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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 . . .

      At barely eighteen, London-born Harry has already been making a name for himself in the New York and London art circles with his otherworldly and haunting fairytale paintings.

      When he relocates to New York to be with his mother and his new stepdad, the world-renowned Dr. Lewis, his life takes an extraordinary turn that brings the family to the derelict Fairchild mansion in the strange little town of Havenwood Falls.

      Harry soon discovers the history of Havenwood Falls doesn’t always remain in the past. When the ghost of the fae-blooded Emeline Fairchild makes her presence known, Harry begins to fear he’s losing his mind. He’s heard stories of the greats going mad with their creativity and believes he might be following in their footsteps.

      The truth is even more tragic. Not even out of high school, Harry is set to blaze a trail of light with his precocious talent, but fate has another terrible future in store. One that even the supernaturally talented Dr. Lewis can’t fix.

      As Harry finds love in the present, he has to look toward a future where the past is his only hope.
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      Harry’s eyes were fixed to the car window, watching the endless frost-kissed trees and snow-capped mountains. There was nothing except rock, snow, and forest, all of which held little interest for a boy born and raised in London, and who had spent the last six months living in New York’s Lower East Side.

      He’d given up protesting about “the move” when every time he’d tried to offer his point of view, his mother turned into the Colorado Tourist Board. He glanced at his sister, Ellie, to see if she was as miserable about the move as he was, but Ellie was often hard to read, a result of her high-functioning Asperger’s, or as she termed it, “being Aspie-glorious.” She was currently staring out at the snow, listening to her latest audiobook purchase.

      “It’s so beautiful, Harry,” Melissa, his mother, said. “There’s space to breathe. You can go skiing, fishing, climbing, mountain biking,” she said. All of which Harry had no inclination to do at all. “We’ll finally be part of a community.”

      Community. He harrumphed. His mother was obsessed with the idea of “belonging to a community.” She had hated London and New York. She’d been raised in the wilds of Cornwall and hated the city—and yet, love had brought her to the urban metropolis with both of her marriages. Harry had been born a London kid, and he had been adapting quite nicely to New York living. He’d made friends on his block. There was a good skate park and a basketball court just around the corner from their apartment. He had finally found his community—even if it was one his mother didn’t approve of.

      Now they were heading to some cookie-sharing neighborhood where nobody locked their door, and everybody knew everybody else’s business. In Harry’s mind, this was less a little slice of heaven and more his idea of hell. He pulled his beanie hat lower over his head and pushed his floppy dark hair under the rim.

      His mother was laughing at something her new husband, Jared, was saying from the driver’s seat, but with his earphones on, Harry couldn’t work out what it was. It involved a lot of commotion with the map and bashing of the GPS, both of which were clearly not doing the job they were supposed to.

      His mother and Jared were like a pair of loved-up teenagers. To most eighteen-year-old boys, the thought of their mother being in love would have incited a serious case of projectile vomit, but not for Harry—not after everything they had been through.

      He had grown up seeing his mother in love, and when his father died, he had feared he might never see his mother smile again. Then she had met Dr. Jared Lewis.

      He was a good man, and he treated Mum right, which was all that mattered. Harry had tried to hate Jared but failed. Jared wasn’t capable of being hated. What was there to hate? Jared was a demi-god that walked amongst mere mortals like Harry, which had made the official adoption of Jared’s name for immigration purposes a lot easier. Jared was a leading cancer consultant who had cured thousands of people. He’d founded the charity Hold to help families who were affected by cancer, and he also rode a motorbike like an outlaw. Most of all, he had never tried to replace Dad, and for that, Harry was prepared to give the whole stepdad-stepson thing a fair run.

      Harry turned back to the window and tried to fight off the travel sickness. The road had been ridiculously twisty-turny, and there had been moments Harry thought they might all just skid off the edge of the mountain, never to be seen again. Whoever had founded Havenwood Falls sure as hell didn’t want any random folks just falling into it.

