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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 . . .

      Love stinks. Love bites. Love hurts.

      Paisley Underwood sings along with the countless songs about love gone wrong, but she’s never experienced it for herself. With school, work, and volunteering, she doesn’t have time for it. Not to mention, she’s a fae on the cusp of awakening, facing unknown changes as her dominant ability emerges. When she starts her senior year at Havenwood Falls High, she has plans to make as many memories as possible with her friends. Falling in love isn’t part of them.

      A quiet and broody artist, Cole Silver has never been on Paisley’s radar except as competition in art class. Also a fae, he went through his awakening over the summer, emerging with abilities he considers a curse. Blending in with humans had been challenging enough before, and now he’s a magnet for human women. But he’s inexplicably drawn to Paisley, who’s thankfully not human.

      When Paisley drops everything to focus all of her time and energy on Cole, her friends and family grow increasingly concerned about their unhealthy relationship. Then they discover dark secrets about Cole, his family, and his abilities, and concern morphs into a fight for Paisley’s life.

      Love stinks. Love bites. Love hurts. Love can be a lie.
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          COLE

        

      

    

    
      One second made the difference between life and death. Had I been paying closer attention, I could have avoided disaster. Gwen, the owner of Tragic Ink, where I had been hanging out as an apprentice, had finally let me do my own ink, and I was distracted as I left the studio, watching how the natural light played off of the deep blues on my new tattoo. When I stepped onto the sidewalk, I didn’t see the human girl coming at me, and we collided. She practically bounced off of me. Reflexes kicked in, and without thinking, I reached out to steady her. The moment my hands touched her bare upper arms, I realized my mistake. I quickly pulled away, but it was too late. The girl’s pupils dilated, and her dreamy gaze fixated on me. She was hooked that quickly and already doomed.

      Just one touch from me was like being marked by a reaper.

      “Hi,” she said breathlessly, tucking a stray blond hair behind her ear as she batted her eyelashes. “I’m Emily.”

      She took a step closer to me, and I took a step back, hoping to keep some distance between us, but the girl eyed me like she was a lioness and I was her prey. The same look I’d seen in another girl’s eyes in Colorado Springs earlier this summer. A girl I’d kissed and was now dead. Emily licked her lips and grabbed my hand, not knowing she was already an addict, desperate for her next fix.

      Here we were in the middle of town on a warm summer evening, where there were too many witnesses.

      How quickly the excitement over doing my own tattoo faded. It had taken me close to three hours as I methodically and painstakingly applied the needle to my pale skin. There was a large probability of error doing work on myself, and I hadn’t wanted to screw up. The end result was exactly how I envisioned it—the beginning of a much bigger design that would eventually be a full sleeve.

      Even Gwen was impressed and told me I did a good job. Since she barely interacted with me except to tell me when something needed to be cleaned, or to send me on a coffee run to Broastful Brew, I knew that was something. I wanted to be a tattoo artist and own a studio someday, and this experience just bolstered my dream, especially after the nightmare my summer had been so far. And that nightmare was far from over.

      I hated what I had become after my awakening, and I was still trying to learn to control my abilities. Of course, I would be the one to inherit a long-dormant gene, passed down through generations. Gancanagh were a rare species of Greater Fae, but there was nothing great about being a gancanagh. It was a curse. My looks were transformed, making me irresistible to human women, but a single touch from me meant certain death. When they came in contact with my skin, the toxin I secreted was more addictive than the most potent heroin and crack combined. And more deadly.

      “What’s your name?” Emily asked, breaking the thoughts bouncing around in my head. I realized she still had a hold of my hand. Her cheeks were flushed, her blue eyes bright with lust, and she literally buzzed as my toxin coursed through her veins. How was I going to explain to my parents that it had happened again, but this time in Havenwood Falls—our home?

      “Listen, I’m sorry for running into you, but I gotta go.” Like a coward, I planned on bolting.

