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      To Tammy,

      Because you love Halloween and I absolutely adore you. Thank you for all the support, encouragement, and constant dedication.

      Xoxo,

      C.D. Gorri
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      All Hallow’s Eve is a time for secrets to be unveiled…

      

      Barvale might be home to one of the biggest Bear Shifter Clans in the entire continent of North America, but shhhh…it’s a secret!

      

      Crazy Maisy Daniels couldn’t leave Barvale fast enough after high school. She’d earned that hated nickname after telling her classmates she’d seen a boy change into a Bear just behind the football field! A social pariah and the butt of every joke in her grade, it was no wonder she’d promised herself to never step foot in that godforsaken town again.

      

      But when her dad has emergency surgery, who else can help? Maisy returns home to find things are a mess. The tractor is broken and there are only a few hours until the Daniels Farm Annual Haunted Halloween Hayride & Spooky Soiree begins. Unfortunately, the only repair shop open belongs to the bane of her high school days, Arthur Lance himself. It’s time for Maisy to just grin and bear it!

      

      Arthur Lance just opened his third full-service garage and automotive repair shop in his hometown of Barvale, New Jersey. Business was going great, but his Bear wasn’t satisfied with a job well done. The silly animal was still pining for the one who got away back in high school. Burying himself in work was the only thing he could do to keep his beast placated and his human side sane.

      

      When Maisy returns to town, Arthur can't believe his luck. Maybe this time around, he can reveal his secret, and win the girl.

      

      Will Maisy accept him as her fated mate when he finally reveals the truth?
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      Happy Halloween!

      Tis the season to be spooky!

      Hey there Clan mates,

      I love this time of year! Halloween is a time for some good old-fashioned scary fun in our beloved Barvale.

      A few reminders so we all have a good time this year:

      Keep all costumes g-rated and appropriate for normals eyes. Humans will be celebrating too. Lake Ursa will be closed and heavily patrolled by our own Enforcer Security Unit. Trespass at your own risk, those Polar Bears are cranky!

      Also, remember to keep the young ones safe. Check all candy before consumption. And no tp’ing the Den or Clary will be using a super-soaker on your sorry ass.

      And heads up, people, she didn’t fill it with warm water. So…trespass at your own risk.

      Congrats to our very own Arthur Lance on the opening of his third garage. To celebrate, Bear Claw Bakery is making tire-shaped donuts this week only. Way to go, Artie!

      Okay, warnings and threats aside, here are our local events: Trick-or-treating down Main Street will take place along with a costume parade. And of course, one of my personal favorites, the Halloween Hayride and Soiree at Daniels Farm will take place on Mischief Night as always.

      Krissy and I will be attending. Come join the Halloween fun!

      If there are any questions, feel free to send an email, make a call, or drop by the bakery.

      Thank you.

      Sincerely,

      Taylor Devlin, Barvale Clan Keeper and co-owner of Bear Claw Bakery Inc.
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      Barvale High School, Twelve years ago...

      “Crazy Maisy!”

      “Crazy Maisy!”

      “CRAZY MAISY!”

      The chanting grew louder and louder as Maisy Daniels hurried away from the high school football field. She could hardly control the trembling of her body. As if being a chubby blonde with braces wasn’t hard enough on a girl, she had to go and blab to the school busybody what she’d just seen behind the old bleachers.

      What the heck were you thinking, Maisy Daniels? She scolded herself and swatted the hot tears that stung her cheeks as she hurried on her way, quick as her chubby legs could carry her.

      Crap, this sucked! Crappity, crap, crap, CRAP!

      Why had Maisy made the mistake of telling Lorna Manning what she’d seen? She could’ve told anyone but her. Ugh. Her first big school event, and she’d messed it all up.

      It was as if her first few weeks as a Barvale High freshman hadn’t been enough for her. Talk about rough. Maisy had managed to get lost six times in the first two days on campus. She’d spilled her entire lunch tray on her science teacher’s immaculate white loafers on the third day of school.

      It just had to be sloppy joe day. Then, she’d accidentally knocked over one of the senior’s art projects in the hall, crumbling the miniature clay model of Barvale High’s mascot, a Black Bear in full on snarl mode, to bits. Not to mention, she managed to alienate even the nerdy kids in her advanced math class by getting all the answers right and acing the first pop quiz.