      The view changed little except for the addition, finally, of a sign that said, “Welcome to Havenwood Falls.” Harry sighed. Their new home was literally in the middle of nowhere. The last proper sign of civilization had been almost two hours ago, when they had passed through a town called Grand Junction.

      Jared slowed the car down when they hit the boundary of Havenwood Falls. As they passed the first few houses, Harry was immediately put in mind of those old-school American films, an effect enhanced by the fact every house was decked out like it belonged in Santa Town.

      “Great,” he sighed under his breath.

      “Pardon, sweetie?” Melissa asked.

      “Nothing.”

      “This place is amazing!” Ellie said, enthusiastically. “It’s so quaint!”

      “It sure is,” Jared said. “Wait until you see the house. You’re going to be totally bowled over.” He flashed them a grin made more joyful by the contrast of his dazzling, straight white teeth against his brown skin.

      If Harry had any concerns about being a misfit in such a quintessentially American community, goodness knew how Jared was going to find living here. On first impression, it was hardly the most radical example of multiculturalism and diversity. In fact, the whole place looked so sugarcoated, Harry thought he might just be sick after all.

      “As soon as I saw it, I knew it would be perfect,” Jared continued.

      Harry didn’t respond, and he felt a little bad that he couldn’t catch the wave of Jared’s swelling enthusiasm. This whole moving “adventure”—his mother’s word, not his—was happening on some crazy impulse; all because someone had posted the property details to Jared by mistake.

      Mum had been keen to explain it as a sign from the universe that shouldn’t be ignored, and quite frankly, if Mum said the universe had told her to move to the moon, Jared would smile and start packing.

      So here they were. Havenwood Falls bound. It was all weirdly like it was meant to happen. Maybe Mum had been right. Maybe the universe had decided this was where they should be, and if that was the case, well, at least the universe seemed to have a sense of humor.

      “Aside from the master suite, you get the pick of any of the other six bedrooms,” Jared continued.

      “Er, what about me?” Ellie said, suddenly bursting into life.

      “Eldest gets first pick,” Melissa said, smiling.

      “That’s so unfair!”

      “Life is, sunshine!” Jared said, causing Ellie to offer an eye-roll at Harry. “This is going to be our forever home. You, you, me, your mum, and your little sister,” he said, reaching out to stroke Melissa’s baby bump.

      Nothing lasts forever, Harry thought sadly. That was the first real thing he had learned on his journey toward adulthood. In the end, everybody died. No matter how much you loved them. No matter how hard you prayed.

      Jared slowed the car down further into cruise mode as he drove around the town square, giving Harry time to take in the eclectic range of shops. Havenwood Falls sure was kooky—and by the looks of it, a little hippie, too. The shops reminded him of the stores in the East Village—full of crystals, potions, dreamcatchers, and oddness. The only difference was Havenwood Falls clearly had a wealthy clientele, because some of the stores looked pretty high-end for a backwater nowhere place.

      “I don’t start at the medical center for a couple of weeks,” Jared declared. “Thought I’d give some time to the house before jumping in . . . aaaand, I thought it might give folks a chance to get used to this funny old face of mine,” he said, glancing over his shoulder and smiling.

      So Jared had clocked the small-town vibe, too.

      Mum reached out and stroked his cheek. “They’re going to love that gorgeous, clever brown face as much as I do. They’ll be pleased someone with your expertise and special talent has come to work in their community.”

      “Yep, it’s certainly going to be a bit of a change from St. Marks Hospital in the city, that’s for sure,” he said.

      Harry noted the slight pitch in Jared’s voice and wondered how he really felt about giving up his position at the cutting edge of medical science and practice to come to a backwater town like Havenwood Falls. Sure, Jared had given a good speech about taking it easier, reaping the harvest he’d sown, spending time enjoying being a father, getting fitter and happier . . . but it was going to be a big change for everyone.
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      “Holy crap!” Harry exclaimed. “It’s even bigger than it looks in the photos!”