      I didn’t recognize this girl and wondered if she was one of the many tourists visiting Havenwood Falls. Would she be gone before the symptoms kicked in, completely unaware that her time on earth was drawing to an end? I started to extract my hand from her grip, but she stepped forward again, pressing her body against mine. That’s when her energy hit me, and my body started to hum from the infusion. I could drain her dry, right here on the sidewalk, and leave her a weak shell until she wasted away, but that was cruel. That was the mindset of a monster—not me.

      She was younger than me, but only by a year or two, making her sixteen or seventeen. I was sure I would have known her if she lived here. Emily’s other hand slipped into the back pocket of my jeans, and she tugged me closer. She tilted her head up to look at me. Her eyes were dark, completely dilated. Her cheeks were flushed like she was running a fever. Her mouth parted, and she licked her lips. At this point, the roles reversed, and I found her irresistible. Energy, her very life essence, poured off of her, and the need to absorb it took over. Any resistance, any efforts to control myself were lost, and I was weakened by the temptation. Leaning down, I captured her lips with mine, sealing her fate.
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          PAISLEY

        

      

    

    
      My friends and I stopped our giggling the moment my bedroom door creaked open. I fully expected my brother, Dalton, to be there, ready to shoot us with his Nerf gun again, but my mom’s face appeared instead.

      “Hi, girls, I’m going to make some cookies and will bring them up when they’re done.”

      This was received with a couple of excited squeals.

      “Thanks!” my cousin Julianna called out.

      The moment the door closed, the giggling continued. We were talking about boys and who we were excited to see when school started in two weeks.

      “He’s only going to be a junior, but Will Kasun is fine. Oh, and Logan is huge. He could bench press me any day,” Makenna, my best friend, said. Her cheeks turned bright red before she buried her face in a pillow. She was a cheerleader and spent most of her time stalking from afar during cheer practice.

      “Yeah, but Logan is so in love with Serena. She just doesn’t see it,” Zal said, and Julianna murmured in agreement, unusually quiet and not contributing to the conversation.

      “What about you, Paisley? Who are you looking forward to seeing?” Zal asked, breaking the silence and steering the conversation back to a lighter topic.

      I tilted my head slightly as I thought about my answer. No particular guy came to mind. “I don’t know. Honestly, between work, volunteering at the medical center, and getting everything together for the pageant, I haven’t had time to think about anything else.”

      “Oh, the pageant! Who do you think will be Miss Teen Havenwood Falls this year—do you think you’ll win?” Makenna was easily distracted and seized on the new topic like a cat pouncing on a red laser dot.

      “I don’t care if I win. My mom and Willow basically forced me to enter because it’s family tradition.” I met Julianna’s gaze from across the room. It was like staring into my own, as we had the same shade of violet eyes.

      While I had been the one to convince Julianna to enter the pageant with me, I knew she would win. I mean, she excelled in everything. She smiled at me before turning her attention to Zal, her best friend. Physically, those two were polar opposites. Like me, Julianna had fair, almost luminescent skin and where I had purple highlights, Julianna’s hair was naturally lavender. Zaltana had dark skin and hair as black as ink. She was the granddaughter of the chief of local band of the Ute tribe, and she looked every bit Native American royalty.

      Talking about the coming school year and the pageant made me feel suddenly anxious, and with a dramatic sigh, I fell back against a pile of pillows stacked against my headboard. As if I didn’t have enough to worry about between figuring out what to do after high school and the uncertainty of when I was going to go through my awakening, the pageant was an annoyance I could do without.

      I was turning eighteen in May, less than a year away, and knew my awakening could happen at any time. Makenna and Julianna, who were both fae, had already gone through theirs. Makenna had to take a week off of school until she learned how to control her abilities. My cousin Willow told me that when she went through her awakening, her emotions were off the chart, like PMS on meth. She’d told me her story a million times, but it never grew old. It was part of Havenwood Falls history. Willow didn’t know at the time that she was coming into her full powers as an empath, and had she known what was going on, she might have been able to prevent the Vampire Massacre of 2005.