      Ugh. But this was the worst. Maisy stupidly went and trusted the one girl who’d tormented her in middle school with her lack of propriety and loose lips. How could she be so stupid!

      Barvale High School, home of the Black Bears Football team, was just about to celebrate homecoming. She heard the speakers buzzing as one of her schoolmates began announcing the royal court to the cheers and screams of the kids present. That was all she’d wanted to do. Watch homecoming. The football team was playing everyone’s favorite rivals, the Maccon City Wolves. Maisy had rushed through her dinner, finished all her chores, and hurried to the field. She’d been so excited. The few kids she talked to said they would be there, so she’d waited for someone safe to walk in with.

      After a few minutes, she’d gotten anxious. So, she decided to slip on in, hopefully without being noticed. Maisy cut through a small path that opened up by the far end of the field. She’d just stepped over some large rocks, narrowly avoiding falling on her face, when she’d heard a strange sound.

      Ever curious, she tiptoed behind the tall gate, and stopped to crouch down between the rows of broken, old bleachers. An enormous, green dumpster hid her from whatever was out there, and Maisy peeked around the hulking thing to see what all the ruckus was about. Her green eyes widened. Licking her lips, her heart raced with anticipation as she spied the most handsome boy in her class, Arthur Lance, just a few yards away.

      She’d know him anywhere. A recent newcomer, he’d only just moved to Barvale with his family. She’d seen him in town, and when he came with his mother to her family’s farm store to shop.

      Of course, he was normally with a group of popular boys whenever she saw him. And being the attractive, athletic boys they were, they always seemed to hang around with the popular girls.

      So not Maisy’s crowd. Sigh.

      It was no wonder he didn’t know her from Adam. Gosh, he was so handsome. At sixteen years old, he was already six-feet tall and slender, but still built, with inky black hair, and deep-set, impossibly warm, brown eyes. They reminded her of homemade hot fudge.

      Delicious.

      Sigh. He even smelled like chocolate to her. Once, she walked right past him and got a whiff that made her mouth water. Must be some kind of weird cologne. Anyway, she’d been infatuated ever since. Maisy did have quite the sweet tooth after all. Her thighs could attest to that.

      She’d been following him with her eyes all over school. Careful to remain unnoticed. He was like royalty, and she was a lowly peasant in the high school hierarchy. One of the most popular guys, and only a grade above her.

      But what was he doing? She squinted her eyes, but he was still just standing there. Still as a statue, the handsome teen seemed to be focused on his breathing. She was fairly sure that was him rumbling or vocalizing, maybe some kind of yoga chanting thing, beneath a whole section of rotten wooden bleachers the high had recently ripped out for the pretty nifty bucket seats and storm shelter that were currently filled with hundreds of students and folks from town.

      The noise from the crowd seemed muffled in light of her pounding heart, but she knew it would be loud. Barvale sure loved their football team. Arthur was supposedly an incredibly talented player from what she’d heard, but Maisy wasn’t exactly an expert on the subject. Perpetually shy, and more into reading romance novels and watching the SYFY channel, Maisy was not the average high school kid. Maybe it was from being an only child or from growing up with a down-to-earth father and no mother. She’d ponder that later, right now, she was kinda busy.

      Her mouth opened as she watched Arthur tremble and shake. She gasped at what he was about to do, but wild horses couldn’t make Maisy look away as he pulled his sweatshirt over his head to reveal smooth, bronzed skin. He seemed to be sweating. His skin glistened in the dim shimmer from the far away streetlights. He grunted like he was in pain, grimacing and gritting his teeth hard before pushing down his pants.

      She covered her mouth with her hands. It wasn’t that she was seeing a naked boy for the first time that had her so freaked out. Or the fact that said naked boy was one she’d often daydreamed about. Nope. None of that was as shocking, or downright frightening, as what was happening right before her eyes.

      Arthur Lance, a prince among the boys in Barvale High, was crouched down on all fours, panting and groaning. Wait. Was he growling? Holy smokes! Yes, he was growling.