      Harry took in the grand façade braced with several imposing columns that held up a porch almost bigger than their apartment back in New York.

      “It just needs a little love,” Melissa said, threading her arm through Jared’s and smiling. “It’s going to be beautiful.”

      Jared bent down and kissed her on top of her head.

      “A brand new chapter,” he said before turning to Harry. “Hey, kid?”

      Ellie snatched the keys from Jared’s hand and ran giddily up to the door, causing Melissa and Jared to laugh. Harry nodded and tried to join in, but it was hardly the kind of house that was going to win him any friends. He knew how the laws of high school worked, and some city outsider moving into one of the big old creepy houses—smack bang in the middle of the town for everybody to see—was going to invite trouble, even in a wealthy town like Havenwood Falls. It wasn’t as if they weren’t inconspicuous enough.

      “Yep, a new chapter,” Harry said, heading up the path, giving his mum and Jared space to do that whole threshold fool-around thing.

      The house was pretty bleak but it was kind of cool, too. Knowing Mum, she would soon have it looking like something from one of those glossy home magazines she used to style for back in England. That was her thing. Making magical spaces. Every now and then, alongside the magazine work, she’d also take on private design commissions and get paid a ridiculous amount of money to make someone else’s home for them.

      It was a strange idea to Harry, who thought a home should be a true expression of who someone really was rather than what they thought they should be, but it was a job his mum loved, and one she was good at. Looking around the dilapidated space of the mansion, his mother was going to love every minute of breathing new life back into the place.

      Hearing Jared and his mum staggering up the steps and laughing, Harry dashed upstairs to stake out which of the many rooms he would make his own. He wanted somewhere far away from the rest of the house; somewhere he could just chill and escape for a while. Somewhere he could paint properly.

      Art was Harry’s thing. He had an almost supernatural talent for it. He’d always been able to see the world through different eyes than most other people. Abstraction and balance came easily to him. He was talented, too—so much so, he had already secured an agent by the time he was fifteen and had his first exhibition in London just before his sixteenth birthday. There had been a second exhibition in New York, which had sold out, and had put him well on course to attaining a coveted scholarship at Courts, the prestigious art college in New York. At least the house would give him the proper space to work.

      The grand staircase split the house in half, and at the top of the stairs, he veered right, toward the side of the house that had the turret—which he had to admit, was more than a bit cool.

      He could hear Ellie scampering through the rooms ahead of him, banging open the doors, until he heard her squeal. “Oh, my God! This is the one! This is my room.”

      Harry paused at the doorway and looked in to find his sister spinning in a circle under a decadent but dusty crystal chandelier. The room was scattered with a few remaining relics of the house’s past life, one of which was a great chunky wooden four poster bed that had been left behind, probably because it would never fit through the door.

      “You’re welcome to it, princess! Someone probably died in that bed,” he said, chuckling as he continued to make his way down the corridor.

      Most of the doors were open and showed bare floor-boarded rooms with peeling wallpaper and dusty chandeliers. Some of the rooms still held a few small piles of sad and forlorn-looking books, which his mother had explained would be moved out in the next couple of weeks to the new library. The house had been used as a temporary library after the old one burned down, and the smell of burnt paper and smoke still lingered on some of the books, giving the house a perfume that wasn’t unpleasant, but which unnerved Harry a little.

      Finally, he reached the end of the corridor and came to a set of stairs that led to the third floor. A room in this part of the house will practically be like having my own place, he thought.

      The stairs opened up onto two interconnecting spaces and an old bathroom. It was perfect. Now all he had to do was persuade Jared and Mum that the space would make a great area not just for sleeping but as an art studio, too.

      “Harry? Harry, where are you?” his mum called from below.

      “I’m up here, Mum. This place is rad!”

      A minute later, his mother emerged, breathing hard.

      “Could you have chosen a room a little farther away?” she asked, laughing. “I wasn’t even going to open up these rooms for a couple of years.”