      I tuned out my friends as the conversation returned to boys. All summer, I’d been obsessed with wondering what my dominant ability would be once I went through my awakening. Would I be a bomb-ass gardener like my mom, who could make any plant grow in the most extreme conditions? Would I inherit my dad’s healing abilities, which made him one of the more popular doctors at the medical center? Maybe I’d be an empath like my cousin Willow? Who knew what fate had in store for me? I couldn’t wait to find out, but was nervous, too. This year was going to bring a lot of change.

      I looked around the room at my friends, who were sitting in a circle on the floor in the middle of my room. Taylor had brought a Ouija board and was setting it up. She was the only one out of this group who attended the Sun and Moon Academy. Makenna, with her red hair that reminded me so much of Aster, my former manager at Coffee Haven, grinned at me when my gaze landed on her.

      “Get your butt down here, Underwood,” she said and patted the empty space next to her. “We’re going to conjure up some spirits. Maybe we can call up a smoking hot ghost. Has anyone dated a ghost?”

      I eyed the Ouija board uneasily because, knowing Taylor’s power, we were going to be bringing a spirit forth. At least she was a competent medium, and I knew she’d be able to send them back. We didn’t Ouija irresponsibly. Taylor was a member of the Luna Coven, and they would come down on her hard if she misused her magic.

      Later that night, with our bellies full of cookies and milk, we lay down, getting comfortable. I yawned and turned onto my back, staring at the ceiling. I had strung tiny white lights up all around the room, where the walls and ceiling met. These, combined with the silvery, watery light that spilled in from the moon outside, cast my room in a soft, dreamy glow. The house was quiet. Dalton had given up trying to scare us, and my parents had gone to bed. Makenna sighed and rolled toward me. We were sharing my bed while Julianna, Zal, and Taylor were stretched out on the floor with yoga mats and sleeping bags.

      “Can you believe we’re going to be seniors?” she asked.

      “Technically we already are, but I know what you mean. It seems like yesterday we were starting middle school.”

      “Do you guys remember how nervous we were about being freshmen?” Taylor asked. “I like seriously almost threw up in the bushes by the front steps of the Academy. The seniors then seemed so mature, ya know?”

      “It went by so fast. Let’s make this the best year ever. Promise?” I said, rolling to face Makenna. “Who knows where we’re all going to be this time next year.”

      Makenna reached for my hand, and we linked pinkies. We had been making pinky swears since we were seven, taking them as seriously as any vow or oath.

      After everyone else fell asleep, I lay awake listening to their soft breathing. How many more sleepovers are we going to have? We all had decisions to make about our future. Some of us were going to leave Havenwood Falls and never come back, our childhood memories wiped away. Some of us would stay, but adulthood would mold us into different people. We’d be burdened with more responsibility. I linked my pinky with Makenna’s again, and she mumbled in her sleep, but didn’t wake. I wished we could stay like this forever, that my room could become an impenetrable bubble keeping my friends and me safe from outside forces. With that final thought, I finally drifted off to sleep, blissfully unaware of how quickly things were going to change.
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          PAISLEY

        

      

    

    
      Upon entering Coffee Haven, I groaned. Davis, the new manager Willow had hired to replace Aster, had left the place a mess. The sink was full of mixing bowls with batter that had dried to the sides. He didn’t have the courtesy to at least leave them soaking. Coffee grounds covered the counter like black dust, and the trash can next to the counter was close to overflowing.

      I looked at my watch and cursed under my breath. There was less than an hour until opening.

      “Willow is so going to hear about this.” I angrily loaded the dishwasher and wiped down the counter tops. Once the garbage had been taken out to the dumpster in the side alley, I set about brewing coffee, cursing again when I discovered Davis had left used filters in the machines. A few minutes later, Witch’s Brew dark roast and Heavenly Bliss breakfast blend were percolating. I turned around to the pastry display to survey inventory. Obviously, Davis had baked something, based on the mountain of dishes he’d left behind. Aster McCabe, my former manager whom I missed more than ever, had given us the recipe for her award-winning blueberry scones before she moved to Denver with her mate, Gage. The scones on display in the case were far from award-winning. Half of them were burnt, and when I reached in to grab one that wasn’t, it disintegrated into crumbs.

