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      A cursed witch unable to use her powers. A shifter who’s lived this long by keeping to himself. A choice to save her—or himself.

      Circe is a witch. Everyone says so. Her powers have yet to manifest, but even if they did, an ancient curse prohibits her from using them. She’s also an orphan, and the coven that raised her reminds her of both every day. Lest she fall in love and very bad things will follow.

      Yearning for a break from the coven’s rituals and meddling, Circe strikes out on her own in Havenwood Falls, far away from the constant reminders that someone wants her blood.

      Evan is that someone. He’s a shifter—a truth he’s hidden his entire existence, and the single reason a council of mages hired him. And now, thanks to an unfortunate and binding deal, Evan has been charged with locating Circe. He should have dealt with her ages ago, but he keeps finding excuses not to. And it’s not only that he doesn’t trust the council’s motives, or that he has no interest in kidnapping an innocent girl.

      This job is all he needs to resolve his bargain, yet Evan can’t seem to follow through.

      When the council tires of waiting, they take matters into their own hands. And Evan must decide: step out of the shadows to save her, or keep his own skin.
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        Double, double toil and trouble;

        Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

        —William Shakespeare, Macbeth
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      He was supposed to take her. He hadn’t. Five weeks and he hadn’t. And now she’d gone into hiding, in a secret town nestled in the mountains of Colorado. Havenwood Falls: a haven for supernaturals. A place where she could have stayed safe indefinitely, if only he hadn’t followed her.

      He was a fool.
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      Circe was cursed. Alone. And that was the way she liked it. Love was for fools, not someone like her. She had better things to do, she thought as she shoved her dirty clothes into two machines at the back of the local laundromat. She’d spent most of her life not needing to remind herself of the ancient edicts holding her magic and love life for ransom, but after a few days in Havenwood Falls, suddenly she was surrounded by shifters and supes with Adonis bodies and secret, sexy-times smiles. It was getting hard to stay focused.

      A shifter of some sort leaned against the machine beside her, his thick arms flexing as they crossed over his chest. She couldn’t tell what kind, but he radiated otherness, and everything about him tried to draw her in. She reached up to amp the volume on her earbuds and slammed the door on the washing machine a little too hard. Fools, she reminded herself. Love is for fools.

      And dirty sexy-time was how you got there.

      Laundry Playlist blaring in her ears, Circe turned to go. She’d grab coffee while she waited on the wash; that would at least get her away from the half-dressed blond who liked to practice stretching his quads during the spin cycle.

      The apartment she’d moved into at Havenwood Village wasn’t quite ready when she’d arrived, but if she could only hang on a few more days, she would finally be able to close herself in and introvert the hell out of it. As it was, a nice man from McCabe & Sons was banging and hammering around four or five hours a day to whittle down the extensive list of damages left by the previous occupant. Whatever had happened there hadn’t been an easy thing. Circe couldn’t be sure if it’d been caused by one supe or two, but signs pointed to a violent and unintentional shift in the center of a crowded apartment—and it hadn’t gone well. Being exposed to new species was turning out to be a good reminder to Circe to be grateful for what she had—at least her magic wouldn’t tear her apart.

      She strolled down the sidewalk toward Coffee Haven, tugging her new puffer jacket tight around herself. She wouldn’t miss the soul-scorching heat of an Arizona summer, but this “cool mountain breeze,” as her new hosts had called it, was a pretty harsh swing. Piles of snow edged the town where the streets and sidewalks had been cleared, and Circe imagined there would be long stretches of winter where she did not even leave her home. Havenwood Falls had something else that desert town didn’t have: a hefty population of supernatural beings.

      Thanks to a nasty curse, Circe’s mother had died during childbirth, leaving Circe orphaned. Well, that hadn’t exactly been what had orphaned her. Circe had been told that once her mother was gone, her father couldn’t stand to look at the child they’d created. He’d apparently abandoned Circe, left her on the steps of on old church inhabited by witches. Circe might have understood if he was too distraught to deal, but it was kind of hard to forgive something like that. Even now that the passage of time had given her distance from it.

      Her father had dumped her, simple as that, and Circe had been left with nothing but a hand-me-down hex and a bad outlook.

      So the witches who raised her became her guardians, and she counted the days until she was finally old enough to look out for herself. They’d insisted she call them all aunts, and she did love them, but some days they felt a lot more like jailers than kin. She’d played in the courtyard behind the church as a child, locked inside by invisible wards. The aunts had attempted a few play dates, but it was hard to find children who fit into a world so filled with magic, who would play among the church’s crypts and lofts. So the cats and crows became her only friends.

      She didn’t know her birthday, but Circe had watched the calendar since she was big enough to read, and every March during the spring equinox ritual, she’d mark another year’s passing. Eighteen of those ceremonies had come and gone without freedom.

      And then, only weeks ago, a distant relative of one of the aunts had come for a visit. Lyra Beaumont had been pretty and petite, and pale enough it was clear she’d not lived through a recent Arizona summer. The aunts had met privately with her for long hours, and then they’d brought Circe in to be introduced. Circe had stood frozen in front of Lyra where she sat in a plush velvet chair, and it was gently explained that Circe would finally be allowed to leave their home.

      Her heart was in her throat, but she still heard the truth of it. The offer came with a condition: she would be trading one set of wards for another. Circe could leave the coven, choose her own vocation, and live a real life, but only if she would come to Havenwood Falls, a place where she and her secrets could be protected. Lyra and the Beaumont family were apparently locals and members of the Luna Coven. Their coven and the governing body of the town—the Court of the Sun and the Moon—had been told of Circe’s curse and her unusual situation.