      He was making sounds like some kind of wild animal. Goosebumps popped out along Maisy’s arms, and she gasped in shock. Arthur was getting bigger, and bigger, and, oh goodness, furrier. She bit back a scream, making more of a whimpering sound that she hoped was too low for him to hear.

      Wrongo. Once he stopped writhing and grunting, the enormous, furry creature that was Arthur Lance, turned his glittering black eyes on her and chuffed out a cloud of warm breath into the cool night air.

      Holy crap! The boy she’d been crushin’ on had just turned into a Bear. What the heck? She would have passed out if she wasn’t so afraid for her life. Turning on her heels, Maisy ran as fast as her chubby legs could carry her all the way to the ladies’ room inside the school. That was where she’d run into Lorna Manning and had stupidly confessed to her.

      Not ten-minutes later, the chanting began. Crazy Maisy. That was her new and hated moniker for the evening, she supposed. Maisy didn’t know it then, but Crazy Maisy was going to follow her around throughout her high school career.

      Not wanting to endure any further humiliation, Maisy ran home as fast as she could. It was two miles down the main road to Daniels Farm, but she made it in under eighteen minutes.

      Heart thundering and panting for air, she’d walked into the kitchen and sat down hard with her head in her hands. What was she going to do? Why did this have to happen to her?

      “Maisy, is that you? What are you doing back already, sweetheart?” her dad called out from the living room.

      “Hey Dad. I, uh, wasn’t feeling well. I’m gonna go to bed,” she lied, and took the stairs for her room.

      Her pink quilt was comforting as she plopped on her bed and stared at the clouds painted on her ceiling. It was one of the last things she and her mom had done together. It might be childish now for a high school student, but she’d refused to let her dad paint over it. She loved her ceiling clouds.

      A drunk driver had taken her mother to an early grave a few years earlier, and there wasn’t a day that went by where she didn’t miss her deeply. Her father was doing his best, but the farm took up a lot of his time. She didn’t mind, truly she didn’t.

      Shame filled her as she thought of the difficulty and pain her loose lips would cause her remaining parent. She hated that it might get back to him, but there was nothing she could do about it now.

      Damn. Why were kids so cruel?

      People knew who she was. Daniels Farm was a legacy. Her grandparents had passed it down to her dad, and their parents before them. She did a report on it once and learned it had been around since the eighteen-hundreds.

      The Daniels family had practically settled these parts. So yeah, word would get around. She loved the farm and its history, loved the little sleepy town of Barvale, but hated that she was going to be the butt of every joke for the next who knew how long.

      She also didn’t love knowing that something scary lurked within her beloved town. So naturally, she’d felt off and confused. And her loose lips when she’d run into Lorna in the bathroom would be her undoing.

      That bratty princess was going to use this to ruin Maisy’s life. And for no reason other than she could. Life was so unfair! If only she hadn’t simply blurted it all out to the one girl she should’ve known not to trust.

      The days after homecoming were difficult. Ever since then, her peers had been chanting Crazy Maisy at her in the hallways and at lunch time. It had been a full week since she’d seen Arthur turn into a Bear. She’d spent more time with both the principal and guidance counselor than she’d ever wanted to.

      “Maisy, honey, if you could maybe just admit you made it up?” her father pleaded as they sat down with the principal once more.

      “Mr. Daniels, I am afraid that won’t help. Teenagers can be extremely cruel. The best thing for her is another school, perhaps? We can help with a scholarship to Holy Oak Academy?”

      “Maybe, I don’t think staying here is—”

      “It’s fine,” she turned her light green eyes on her principal first, then on her father, “I don’t want to switch schools. Freshman year is almost half over.”

      “But Maisy—”

      “No. Look, they will get bored, and it will stop eventually. I will graduate in three years and go to NYU. I am fine, Daddy. Mr. Cooper, I want to stay,” she nodded at both men, and kissed her dad’s cheek before heading to her second period class.

      They could call her Crazy Maisy all they wanted. She didn’t care. She would simply work hard, get a scholarship, and once she graduated, she would never look back.

      In the meantime, if she ever saw Arthur Lance again, she would simply run the other way. Her heart would be safe, and whatever she’d seen that night would be her secret going forward.

      Barvale High would not be the end of Maisy Daniels.
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