      “Oh, for faeries’ sake!” I yelled and looked at the clock. Thirty-five minutes until opening. Rays from the early morning sun were already brightening the shop, causing the jewelry made by local artisans on display along the far wall to sparkle. I had just enough time to whip up two dozen scones.

      While they were baking, filling the air with their sweet cinnamon aroma, I rushed around, readying for opening. At five minutes to seven, there were already a few people waiting outside, sitting at the bistro tables in front of the picture windows. The buzzer on the oven went off, and I pulled two trays of scones out, setting them on the marble counter to cool while I walked across the hardwood floors that creaked under my feet to unlock the front door.

      It was a whirlwind from that moment, and when my cousin Willow arrived at a little after ten, I wanted to hug her, but that was getting harder to do each day. Willow was super pregnant and moving slower as she approached her due date. The August heat didn’t help, but she did what she could, and I was happy for the assistance—especially because it wasn’t from Davis.

      Willow waddled to the back of the shop and through the door that led to her office. I turned my attention to the next person in line and froze when I saw Everett Weston. I blamed Makenna for her running monologue on all things guy-related. She had been professing her love for the architect standing before me. Ever since he had arrived in town and opened up Weston Designs, all the single ladies had been on red alert. I’d overheard too many conversations to count where his butt was the topic. Apparently seeing him on his motorcycle made several women sweat—and the way they said the word made me cringe.

      “Here you go, Mr. Weston,” I said, smiling probably a little too brightly when I handed him his coffee and paper bag with the last two scones. He gave me a funny look before thanking me, and as he walked away, I leaned over the counter slightly to check out his butt, just to see what all the fuss was about. This was how Willow found me.

      “He’s a little too old for you, Paise, but you have good taste,” she said with a wink.

      “I wasn’t. He . . .” I was too flustered at being caught to respond, let alone speak in full sentences, and a blush crept up my neck to take over my cheeks.

      “Relax, cousin. I think this is the first time I’ve seen you take an interest in a guy. I thought maybe . . .”

      “What?”

      “That maybe your awakening might not happen until later, but—” Willow paused and tilted her head, causing her long silver-blond waves to fall over one shoulder. She stared at me, unblinking, with her bright turquoise eyes. “You’re on the cusp of change. I can sense it.”

      “You can tell?” I shouldn’t have been surprised. Willow was basically an emotion barometer. “Do you know when the awakening will happen?”

      “No, but you are definitely emitting some serious energy. It’s like you’re surrounded by static electricity.” She fluttered her hands in the air around my head.

      I breathed out in relief. It was happening. I was just a late bloomer.

      Willow spent the rest of the day balancing the books and interviewing prospective employees. With her due date rapidly approaching and me starting school, we were going to be short-staffed.

      I walked to the medical center after work to see if I could catch a ride home with my dad. It was a beautiful summer day and a lot of people were out riding bikes and walking. I breathed in the fresh air and enjoyed the sun, absorbing its warmth. I passed a family sipping on milkshakes from Burger Bar and that gave me an idea. Burger Bar was set up like an old-school burger joint from the 1950s, where servers on roller skates rolled up to cars and took orders, delivering food right to the driver’s side window. There was also an indoor dining area. Since I didn’t have a car, I went inside and placed an order for two small vanilla milkshakes.

      With shakes in hand, I left Burger Bar and walked next door to the medical center. I found my dad at his desk, which was located in the back corner of the records room, where he was updating notes in patient files. I set his milkshake down on his desk, and he glanced up at me, giving me a small smile before turning his attention back to the file open in front of him. He was unusually quiet, then he sighed and ran his hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, something he did when he was distracted or deep in thought.

      “Are you okay, Dad?”

      “What?” He turned to look at me in surprise, almost like he forgot I was there.

      “Are you okay? You seem bothered by something.”

      “I have a complicated case right now. The patient is critical and not responding to any treatment.”

      “I’m sorry, Dad. I hope you figure something out.”