      “But it’s perfect, Mum—please? I can make this area a studio, and that room,” he pointed, “can be my bedroom.”

      “But wouldn’t you rather be closer to the kitchen—and the fridge?” she asked, raising a teasing eyebrow.

      “I can have my own fridge in here,” Harry said, chancing his luck.

      “I don’t think so. I’d never see you.”

      His mum looked around, and Harry could see part of her was a little disappointed he should want to remove himself so far away from the heart of the family.

      “And when the baby comes,” he continued, “it will mean she won’t disturb my sleep. And you know how a growing boy needs his sleep, Mum,” Harry said, winking.

      “I don’t know, Harry. It’s a little bleak up here.”

      “It’s not,” he began to protest. “There’s loads of light coming in the windows—just perfect for painting—and also, I can set up my drum kit and, just think, you’ll not even hear me.”

      His mum laughed. “Okay, you’ve sold me.”

      Harry wrapped her up in a big hug. “Thank you. It’s going to be super cool.”

      “This is all on one condition,” she said.

      “Anything—name it.”

      “That’s a dangerous deal, Harry. You don’t know what I’m going to say.”

      “I’m happy to take my chances.”

      “I get to help you decorate it. I don’t want you living up here like some poor starving artist in a garret. There’s time for that yet. It needs warming up a bit.”

      “I can do it myself,” he said, eyeing up the walls as if they were canvas.

      “And have it look like some kind of New York drug house? I don’t think so.”

      “So I can’t spray the walls?” he asked, his voice dropping with disappointment.

      “I didn’t say that,” she said.

      Harry’s grin grew so big, it threatened to split his face.

      “Only—nothing too depressing, okay?” she said, making her way back down the stairs. “I’ll have the moving guys bring your stuff up. I’m sure they’re going to thank you.”

      “Thanks, Mum,” he said again, but she was already gone.

      It was amazing how quiet the space was. He walked over to the window, pulled his sleeve down over his hand, and cleaned a perfect circle in the middle of the dusty glass. The window overlooked the walled garden at the back of the house. Being in the middle of town, the garden wasn’t massive, but it was big enough to have a couple of ancient trees, and there was also a half-ruined glass house that ran along the back of the mansion.

      He blinked hard, sure he had seen someone moving behind the oily glass. When he looked again, there was no one there.

      A trick of the light, he convinced himself. It was getting dark, despite the early hour. It was winter, and in a place like Havenwood Falls, that meant nature was queen.
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      “Hey, new boy,” a voice shouted from behind him.

      Harry groaned under his breath. And so it begins. He’d had to go through the whole tribal ritual-humiliation process when he’d started high school back in New York City—and just as it had settled down, here he was again, about to have to go through it all over again.

      “You called,” he said as innocently as he could, turning around to face the asshole who was clearly out for a biggest dick competition.

      Before he could fully find his feet, he was pressed back into his locker by a bulk of football-sweater-wrapped muscle and the smell of heavy cologne.

      “Just thought I’d introduce myself. I’m like the head of the welcoming committee around here,” the meathead said.

      “Well, thank you, sir, that’s mighty civil of you. I’m sorry, I didn’t quite catch your name?”

      “I didn’t give you my name. You don’t need to know my name, you just need to know my face—and that I’m in charge around here. So you know, you better keep me sweet, Emo Boy.”

      “Emo Boy,” Harry said, nodding his head and pressing his lips together. “Original.”

      “What you say?” Meathead asked, bringing his face nearer to Harry and causing him to find himself strangely captivated by such a perfect set of white teeth. They were weirdly on the pointy side of things, putting Harry in mind of a dog. It was because he was lost in observation that Harry didn’t respond, and that only served to wind up Meathead more.

      “What’s your name?” he repeated.

      “Harry,” he replied without hesitation this time. He didn’t care who knew his name, especially not this idiot. He wasn’t intimidated by some local jock with too much testosterone—not after a baptism by fire on the streets of New York, where the real “hard boys” hung out.

