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      Every town has stories of its past, and Havenwood Falls is no different. And when the town’s residents include a variety of supernatural creatures, those historical tales often become Legends. This is but one . . .

      Emeline Fairchild couldn’t imagine a more perfect match for herself than Dragan Bishop. Her real-life Prince Charming, a powerful mage, freed her from a curse, awakening her to a new world in a new century. She finds herself in 1913, in a beautiful town in the Colorado mountains, with Dragan by her side. With such an enchanted beginning, their union would be nothing short of magical. Their love is full of fire and passion—some might say obsession. But as the much anticipated wedding approaches, Emeline soon finds the magic turning dark.

      When tragedy comes to their burgeoning little town, Emeline is forced to ask what lengths Dragan went to in order to break her curse. Emotions and trust unravel, but Emeline’s new art master shows her that light is a far greater power than the dark. Is her light enough to defeat the darkness of a jealous and insane mind? Or is it too late to save the true love of her life?
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      SPRING 1913

      It’s spring, and I’m sitting in the garden with the man I’m going to marry. He’s perhaps not the first man you’d think I’d be marrying. We’re almost entirely different in every way. He’s tall and straight, with dark brooding blue eyes that can read your soul for all its desires, and I’m petite, with snow-blond hair and green eyes that dream of meadows and woodlands and home.

      He is witch, and I am fae, and our magic is real, but not entirely compatible. I am the early summer day, and he the storm that follows it. He has the power to destroy me, and I have the power to redeem him. Our love is a battle between the two, and it is fierce and full of passion in a time when passion is a secret activity, executed in brief moments, of crushed velvets and satins against library cases, in smoldering looks in the candlelight, in the touch of leather gloves against my skin. Stolen pleasures. Divine moments.

      We are to be married in two months, on the night of a full moon, by the great falls. The ritual will be conducted by a member of the Court of the Sun and the Moon. Then we will be left in the woods as children of Nature, and when we return, we will be man and wife under the eyes of all the gods and goddesses; of Father Sun and Mother Moon, of Holy Creator, and all other universal energies.

      We will be married in the humans’ church on the following Sunday, for the sake of appearance; me dressed in pure cottons and carrying summer flowers. The town of Havenwood Falls will be there to witness the joining of our two powerful bloodlines. Founding families. The folks from the big houses. Mr. and Mrs. Bishop.
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        * * *

      

      “Tell me our story again,” I say, resting my head on Dragan’s burgundy-velvet-covered shoulder.

      He stretches out his legs and crosses them at the ankle, luxuriating in the weak spring sunshine. His smile could melt the sun. His dark blue eyes dance with secrets and promises. They are eyes that threaten to take me to dark places I’ve only just begun to imagine.

      “You really want to hear it again?” he asks, cocking his brow.

      I thread my arm through his and push myself closer to him. He smells of rich spices and faraway lands. It is through his stories I have come to love him. Stories of his home, of his magic, of the ravages of war and the terrors of the Ottoman invasions; of his Serbian mother, Anika, who was burned at the stake for being a witch, and his father’s return to his native England, where he established a coven in Glastonbury, who worshipped at Stonehenge. And then, the family’s flight across the big ocean to the New World on the promise of gold, mountains, and freedom—only the dream fast became a nightmare when the New World started burning their witches like the Old World had.

      “I want to hear it all—right from the minute you stepped off the boat,” I say, knowing Dragan will not spare the details like my parents do when I ask them about those times.

      He’s still looking at me with eyes so intense I can almost read him, but not quite. Dragan is dark waters.

      “Okay, all of it, but in chapters, and not all today as I have to be somewhere in an hour,” he says, taking a deep breath and checking his pocket watch. “Also, maybe a few little omissions.” He smirks, making a gesture with his thumb and finger, and in a flash, I see the boy he once was and all the potential for delightful wickedness he holds.

      “Yes, perhaps you should leave out the saloon fights and the brothels,” I say, trying to shock him with my worldliness. He doesn’t rise to the bait. His eyes have already filmed over and he’s traveled into the past; a place that I both inhabited and didn’t. A time I was both alive and dead, but more on that later.
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      “We had arrived in New England and made our way a little south, not yet sure where we would settle, for the land was far less hospitable than we had thought it would be. Everything seemed set to push us back out of the country, and we were seriously thinking about returning home to continue our father’s coven in England.