      The problem with not having a family is that you’ve got no one to ask what the hell you are. Circe’s father had left her when she’d been no more than a baby. The aunts had found out what they could about him, and about Circe’s curse, but it wasn’t much. No one could be certain what might happen in her future.

      Sure, the aunts had given her shelter until she reached an age where she could legally go out on her own—and even longer. They’d shown her what not to do. They’d shown her who to stay away from. They’d warned her of the curse, that she could never fall for a man or she would be doomed worse than her mother. But aside from that, aside from the constant assurances that she was a witch and that was all that mattered, they’d no idea where Circe really came from—what sort of beings her parents were. Circe knew she wasn’t part shifter or vamp like some of the locals here. Not fae. But even though she hadn’t come into her full power, something potent was inside of her. She felt it—the magic that ran through her blood, strong and dangerous.

      Capable of decimating the shadows that followed her.

      And, unlike the aunts, Lyra and her coven were not keeping Circe tucked away.

      A chime dinged on the street in front of her, the door to Shelf Indulgence opening as a tall brunette came out. The woman smelled of herbs and tonics, and something like home. Circe didn’t want to go back, but it was hard not to miss a place she’d been for nineteen years. Circe smiled, and the woman gave her a friendly wave, fumbling her books and packages before regaining control. One door down, and Circe was at Coffee Haven, near the center of a line of shops that faced the town square.

      It was lovely inside, with worn hardwood floors and a long marble counter like an old-fashioned ice cream parlor. The walls were covered in art, hanging plants and crystals were scattered around the space, and Circe was comfortable despite the press of the crowd. She leaned against the counter, deciding on a sweet orange tea before being talked into a blueberry scone by a petite blonde whose name tag read “Willow.” Circe had encountered the woman the previous day and noticed she seemed exceptionally good at reading people, that she had an uncanny intuition. There was a sense of otherness about this Willow, and Circe wondered if she had empathic abilities. Circe had been a bundle of nerves that first day, and Willow had immediately offered a selection of calming teas and sweet cakes.

      Circe had liked her right away.

      Today, Circe took her purchases to a small table against the wall and was immediately glad she chose the scone. Her gaze wandered over the crowd, taking in a myriad of supernatural tells and what appeared to be simply normal human beings, all going about their lives as if this wasn’t an entirely epic event. Circe being alone. On her own. Thoroughly without the watching eyes of her many, many aunts.

      Her gaze trailed over the wall of art, pencils and acrylics and oils, all varied in style and skill, and she realized they must have been the work of local artists. Her stomach dipped at the idea of the possibility, and she added it to the growing list of potential thrills: someday seeing her own watercolors on display. In public. She caught herself grinning like an idiot and bit the edge of her lip against that grin. Didn’t want the residents of Havenwood Falls to think she was one of those witches.

      And then a shadow moved at the edge of the storefront window outside, and Circe’s mood fell. She wasn’t under the watchful eye of the coven, but that didn’t mean she was alone.

      It didn’t mean she was safe.

      Circe grimaced, keeping her head down as she finished her scone. The tea was sweet, with just a little bite, and it warmed her all the way through. She thought she was brave enough now for her meeting with Addie, so she picked up her handbag overstuffed with elixirs and charms thanks to the vigilant aunts, and left the safety of Coffee Haven to tick off one more task.

      Adelaide Beaumont, youngest of the Beaumont witches and Lyra’s daughter, was not what Circe had expected. The aunts had called her a business manager and court liaison, but here she was in a hoodie and ripped jeans, legs crossed at the ankles with a worn pair of Chuck Taylor All Stars propped on the edge of the desk.

      She snapped her gum, sitting up to give Circe a knowing smile as she spotted her in the doorway.

      “Do I look that nervous?” Circe asked.

      Addie chuckled. “It’ll be over in a jiffy.”

      Circe managed to smile back as she looked at the woman, searching for signs of familiarity. Addie was a Beaumont too, which meant she was some distant relative of Morgan, one of the many “aunts.” Morgan had never specified the exact relationship, but it was apparently close enough that the Beaumonts would do her this favor, that they would allow Circe a safe haven even knowing she would soon develop dangerous powers.

      Circe cleared her throat. In truth, it wasn’t the needle she was afraid of. “So this is permanent?”

      Addie glanced up from the supplies she was laying out on the table, her wrists layered in bracelets and stones. She cocked a brow behind her black-framed glasses. “Already planning on running away?”

      Circe took a deep breath and stepped forward. “No, I’m here for good.”

      She reached a hand out to Addie, cementing her independence from the aunts, committing her soul to Havenwood Falls.
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      Evan followed her as she walked alone through the town, apparently unaware of the danger she was in. Circe Alexander—nineteen years old, five foot four, brown hair, brown eyes, no identifiable markings—had been under the protection of thirteen women since the moment he’d found her, and now suddenly she was strolling around on her own, like she didn’t have a care in the world. She’d been doing laundry, having coffee, browsing books, and now it looked as if she was sporting a brand new tattoo. So much for no identifiable markings. It was utterly baffling. And yet, here he was, watching her still.

      Tattoo still fresh and pink, Circe sauntered along the town square, rubbing her hands and blowing a breath to warm them. It wasn’t overly cold, but she was a transplant, and that made all the difference. Evan wore a jacket over his henley, but only so he could turn up the collar in an effort to blend in. The magic in his blood kept him warm enough, and the jacket had done little to keep him under the radar. This was a town scattered with supernaturals. They could sense their own. They knew he was something different.
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