      “Yeah, me too, kiddo.” He picked up his milkshake and took a long sip. “Thanks for this. I’ve been out straight today and didn’t eat lunch. I’m going to be a while, but your mom said you can ride home with her.”

      “Okay, don’t work too hard.” I slung my messenger bag over my shoulder. It contained my sketch pad, pencils, cell phone, and wallet, so basically my life. I looked at my dad right before I left, but his head was already bent over his desk again. Worry lines creased his forehead.

      He was a healer, one of the best in Havenwood Falls, and while the medical center predominantly treated humans, he had permission to discreetly use his supernatural abilities. I knew it had to be bad if he wasn’t able to heal this patient.

      The business my mom and aunt co-owned wasn’t too far from the medical center. Located on Fifth Street, right off of Main Street, in a beautifully restored Victorian, the outside was painted a dark gray with eggplant purple trim. My aunt Reagan was just getting ready to lock the door of Fairy Tale Florists when I walked up the wide front steps. She smiled at me through the glass and opened the door.

      “Hi, Aunt Reagan!” I gave her a hug, careful not to knock the pencil loose that was tucked behind her ear and partially concealed by her thick chestnut brown hair.

      “Hi, Sweet P, did you just get off work?” I nodded and looked around at all of the flowers on display. The air inside was sweet, earthy, and slightly humid. “And was my daughter there, too?”

      “Yes, she was still there when I left.”

      “She is pushing herself too hard. She could go into labor any day now.” She shook her head and locked the front door.

      “Willow has been taking it easy, for the most part. It’s been at least two weeks since she has tried to move any furniture. Davis actually put his foot down the last time. Don’t worry, we’re keeping an eye on her. Where’s Mom?”

      “Where do you think?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement.

      My mom was rarely in the actual shop part of the business. She managed the growing of flowers and had converted the third floor into a greenhouse. In keeping with the Victorian architecture, it was designed like a conservatory. I went upstairs, my hand gliding along the polished wooden banister, until I reached the landing on the third floor. An Oriental runner ran the length of the hallway lined with three doors. I walked down to the door on the end. The doorknob that looked like a large diamond turned with a tiny click, and I opened up to brilliant sunshine. The roof and wall at the back of the house had been replaced with glass panels. Not only was there a lot of natural light, but Miles Mountain could be seen looming in the distance. The glass was supported by arches of copper piping, turned grayish green with age.

      Vines grew along the pipes, reaching toward the sun, their dark green leaves shiny and healthy. Rows upon rows of flowers stretched out before me, ranging from delicate miniature roses to giant sunflowers that were so heavy the stalks bent under their weight, making them resemble stooped old ladies wearing bonnets. An occasional bird swooped from the high ceiling, and the room buzzed with the hum of bees that were busy pollinating. Butterflies also bounced from flower to flower.

      My mom’s fae talent was the ability to grow or mass produce any type of plant. This space was her oasis, especially in the winter when everything outside was frozen and covered in snow. Up here was like eternal spring. My mom was bent over a row of rust and gold colored mums, already getting ready for the transition from summer to fall. Her silver-blond hair seemed more silver in the sunlight. She had on jeans and a denim button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Smudges of potting soil dotted her cheeks.

      “Want to help?” she asked without looking up.

      “Sure.” I shrugged and set my bag down on the floor and joined her. We worked together side by side, arranging pots of mums by color while the Cranberries crooned in the background. It was peaceful being surrounded by so many plants and flowers. My mom hummed along to the music, completely relaxed and in her element. What a contrast to how I had left my dad.

      “Dad’s having a rough day,” I mentioned.

      “I know. He told me when he called to say he was working late.”

      I honestly didn’t know how my dad did it. Being a healer meant being responsible for other people’s lives. I shuddered at the thought as I grabbed a handful of moist potting soil. Whatever ability I emerged with after my awakening, I hoped it wasn’t anything that came with a lot of responsibility.

