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      From USA Today Bestselling Author Morgan Wylie - She’s a lead witch assassin—until he leads her to question everything she’s ever believed.

      Hollis Blackstone is a lead assassin for her father’s rogue band of witch hunters. For longer than she can remember, her father, Dante, has had two missions: rid the world of witches and locate his estranged family kept from him by his sister’s rebellion. Working off a lead, Hollis finds her way through the mysterious borders of Havenwood Falls. Her father’s orders were to gather intel on the whereabouts of all the Blackstones, all the witches, and the seat of their power. But then she meets the irresistible Ryne Calloway.

      Half witch and half phoenix, Ryne hasn’t been in Havenwood Falls for long. Rejected by his father’s clan because of his witch heritage, he knows all about suppressing who he really is. In town for a fresh start, he hopes to relax and have fun. And that’s exactly what he plans to do with the pretty new girl who strolled into town with a stick up her butt.

      Ryne opens Hollis’s eyes, widening her perspective beyond the hatred she’s been taught. But when her father seeks her out, everything begins to unravel. She’s finally found someone who loves her for her, but she’s about to lose him before ever having the chance to love him back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HAVENWOOD FALLS BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Forget You Not by Kristie Cook

        Old Wounds by Susan Burdorf

        Fate, Love & Loyalty by E.J. Fechenda

        The Winged & the Wicked by T.V. Hahn & Kristie Cook

        Alpha’s Queen by Lila Felix

        Ink & Fire by R.K. Ryals

        Lose You Not by Kristie Cook

        Tragic Ink by Heather Hildenbrand

        Nowhere to Hide by Belinda Boring

        Flames Among the Frost by Amy Hale

        Rock Me Gently by Susan Burdorf

        From the Embers by Amy Miles

        Defying Gravity by Kallie Ross

        Break Me Not by Kristie Cook

        How the Dead Lie by Stacey Rourke

        The Lurkers Within by Danielle Bannister

        The Collector: Awakening by Kristie Cook, R.K. Ryals, Belinda Boring & Nadirah Foxx

        Addicted to You by Belinda Boring

        Affliction Mine by C.J. Pinard

        The Ward & the Wanderers by T.V. Hahn

        Toil & Trouble by Melissa Wright

        Of Salt and Stars by Seven Jane

        Redefined by Morgan Wylie

        Betrayal Among the Frost by Amy Hale

        Forever Loyal by E.J. Fechenda

        Fate’s Demand by Emily Cyr

        The Wu & the Wand by T.V. Hahn

        A Demon’s Redemption by JD Nelson

      

        

      
        Also try the YA line, Havenwood Falls High; the historical paranormal line, Legends of Havenwood Falls; the darker, sexier side of town, Havenwood Falls Sin & Silk; and the local supernatural college, Sun & Moon Academy.

      

        

      
        Stay up to date at www.HavenwoodFalls.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        Subscribe to our reader group and receive free stories and more!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY MORGAN WYLIE

          

        

      

    

    
      YA FANTASY

      
        
        Silent Orchids (Book 1)

        Veiled Shadows (Book 2)

        Daegan (Novella 2.5)

        Fractured Darkness (Book 3)

        Fading Light (Book 4)

        The Sol-lumieth (Book 5) (Winter 2019)

        The Rise of the Paladin (An Alandria Short Story Prequel) (Free with Newsletter subscription)

      

      

      YA PARANORMAL/SUPERNATURAL

      
        
        HAILEY: The Necromancer (A Shadow Realm Novella 1)

        (previously released as Supernatural Chronicles: The Necromancers Novella #7)

        JAX: The Doppelgänger (A Shadow Realm Novella 2)

        WILLOW (A Shadow Realm Novella 3) (Coming soon!)

        SOLANGE (A Shadow Realm Novella 4) (Coming soon!)

