eyes narrowed. He swept his gaze in my direction. I instinctively moved toward him.

      “Run, girl!”

      I glanced back over my shoulder to see the skinwalker in his human form for the first time. He was Nakai now, a Native American man of stunning beauty, apart from the hollowness in his eyes.

      He stood without a stitch of clothing on. Burnt flesh spread along his chest and side. Long black hair fell across his shoulders, the ends still smoking. Three full-length pelts lined his back, one head draped on each shoulder and the third over his own head. Now I understood how he was able to transform into a three-headed wolf.

      In human form, I doubted he would survive long from his injuries. Death might be preferable now that his boss had discovered him.

      My momma’s killer stopped short at the skin walker’s shout. When his gaze swept between us, recognition lit his eyes. “You!”

      Before I could sprint toward the man, he raised his hand. I spied the briefest glow of light before a bullet spiraled toward me. A blinding light exploded out of me before my mind could process that I’d been shot at. Nakai’s scream cut off. A two-story wall of flames scorched everything in its path and burst from the alley.

      Glass panes from the second-floor windows melted and dripped from above. The mortar burst apart, forming huge holes in the wall. Pieces of the building stung as they split open my cheek and buried in my arms. Streetlamps became twisted metal lumps, plunging the alley into darkness. Smoke rose from the smoldering heap of the Rolls Royce. The face of the condo building was black with soot.

      There was no sign of my momma’s killer. In the blink of an eye, he’d vanished.

      I never felt the bullet that tore through my arm. Never felt the flames die out as I collapsed.

      My head lolled to the side. It took immense effort to breathe as I stared at a pile of dust where Nakai had stood. A set of teeth with two large canines perched on top. The tip of a bullet stuck out from the center of the dust.

      But it was not the bullet that killed Fluffy. It was me.

      “He wasn’t shooting at me,” I whispered, reaching for the bullet.

      Nakai had known something. Information I wasn’t supposed to get my hands on.

      The first glow of the police lights flickered against the brick wall as the dust began to settle. The sirens sounded muffled and distorted. A face hovered over mine, and I swam in and out of consciousness.

      One thought kept me lucid. I’d seen my momma’s killer.

      He was long gone by now, lost to me again. But he had been here. This was the closest I’d ever come to finding him. I would hunt him again.

      The police swarmed around me where I lay in the epicenter of devastation. The police report would likely say the commotion had been caused by a gas explosion. Tales of strange aftershocks from Fluffy’s earlier prancing would be written off as a gas bubble on the move. There would be little that could explain away his cries of pain, but I knew humans well enough. They would convince themselves it was only their imagination.

      I would be the only living witness to the events, and I wasn’t going to say anything.

      Closing my eyes, I tried to focus my healing energies on several places at once. Having the cops interrogate me about bite marks would delay things. It was better to make it look like I’d been in the explosion. Wrong place. Wrong time.

      As healing energy ran along my nerve endings, I opened my eyes. I blinked several times, sure that I was hallucinating. Seared into the brick above Fluffy’s remains was the blackened shape of a large bird. Exactly where my shadow would have been.

      The shape of a firebird.
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