      As we worked, the room grew darker and thunder rumbled in the distance. Glancing up through the window, I saw heavy dark clouds had gathered. Lightning flickered from within, creating an incredible contrast. I zoned out for a moment, watching the storm approach, my fingers itching to draw.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, I was sitting on my bed propped against a stack of pillows, using the top of my thighs as a desk for my sketch pad, as I shaded in some clouds shrouding the peak of Miles Mountain, a vision stuck in my head from earlier in the day. I loved it when weather rolled in across the valley; it was truly inspiring. With earbuds in, blasting my favorite song by Against Me, I didn’t hear my dad open the door. Only when he blocked the light, casting a shadow over my drawing, did I look up.

      “Oh, hi, Dad, what’s up?” I removed my earbuds and immediately noticed something was wrong. His shoulders drooped, and his eyes were bloodshot. He flashed a sad smile and sat down on the edge of my bed. For a few moments, he didn’t say anything. “Dad?”

      “I lost a patient today. She was only a year younger than you.”

      “What? Is this the patient you mentioned earlier?” I set the sketch pad to the side and leaned forward. “What happened? Can you say?”

      My dad was bound by privacy laws, and he rarely spoke about his patients. For him to say this much was a big deal.

      He shook his head. “She is the patient I mentioned. I don’t know what caused her death. I’ve never seen it before. It was like she wasted away before my eyes. She was human, and even with my abilities, I wasn’t able to save her. She reminded me of you. She had the same haircut.” Unshed tears glistened in his eyes as he ruffled my platinum blond pixie cut.

      I reached for his hand and squeezed it.

      “I don’t know what I’d do if I lost you, Paisley.”

      “You’re not going to lose me, Dad. We’re practically immortal. In fact, when I’m 300 years old, you’re going to be so sick of me.”

      This caused him to bark out a laugh, and some of the heaviness surrounding him seemed to lift. “Gods, I hope so.” He stood then and patted my knee. “I love you, kiddo.”

      “Love you, too.” He left my room, quietly shutting the door behind him.

      Later that night, as I approached the kitchen for a glass of water, I heard my parents talking about the girl. I paused right outside the doorway to listen. From this angle, I could just peer inside the room. They were sitting at the small round table in the corner, bathed in a circle of light from the recessed lighting above. They each had a glass of red wine in front of them and a half empty bottle from Stone Falls Winery sat on the counter. My dad’s salt-and-pepper hair stuck up in all directions from him running his hands through it, and he leaned in toward my mom, as if drawing support from her presence.

      “What are you going to do?” my mom asked.

      “Give the blood sample to Sheriff Kasun. Everything is telling me that Emily didn’t die of pneumonia. If his lab can test the blood, hopefully it will provide some answers. I should have been able to heal her.”

      The medical center had a lab, but it wasn’t equipped to test for anything supernatural. I knew this from volunteering there. Giving the blood sample to Sheriff Kasun made sense. He was a werewolf and was used to keeping a foot—or paw—in both human and supernatural worlds.
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      I was sitting near the window drawing in my sketch pad, my feet propped on the windowsill, when there was a knock on my door. It was late, the moon high in the sky. Any trace of the storm that had blown through earlier was gone, and the cool breeze that swept in through the screen window felt nice against my skin. Glancing at my phone, I saw it was after eleven.

      “Come in,” I called out. Planting my feet on the floor, I turned around in my chair to see whether it was my mom or dad bothering me.

      My dad stepped into my room. His blue eyes were intense and focused on me. His lips were fused together in a straight line; his expression grim.

      “The girl’s dead, Cole,” he said and moved further into the room.

      I slumped in my chair. He might as well have kicked me in the stomach—it felt like I had the wind knocked out of me. I anticipated this news, knew it was inevitable and it had just been a waiting game, but a small part of me hoped she’d beat it. When I heard Dr. Underwood was treating her, I thought his fae healing abilities would save her. That sense of false hope made her death hurt even more. Three weeks and two days is how long Emily lasted after running into me. I was a freak . . . a monster. Tears welled in my eyes, and I tried swallowing past the lump in my throat.