      

      

      NA/ADULT PARANORMAL ROMANCE

      
        
        RYLEN (The Tangled Web Book 1)

        MATHER (The Tangled Web Book 2)

        JET (A Tangled Web Novella)

      

      

      HAVENWOOD FALLS

      
        
        Reawakened (A Havenwood Falls High Novella)

        Dawn of the Witch Hunters (A Legends of Havenwood Falls Novella)

        Redefined (A Havenwood Falls Novella)

        Rise of the Witch Hunters (A Legends of Havenwood Falls Novella) (Coming Fall 2019)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      REDEFINED

      A HAVENWOOD FALLS NOVELLA

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MORGAN WYLIE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ang’dora Productions, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 Morgan Wylie, Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      Published by

      Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      5621 Strand Blvd, Ste 210

      Naples, FL 34110

      Havenwood Falls and Ang’dora Productions and their associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Ang’dora Productions, LLC.

      

      Cover design by Regina Wamba at reginawamba.com

      

      Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the owner of this book.

      

      Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Betrayal Among the Frost

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To anyone who needs a second chance. To anyone who needs to redefine who they are. You got this!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Hollis Blackstone stared at herself in her bedroom mirror, seeing only the assassin she had been created to be, wondering if there was anything else she might ever become. She had quickly gained the position as one of the lead assassins for her father, Dante Blackstone. Being a witch hunter was more than her job; it was her entire life, day and night. Hollis had been training to be the best since she could remember. On nights when the teams ransacked home after home, she caught a rare glimpse of him smiling at her—at what she’d accomplished—and she believed him to be proud of her. The teams liked to make a mess of each witch’s home they attacked, but Hollis preferred her team to be stealthy, more deadly. The lack of interruption to one’s home seemed to send a greater message than a tantrum of violent proportions.

      Her room was nothing more than an empty shell, a cavern of unrealized possibilities. Hollis didn’t waste time decorating her rooms, for there would always be another, in another town. Her father’s organization—her family—moved around more often than they stayed in one place, or so it seemed the past year or so. Plus it was just one more thing to have to worry about, to take her focus away from her job—her obsession.

      Pulling on her black leather jacket, despite the early May warm weather, she covered the multiple tattoos on her shoulders stretching down toward her elbows. Hollis fluffed her long dark hair in the mirror, checking to ensure the scar at her hairline was hidden, and made sure she was presentable. She had been called in to see her father, and he didn’t tolerate sloppiness or tardiness. Dante always dressed impeccably to impress and to intimidate, and he expected nothing less from his teams. An inept capability to be present when requested was unacceptable to Dante.

      They had only recently set up this home, and Hollis didn’t even remember what city they were in this time, but she knew they were somewhere near Santa Fe, New Mexico. Dear old dad had been chasing a lead in his lifelong obsession to track down the other Blackstones—those he considered lost and in need of his guidance—and the secret place in which they lived. About a year and a half ago, they had almost found it, but somehow it mysteriously—most likely magically—slipped through their fingers, and they couldn’t remember anything about where they had been or where they were trying to get. Her father had been infuriated.

      He had been on a rampage ever since they had let Macy Blackstone—who’d been staying with them—get away. Macy had been the biggest lead they’d had in a long time. Her father received slight pulls in the right direction, which he could never describe other than to say he “sensed the spirit of his sister Marie and the rest of his family who should be with him.” At other times, Dante would utter vague accounts of being so close to the name of the town in his mind only to have it slip away like a lost memory he tried to force to the surface. Somehow they still mysteriously received secret letters from Aunt Letti to Grace and the other old gals no matter where they were, but her teams could never trace the letters’ origins.

      Hollis strode down the hall with purpose and ownership, stopping only when she arrived at her dad’s office. Knocking twice, she didn’t wait long. He was straight to business as he called through the door.

      “Come in, daughter mine,” Dante called through the door, his voice strong and sure. It could have been one of several of the Blackstones who lived with them at the door, but he seemed to always know when Hollis was near. Dante had lived a long time and been quite prolific with reproduction over the span. Even Grace, who appeared to be in her seventies and was half hunter and half human, was one of his descendants. Hollis refused to consider them all siblings since the ages varied so drastically, but they were family just the same. Right as Hollis turned the handle, a young girl in her early teen years with golden blond hair skipped around the corner.

      “Have fun, Hollis!” Sunny called with a singsong voice and a big smile.