      “But just as we were about to give up, Rodavan had a vision while scrying that sent us south. We’d find a group of travelers who would lead us to home. I thought the idea was absurd, to go traipsing halfway across the nation on the basis of a vision, but Rodavan was adamant it was our destiny, and when Rodavan gets an idea in his head, there’s no shaking it. To be honest, I was more than happy to leave.

      “We had made a reasonable amount of money peddling potions and lotions and cure-alls, which in a land of new diseases and poisonous animals, made for rich pickings. We continued to make our way south, me riding our wagon with all of our worldly possessions and Rodavan following with our trade wagon. It made for slow progress, and the sound of rattling bottles soon became maddening.

      “By the late 1840s, we had made it as far as Mississippi and were heading toward St. Louis, having heard rumor of other powerful witches and medicine men practicing a form of magic not too dissimilar to our own. It had been a hard journey, but we were used to a life of hardship despite our wealth and privilege. The war back home in Serbia during our childhood had not discriminated, and no amount of money could protect us entirely from the bloodshed.

      “Nevertheless, Mississippi was unlike anything we had seen, and it certainly wasn’t what we had hoped for when we had traveled to the New World with the hope of making a life in a new land without prejudice.

      “When we traveled the banks of the Mississippi, we saw many a rich white man, ‘civilized’ and finely dressed, whipping his slaves, or placing them in shackles as if they were no more than animals. We were haunted by the songs of African slaves, their magic speaking to our own; their persecution and subjugation a song all too familiar to us—so that although we were different, we were the same.

      “The horrors we witnessed in the cotton plantations flanking the river bank were enough to blanch even our hardened souls. Rodavan and I quickly came to the understanding we had swapped one ethnic cleansing horror for another. We were again wondering if we should return to England and see if we could find sanctuary there, when a caravan of wagons approached us.

      “There was nothing novel about this. We had seen a great many caravans on our travels. The whole nation was in a flux of settlement and motion, but what was unique about this caravan of wagons was the powerful magic surrounding it. Whoever was coming, they weren’t human—and they weren’t just witches either.”

      Dragan pauses with the flair of a practiced storyteller.

      “The Old Families?” I ask, knowing this part of the story well. “My mother and father?”

      He nods.

      “They told us how they had originally come south, with some hopeless hope of freeing some slaves, but the scale of the situation was beyond even their wildest nightmares. The overwhelm, even with their combined magical powers, had been too much. They had done everything they could along the way, petitioning and campaigning anyone who would even half listen, but in doing so, they had made many powerful enemies, who were only too keen to spread vicious rumors that they were a band of Satan-worshipping criminals and outlaws. They had been forced to flee and were now traveling, looking for a place they could finally call their home.

      “The hardship of our circumstances meant friendships were made fast and firm with the group. My brother and I were keen to travel to a place where we could settle and make a world of our own, one based on freedom and possibility, one where we could practice our magic and our beliefs without fear. It was a notion that bonded us all deeply.”

      Dragan stops his narrative, and I look up to see Harriet, our maid, walking toward us with a tray of lemonade and plate of scones in one hand and a collapsible tray table in the other. Dragan removes my hand from his arm, and we straighten up into respectability.

      “Your mother thought you might be in need of some refreshment,” Harriet explains, putting up the table with a skilled flick of the wrist.

      “Thank you, Harriet,” I say, smiling.

      I see the way she glances at Dragan from under her eyelashes and the blush on her cheek, and I know exactly what she thinks about when she’s laying in her bed at night, because they are my thoughts, too.

      “Your mother says not to be too much longer,” she says. “She needs you to go over some of the menus for the wedding breakfast so we can start planning.”

      I nod and tell Harriet to assure my mother I’ll be in within the hour, but to my disappointment, Dragan has already drunk half a glass of lemonade and is standing.

      “Actually, I’m afraid I need to go,” he says, checking his pocket watch. I have some business to attend to in town.”

      “Oh,” I say, unable to hide my disappointment.

      He sees my smile fall, but doesn’t offer any kind of promise or apology. I stand up too and walk him back toward the house, leaving a disgruntled Harriet to gather up the lemonade and tray.
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      Mother sits in one of the soft blue velvet chairs in the morning room, the sunlight making her pale hair glisten like spun gold. She is still so beautiful, and I can see why father is still completely captivated by her. He has always loved her. There has never been any doubt.