      My dad crossed over to sit on the windowsill, but I couldn’t meet his eyes. “Look at me, son.” His tone was as rigid as his posture. Blinking away the tears, I met his gaze. “There’s still time to enroll you at the Academy.”

      “No!” I launched out of the chair, putting some distance between us. “We talked about this—you promised.” Crossing my room, I stopped in front of my desk. Drawings of potential tattoo designs were pinned to the bulletin board. “I quit interning at Tragic Ink like you asked. I’ve basically been a hermit and focused on controlling my powers like we agreed. I won’t switch schools.”

      After my run in with Emily, my parents were concerned about me coming into contact with one of Tragic Ink’s human female clients. That was a hard phone call to make. I hated quitting and burned any bridges with the owner, Gwen.

      “But in light of the girl dying, I’ve changed my mind.”

      “No!” I whirled around and glared at him from across the room. “We knew her death was inevitable. It doesn’t change anything. Please, my life is so screwed up as it is. I can’t switch schools. I have one year left.”

      We stared each other down, he an older version of me, but with pale blue eyes instead of green. His hair was thick and dark like mine, except he used a glamour to add silver at his temples to make him appear older. He pushed off the windowsill and raised his hands in surrender.

      “Fine, but you need to be extra careful. You can’t afford another accident.”

      “I know, Dad. Trust me, I don’t want to be responsible for causing anyone else to die. I’ve been practicing, and it’s getting easier.”

      He closed the distance between us and placed his hand on my shoulder. “It hasn’t been easy, I recognize this. We’re in this together. Your mom and I will help you in whatever way we can.” He gave my shoulder a squeeze. I nodded, my throat thick with emotion, choking off any words. They had already done so much in keeping my role in these girls’ deaths secret, making them complicit. “Are you in for the night?” he asked.

      “Yeah, I’ll probably head to bed soon.”

      “Okay, get some rest. I’m meeting your uncle Toren at the Dirty Knuckle for a drink. See you in the morning.” He gave my shoulder another squeeze before leaving my room, closing the door behind him.

      I glanced at my alarm clock and saw it was almost midnight. It wasn’t the first time my dad left in the middle of the night for a meeting. I often wondered what he was up to. Maybe he had a hard time sleeping, like I did. Guilt weighed heavy on my mind, and the walls of my room were closing in on me. I needed an escape, so I pulled on a sweatshirt, grabbed my cell phone, ear buds, and sketch pad, and went downstairs. The house was quiet and dark, the only sound coming from the steady hum of appliances. Being fae, I could see just fine, my vision adjusting to the lack of light. I passed through the kitchen and made a right into the dining room that was located at the back of the house and where french doors led out to the patio.

      I immediately felt better once I was outside and breathing in the fresh, pine-scented air. The tops of the trees that surrounded our backyard disappeared into the endless night sky that stretched out above me. In the distance came the hoot of an owl and from even farther away, the howl of a wolf that was answered by a chorus of howls. The fae weren’t the only creatures in Havenwood Falls that enjoyed nature.

      I added firewood and kindling to the chimenea and with the snap of my fingers, produced a flame. The only cool thing about my awakening was discovering my dominant element was fire. Soon a fire was roaring. Embers shot up out of the top of the chimney, and the wood popped. I pulled the chaise lounge closer and stretched out on the cushion. Out here in the backyard, I was alone and didn’t have to worry about encountering anyone. With earbuds in and music blaring, I opened up my sketch pad and started drawing by the flickering firelight.

      Art was my only constant left. Everything had changed since my awakening. My appearance, my ability to move about freely, and even my dream of becoming a tattoo artist now hung in the balance. The only reason I was so adamant about staying at Havenwood Falls High was the art program. Mr. Weaver was one hell of a teacher, and his art club was the only extracurricular activity I participated in. There was also Paisley Underwood. The cute petite blonde with the quirkiest sense of humor was my biggest competition. Not only did she challenge me, but she was incredibly talented. We tied for first place during last year’s art competition, and I was determined to beat her this year. School wasn’t going to be easy. I’d be stuck in classrooms and navigating crowded hallways full of human girls, but I had to make it work.
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