      Hollis didn’t let anyone close, but if anyone could get under her skin and attach themselves to her, it was Sunny. Sunny had a way about her that would disarm the most hardened criminal. The family referred to her as their “little ray of caffeinated sunshine.” Hollis reached out and tugged on one of Sunny’s pigtails.

      “Thanks, kid. See ya ’round.”

      “Maybe, maybe not,” she continued in her singsong tone and shrugged. Sunny suddenly stopped and then frowned. Her expression sobered, then she stared into Hollis’s eyes. “I’ll miss you, but I’m happy for you.” Sunny came in for a quick, unexpected hug, then turned without another word. She skipped down the hallway, leaving Hollis with a dumbfounded look on her face.

      “What was that about?” Hollis wondered under her breath.

      “Are you coming in, Hollis?” Dante asked with an edge in his voice. He didn’t like to be kept waiting.

      “Sorry, Father. Sunny stopped me,” she offered as an excuse, the only excuse she would ever use, and the only one he would allow. He gave her a sharp nod.

      “Come sit. I’m waiting on Nala and Rachel. And here they are now.”

      Hollis turned to find the two other hunters walk through the door. They sauntered in, their heads high and chins jutted out, proud to have been summoned. They were both exceptional hunters in their own rights, but Hollis was better. Their presence caused her to wonder why he wanted to see all three of them. Perhaps he had another mission for them, though they had each been out on a witch hunt last night.

      “Take your seats,” Dante directed as he stood, straightening his suit and refastening the bottom button. In his suits, he appeared dapper and put together like Pierce Brosnan in a James Bond movie, even down to the silver streaking his otherwise black sideburns. “It has recently come to my attention through a reliable source⁠—”

      “You mean snitch,” Rachel sarcastically snickered.

      Dante inclined his head. “Such a crass term. I prefer ‘source.’ Anyway, this source confirmed what a separate source had previously supplied. The town we have been looking for is, in fact, in Colorado. It is called Havenwood Falls.”

      “Weren’t we just in Colorado, like a year ago?” Nala impatiently asked. She had been one of the main hunters first tailing, then keeping watch, on Macy Blackstone when she had inadvertently stumbled upon them.

      “Indeed, but my memory of it has remained maddeningly elusive. No doubt a side effect of those damned witches the other Blackstones associate with.”

      “They shouldn’t be allowed to use the name Blackstone,” Rachel spat with disgust. Nala and Hollis both agreed.

      “No, no. They are of our blood. Though they are misguided, we can bring them back into the fold, into our family, and redirect their purpose—help them see the error of their ways, so to speak,” Dante clarified, looking each girl in the eye to ensure they understood.

      “Do you know where in Colorado?” Hollis cut to the chase.

      “No. That is the frustrating part. However, we know it is somewhere in the middle of the state. Most likely somewhere with a significant area of land where they could hide an entire town.”

      “How do we know your ‘sources’ aren’t sending us on a wild goose chase?” Nala asked as she whipped her long blond hair behind her shoulder.

      Dante sneered, and an evil glint entered his eyes. “I extracted the information from the witch myself. She couldn’t help but tell me.”

      Nala and Rachel each swallowed hard. They knew what kind of methods the source would have had to endure for Dante to get the information he wanted. Hollis didn’t flinch. She knew he did what he had to, to get what he needed.

      “Well, it’s about damn time. When do we go?” Rachel asked, readjusting in her seat as if she wasn’t afraid of Dante’s tactics. They all feared him. The ones like Hollis had the ability to hide their fear, which separated them from the others.

      “No.” Dante surveyed the girls slowly, taking measure of something they weren’t aware of. “For this mission, I need to be able to completely trust the person I send. She would have to be able to go undercover, be skilled at listening, and have the ability to not act on instinct—to conceal her hunter side for the greater good. For this mission, I choose Hollis. She is the best suited.”

      Without reaction, Hollis simply nodded her acceptance. The other girls groaned.

      “Then why are we here?” Rachel asked. She had a tendency to speak out of turn. Dante put up with it to a point. He had reached that point. The look he gave her had her shrinking back into her seat. Hollis couldn’t help the glow of approval she kept hidden in her chest. Rachel got on her nerves the most.