      She looks up when she sees me enter.

      “Good morning, Emeline,” she says, dropping her eyes back to the pamphlet she is reading. “How was your night?”

      “It was good. I slept.”

      Her head jolts up, and she frowns. “You slept?”

      I nod and sit down in the chair opposite her. “Yes, and it feels so good. I feel like new this morning.”

      She lets out a full sigh, and I can see the worry etched around her eyes. “And you had no problem waking?”

      “No.”

      “This is wonderful news, Emeline.”

      There’s a period of silence as she returns her attention to the pamphlet and I sit, enjoying the way the morning sunlight is falling on my face.

      I look over to her and ask, “What really happened to me, Mother?”

      She freezes, closing her eyes as she inhales deeply, trying to center herself. “Let’s not talk on this,” she replies. “Those times are past.”

      “But I need to know.”

      She puts down the pamphlet on the side table and picks at imaginary lint on her skirt. “Why, Emeline? What purpose does it serve?”

      “Because not knowing is creating a whole host of monsters and quiet fears inside my head.”

      She swallows, glancing away from me, unable to meet my eyes. I can tell she’s trying to decide what to tell me.

      “Okay, I’ll tell you what you need to know and then you must promise to be satisfied and talk no further on it.”

      I nod, resigning myself to the idea that is about as good a deal as I’m likely to get. Mother straightens her back and begins with deliberate words.

      “It was your sixteenth birthday, a day we had been approaching with dread. You had wanted a party so badly. You were so full of life and the whole world was in the palm of your hand. Do you remember?”

      I nod. “I had begged you for a green silk gown,” I say.

      Mother smiles. “Yes. You were quite set on it. Green has always been your favorite color. It was a big day for you, not only because you were turning sixteen, but because you were in love, too, and I think you hoped that might be the night you finally had your first real taste of love.”

      This memory brings forward a stab of pain I didn’t expect. His name was Jasper, and I had been besotted. We had grown up together, and it had always been meant to be. I had spent months hoping that my birthday party would be the night we shared our first kiss, but then . . .

      “I cried the entire night before your birthday,” Mother continues, “promising that if somehow you were spared, I would happily take your place. As you know, you had been cursed at birth, it being foretold that on your sixteenth birthday you would ingest a poison that would place you into an endless slumber.”

      She stops with a sense of finality I’m not willing to accept.

      “And the rest of the story?” I ask. “All of this I already know. I want to know the reason for my curse. I want to know what it was that poisoned me.”

      Mother sniffs. “You were cursed because your father made a terrible mistake—a mistake he has never forgiven himself for.”

      “What mistake? What did he do?”

      She starts to shake her head.

      “No, Mama, I need to know,” I insist.

      The discussion is evidently painful, enough to bring tears to her eyes.

      “Before your father met me, he was in love with a girl called Felicity. There was an accident, and she died. Felicity’s father was a powerful mage and vowed vengeance on your father. The first daughter your father produced would face a fate worse than death—an eternal slumber that would start on the day of her sixteenth birthday, the age Felicity was when your father killed her.”

      My heart is pulling tight and my head swimming. I had known there must be some terrible secret to have caused such a vow of vengeance, but my father killing a young girl!

      “What happened? How did Felicity die?”

      Mother shifts in her chair, her hands knitting together with anxiety.

      “It was Christmas and his parents were hosting a party, like they did every year. At some point in the festivities, your father and Felicity had snuck away to be alone together. Her father had grown suspicious when he couldn’t find his daughter and had gone looking for her, knowing the two of them were stupidly in love and probably up to no good.

      Hearing his approach, they panicked, and your father encouraged Felicity to hide in an oak linen chest, shutting the lid. Felicity’s father, on finding your father alone, took the opportunity to give him a serious talking to about his daughter’s virtue and warned him that should his daughter be discovered ruined, your father would pay a high price.

      Eventually, Felicity’s father left, and your father rushed to the chest to release her, only the locking mechanism had triggered, and she was locked in. Your father tried desperately to free her as he listened to the decreasing cries and her desperate thuds. By the time he found the key, hidden on top of the wardrobe, Felicity was dead.”

      I let out a cry of anguish, tears springing to my eyes. “Poor Felicity. Poor Father! How horrible. I can’t imagine. . .”