      “Well, look here, Harry Potter, there’s a way of things around here, and a pack order. Get my drift?”

      “You mean a hierarchy?” Harry offered helpfully, knowing the smug smile on his face was likely to get him thumped, but he didn’t care.

      Meathead shook his head, as if the use of a big word had actually caused him physical pain. “Yeah, whatever, Potter, and when it comes to the pack, you’re like that little runt snuffling around his mama’s teat and not getting anything. Get me?”

      Harry stifled a laugh at Meathead’s absurd attempt at metaphor.

      “Yeah, sure, whatever,” Harry said, shrugging. “Look, nice as this little chat has been, I have to get to class. Don’t want to make a poor impression on my first day.”

      A loud crash of metal sounded by Harry’s ear. He slid his eyes to the right, to see Meathead’s fist still planted in the metal. The guy hadn’t even flinched.

      “Don’t forget who you are, Emo Boy. You’re nothing!”

      With that, Meathead circled around and headed through the small crowd that had gathered to witness Harry’s initiation into Havenwood Falls High.

      A girl approached, cradling her books in her arms.

      “Are you okay?” she asked, her bright blue eyes piercing Harry right in the stomach.

      As easy as it had been to out-articulate Meathead, suddenly, Harry found himself completely out of words. Eventually, his brain clicked into place and he muttered, “Urm . . . yeah. Fine, thank you.”

      He hoped he wasn’t blushing as hotly as he felt.

      “Don’t mind Chuck. He’s our resident nut-job. Thinks he’s one of the big boys and desperate to impress Kase, our top dog around here, but Chuck’s a loser.”

      Harry nodded. “It’s cool. I’ve dealt with worse.”

      She smiled. “Well, his bark is louder than his bite—mostly,” she said, reaching out her hand and placing it briefly on Harry’s arm.

      Without thinking, he flinched, and she took her hand back, as if scalded. This time, it was her turn to blush. “So, where are you from?”

      “London.”

      “Oh, cool. I’ve always wanted to go to London,” she said.

      An awkward silence settled between them, which she filled quickly with an embarrassed laugh.

      “Do you have any brothers or sisters coming to Havenwood Falls High?”

      Harry nodded and tried to remember to breathe. “Yes, my sister Ellie will start after Christmas. She’s a sophomore.”

      “There’s some really nice people in her year. She’ll be fine. Sorry,” she said, holding out an introductory hand. “My name is Mia.”

      Harry jostled his rucksack and clumsily took her hand, laughing, too. “Harry. Harry Lewis.”

      “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Harry Lewis,” she said, fixing her stunning eyes on his again.

      He didn’t know what it was about her eyes, but when she looked at him, it was as if they emitted some kind of mind-altering beam of light or something. He shook his head, trying to free himself of her powers.

      “Are you coming, Mia?” a girl with dark hair asked, slamming her locker with frustration. “We’re going to be late. Again!”

      “Yeah, sorry,” she said, turning her head in the direction of her friend before returning to Harry. “Sorry, got to run. We’ve got History, and she hates to be late.”

      Harry flashed Mia a smile before reaching into his pocket to pull out his schedule. He had only been presented with it less than half an hour ago, but it already looked like it had been through the washing machine.

      “Advanced Art,” he muttered to himself. “There’s worse ways to start a Monday.”

      He turned the schedule over to look at the map, which made about as much sense as the rest of this crazy place.

      “Know where you’re going, buddy?” a passing boy asked.

      “Erm,” Harry snorted. “No. I’ve got advanced art.”

      “You want to take the stairs and then head left. You’ll find it from there.”

      “Thank you,” Harry said with genuine appreciation.

      “Don’t mention it,” the guy in the flannel shirt said as he kept walking. Before he was completely lost in the throng of students, he shouted back over his shoulder. “Name’s Kase, by the way. See you around.”
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