      “That is exactly why I chose her. Hollis can control her reactions and simply observe. Also, not to mention, Macy has seen you both and most likely would recognize you right away. She never met Hollis during her stay, as Hollis was out on an extended mission.” Hollis realized he had called the other girls in to teach them a lesson and to, once more, instill competition amongst them by elevating one over the other. She didn’t agree with his tactics for camaraderie amongst teams, but he did get results. He turned and looked to her. “Will you go, daughter?”

      “Of course, Father. When should I be ready to leave for Colorado?”

      “Tomorrow morning. I will have Grace get flights prepared. Pack light. Disguise yourself. I want you to blend in. Be a tourist, if need be. I want specific information on the town and certain people within it. I’ll get a list together while you pack.”

      Hollis inclined her head in a half nod and half bow, ready to serve.

      “How are you so sure she’ll find it based on ‘somewhere in the middle of Colorado’?” Nala asked, but Hollis could hear the tinge of jealousy behind her tone.

      “Can you find it, Hollis?” Dante pointedly asked.

      “I won’t come home until I do.”

      Dante smiled. “That’s my girl.”

      And that was how Hollis found herself at the private airport in Grand Junction, waiting for a shuttle to take her to Montrose, yet another small city in the middle of the Colorado mountains.
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      Hollis searched the small cities and towns of Colorado for over a month with nothing to show for her work. Until one afternoon, in the middle of May, she found herself wandering the small town of Durango. About to give up her search for the day, she overheard a middle-aged couple talking in aggravated hushed tones.

      “We’ll miss the bus up the mountain,” the woman huffed with her hands on her hips, clearly frustrated with the man beside her. She shot a reproachful gaze at him.

      “Don’t get in a tizzy. We’ll make it just fine,” the man attempted to placate her.

      “A tizzy? The special instructions we were given by the Havenwood Falls Tourism Bureau said the bus doesn’t wait for anyone. It’ll be your fault if we miss it,” she rebutted with a harsh whisper. The woman cast eyes full of blame on the man, obviously willing him to feel her subtle wrath.

      Hollis, excited about the potential lead, stayed several strides behind them, but continued to follow. She had very little in the way of clothes with her, but she always took everything in her small backpack every time she left the motel room in anticipation of an occasion such as this one. She never knew when luck would strike, and she would need to follow a lead.

      Hollis continued to follow the couple behind a truck stop. Sure enough, a small bus, more like a shuttle, had its front doors open and passengers loading into it. Hollis had never seen a bus completely wrapped with images such as the beautiful scenery of trees and mountains as this one did. The imagery evolved from one season to the next: winter to spring to summer and then to fall around the outside. But no words indicated where the bus was headed. Hollis wondered how anyone would know this bus went to their destination. She might never have found it had she not been following the couple who obviously knew where they were headed. Hollis moved in close and casually examined the shuttle while awaiting her turn to board.

      Out of the corner of her eye, the words Havenwood Falls shimmered as if by magic across the side of the bus. Hollis knew witches were involved, so it most likely was magic, but either way she had to admit it was a cool effect.

      “Miss, will you be joining us on our journey up the mountain today?” the shuttle driver asked, breaking Hollis out of her entrancement. She cleared her throat.

      “Yes. Yes, I will.”

      “Well, come on then.” He waved her on and looked at his watch. “It’s about time to be on the road before dark. The roads get mighty difficult in the best of times, but at night they can be a mite treacherous.”

      At Hollis’s frown, the little man supplied a hearty laugh. “But I know my way around these parts like the back of my hand.”

      He examined the back of his hands, then winked at her. He moved inside the shuttle and to his seat, allowing her to climb aboard.

      Hollis found an empty bench a couple rows from the front. Quickly, she surveyed the impeccable inside of the shuttle, located the emergency exit windows, and noted the couple who joined right before her and the three others previously seated. Everyone seemed to mind their own business except for one man in the back who eyed her suspiciously. She took the seat next to the window and tossed her backpack on the seat beside her, preventing anyone from taking it. Tugging at the collar of her new striped button-down shirt while simultaneously attempting not to retch at the sight of her bright white tennis shoes, she lamented the tourist look she had donned for the sake of the mission. Hollis sighed and hoped all her efforts would be worth it in the end. The shuttle waited another minute, then the driver closed the doors and started the engine.