      “Your father set about a period of self-punishment, but it wasn’t enough in the eyes of Felicity’s father. He wanted your father to feel the grief he felt, and so you were cursed.”

      We sit in stymied silence, letting the truth wrap around us. My father killed the girl he loved—I can’t even begin to imagine the anguish and the suffering—and because of that, we had all suffered.

      And no one more than me.

      Dragan freed me from my curse just over a year ago. No one understood how hard it was to adjust. They were just happy I had returned, but I’d not only woken into a new world, but a new time.

      My last memories from before are of being at the Fae Court on my sixteenth birthday, hoping to kiss the boy I loved. All that was over a hundred years ago. Now, I am in a town full of other supernatural beings, and humans, with their strange technological contraptions and weapons—and I’ve acquired a sister, Beatrice, who is now my elder sister. The whole thing is enough to send anyone insane.

      But thankfully, there is Dragan. He was the first face I’d seen in over a hundred years, and his eyes were so full of love that I held no doubt that regardless of everything, I had found home.

      “I think I need to go and get some air,” I say, standing and making my way to the French doors and the garden. I need to escape the walls, which suddenly feel like they are sliding inwards.
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      Dragan has missed our usual morning coffee. I have been waiting all day for him to call and it is already late in the afternoon. I’m just about to give up hope, starting to worry something might have happened, when the doorbell rings.

      I spring to my feet to answer it before Mother sharply instructs me to sit down and act like a lady, something I often have difficulty with. I straighten my hair and pull my skirts neat, anticipating his arrival any moment. When his brother walks in, my heart skips a beat, and I know immediately something is wrong.

      “Good evening, Roseline,” he says, reaching out for my mother’s hand to give the customary kiss. “Emeline.”

      “Is Dragan well?” I ask, skipping the formalities.

      “He is the reason for my call.”

      My hand flies to my heart space, preparing myself for bad news. “What’s happened? Is he hurt?”

      “There was a situation in town earlier. A brawl broke out in the saloon when a game went south. Dragan got caught in the action and was knocked out cold when he got hit on the head with a chair.”

      “Oh, my goodness,” Mother exclaims. “How shocking.”

      My heart begins to settle when I see Rodavan break into a smile. “He’s fine, Roseline. His ego is hurt more than his head. However, the doctor said he had to rest up for a couple of days.”

      “But he’s going to be okay?” I ask, still panicked.

      Rodavan nods. “He’s going to be fine. He’s sent me round to ask permission for Emeline to go and see him for a couple of hours. He’s feeling a little sorry for himself. I’m very happy to chaperone her.”

      Mother is uneasy. She and Father have been quite clear about the boundaries when it comes to their daughters spending time alone with gentlemen, even those whom they are due to marry.

      “And you will be accompanying her?” she asks for confirmation.

      Rodavan nods. “You have my word I’ll keep her safe, Roseline.”

      I’m blushing, not able to quite believe that my mother and future brother-in-law are so openly discussing the protection of my virtue.

      “She must be back before eight,” she says eventually. “Her father will be home shortly afterwards, and I don’t want him to come home and find her out.”

      “Certainly.”

      I’ve already stood, ready to go when Rodavan asks me if I need to prepare. I shake my head.

      “I just need to get my coat, and I’m ready,” I say, keen to get to Dragan’s and see for myself that he is all right.

      The walk to Dragan’s house with Rodavan is strange. It’s a little difficult to know what to talk about, so we pass the ten-minute walk talking about the weather and various town news, like the new statue they are putting up in the gardens in the town square. It’s causing quite a stir. Everything seems to cause a stir at the moment.

      When we arrive, Rodavan tells me he’ll come back to collect me in a couple of hours. I turn to him, surprised he’s leaving me after his promises to Mother. He’s taking a little too much joy in my anxiety.

      “Just push the door,” he instructs, waving me on with his hand. “Dragan has dropped the ward.”

      I stand at the bottom of the imposing stairs looking at the large oak door, with its Green Man door knocker. Butterflies flutter in my stomach. I look back at Rodavan, who smiles with encouragement.

      “You’ll be fine, Emeline. He’s in no fit state to be a rogue, and besides, you’re practically married already.” He chuckles.

      I take the first step with hesitation and then skip up the rest of them, my heartbeat increasing with each step, and slip in through the door.

      His house is the perfect mirror of him. It’s all solid wood, dark rich colors, and full of shadows.
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