      “Buckle up!” the driver announced. “These roads have their twists and turns. Wouldn’t want you falling out of your seat and giving the town another meaning to its name—Havenwood Falls.” He chuckled, finding himself and his cheesy joke humorous, and pulled out of the lot. After several minutes of silence, the driver shouted, looking into the rearview mirror, startling several of the riders.

      “Just a couple of announcements I’ve been asked to give.” He cleared his throat as if reciting from memory. “If you’re returning home, then welcome back. If you are here for the local fun, May 25, the annual Moons in the Mist Bonfire will be happening in Danzan Park by the lake. We have a farmers market every Saturday morning in Cook’s Corner Park, First Friday Art Walk in the square, Second Saturday Movies in the Park also in Danzan Park, and Third Thursday Music in the Square. There is always something fun going on in Havenwood Falls!”

      “Small towns . . . how quaint,” Hollis muttered under her breath. She sat back and thought over how boring life must be in such a small, secluded place to have so many events. Once the bus ascended through the trees, the road curved back and forth. The monotony of the forest scenery, the hum of the shuttle engine, and the rocking with every curve eventually lulled Hollis to sleep. But just before her eyes closed, she saw the glow of several pairs of eyes peering out from the now darkened forest. Then she drifted into peaceful nothing.

      “Welcome to Havenwood Falls!” the driver shouted, startling Hollis awake.

      “I can’t believe I fell asleep,” she whispered with near panic as she looked around, taking stock of her possessions and her surroundings. She couldn’t believe she let her guard down in such a way. Never before had she fallen asleep in public—on a job, no less. The false security of the bus ride shocked her to a fully awakened state. The bus passed a large sign made of layered stone and metalwork complete with a spotlight, welcoming them to the town of Havenwood Falls. The road crested a ridge and finally opened up to reveal a fantasy hidden amidst the mountains, a small world lighting the darkening sky. Hollis couldn’t help but absorb everything on a first impression basis. She could understand why people might want to visit a small town like this quaint postcard-esque oasis, but not her. She preferred the anonymity a larger city provided. It’s harder to stealthily move about when your neighbors watch your every move, or when the town’s gossip shares your private moments.

      No, a small town was not for her.

      Yet something undeniably alluring was at work within Havenwood Falls. The draw had to be part of the magic—she just didn’t know if it was witch-made or natural.

      “All right, folks, I’ll be pulling in at Whisper Falls Inn. If you have reservations or need somewhere to stay, I highly recommend this inn. However, there are a few other options for lodging if Whisper Falls doesn’t suit you. If you want to be dropped off elsewhere, let me know and stay in the shuttle.”

      Hollis followed a guy off the bus. The sound of Whisper Falls Inn was appealing—not to mention close—and Hollis figured she’d make first contact and learn more about the town in the morning.

      She acknowledged the driver and offered him a tip. When her hand touched his, something sparked in his eyes. Not romantic, but more . . . other.

      “You may find your stay has more to offer than you planned on. Enjoy Havenwood Falls, miss.”

      And with his random words and the slightly creepy encounter, Hollis tightly smiled and then proceeded to practically run into the guy who had stared at her on the bus and who continued to do so. His eyes perused her person from head to toe, and he cocked his head as if deciding something, then darted without a trace into the town square.

      “Creepy! What are they drinking in the water here?” she said under her breath, shaking off the effects of the weirdo, then followed the same couple she had trailed onto the bus up the steps of the nicely refurbished three-story Victorian manor. The inn looked straight out of the 1800s, complete with a charming wraparound porch, tall turrets, and beautifully painted gingerbread trim. She followed the couple all the way in, through the lobby area to the front desk, tugging at her shirt positioned just right to cover most of the ink on her shoulders and adjusting the plain straight-legged jeans she would never choose to wear.

      “Welcome to Havenwood Falls and Whisper Falls Inn,” a teenage girl said. “Are you checking in with a reservation tonight?” she professionally asked the couple in front of her.

      While Hollis waited her turn, she admired the inn’s original woodwork and decor while she stretched out her witch hunter senses, but she didn’t pick up any witches or other hunters in the inn. She relaxed. At least there was that. Perhaps the inn was a place she could hide in peace while she staked out the town.

      “Hi! I’m Aurelia Petran. How can I help you? Do you have a reservation with us?” the girl at the desk asked Hollis with a partial smile. She was a little on the thin side with medium-dark brown hair and large brown eyes.

      “No, I don’t have one. I have cash if you have a room available for tonight. Or if not, could you point me to another place?”

      “No, no, don’t go anywhere else. We have a room available. Do you have a preference of view—perhaps the town square?”

      Hollis didn’t have to think about it. “Yes, the town square.” She hesitated, then remembered she had a part to play and added, “Please.”

      “This your first time in Havenwood Falls, then?” the teen pried.

      “It is.”

      The young girl bit her lip when it was obvious Hollis wasn’t going to give her much more, then rolled her eyes.

      “Your name?” she asked, then snarkily tacked on, “please.” Obviously not missing Hollis’s awkward response.

      “Why?” Hollis suspiciously asked.

      The girl frowned and pointed at the computer. “For your reservation. I need to know what name to put it under.”

      Not wanting to draw more attention to herself, Hollis complied. “Hollis.”

      Aurelia narrowed her eyes for a moment before proceeding. “And your last name?”

      “Blacks—” She stopped herself. Man, something about this town had her off her covert game. “Black. Hollis Black.”

      The girl lifted a skeptical brow. “Okay then, Hollis Black. Here is your key. Second floor, up those stairs.” She pointed over Hollis’s shoulder, across the lobby to the grand staircase, and smiled with a lot of attitude and teenage angst.

      “Thank you.”

      “Hey, guys!” Aurelia greeted someone behind Hollis. “Nice timing. You missed the shuttle drop-off.” The young girl rolled her eyes again then shrugged. “But never fear, I was here and checked everybody in,” she sarcastically told the two newcomers who entered the room from the other side of the inn.

      “Sorry, Aurelia, but we needed to help”—the woman shot a quick look to the man next to her before continuing—“Mammie in the kitchen.”

      “Meet our newest guest.” Aurelia gestured toward Hollis who was quietly padding up the steps already, hoping to avoid small talk with the hotel locals. “This is Hollis Black. She’s going to stay with us tonight.”

      “Hello, Hollis, welcome to our inn. I’m Michaela, the owner, and you met my sister. This is Xandru, my fiancé.” She sighed when she looked over at the large handsome man who playfully grabbed Michaela around the waist and pulled her back against his chest. “My permanent fiancé, it seems. Maybe someday I’ll be able to call you husband,” she privately grumbled to him.

      “Hello,” Hollis said as the extent of her pleasantries, awkward with the new turn of events.

      “Do you know how long you plan on staying?” Michaela asked while she swatted away advances from Xandru so she could talk. He clearly had other things on his mind than stopping to chat with a new guest.

      “I’m not sure yet. Perhaps a few days.”

      “Oh, you must stay at least through the weekend for the big town bonfire. It’s so much fun!” The young girl practically bounced with excitement.

      “Maybe I can. I look forward to seeing your town tomorrow in daylight.”

      “Well, let us know if you need anything while you’re here,” Xandru added, more distracted with Michaela.

      “Goodnight, Hollis,” Michaela added as she turned to Xandru and kissed his chin.

      “Goodnight.” Hollis quickly moved up the steps before anyone could ask her anything else. Though they seemed friendly enough, she had no idea if they were anything supernatural—as their strange greenish-gray eye color seemed to indicate—or simply human pawns in the witch’s world in Havenwood Falls. Her gift only allowed her to discern witches, their magic, and other witch hunters. Something about watching the two relate stirred a longing she hadn’t felt in a long time.

      “Just another reason to not stay longer than necessary,” Hollis whispered. She resolved to find other lodging sites and keep moving after a day or two so no one got to know her or her business.
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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