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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 . . .

      For eighteen years, Nathan Wade has searched for answers regarding his father’s disappearance. Now, in 1920, he receives a letter from Calla Lily Mircea saying she’s in possession of some of his father’s belongings in a town called Havenwood Falls. Nathan wonders how a field camera lost on an archeological dig in Egypt could end up in a small town in Colorado, but something draws him in. Nathan takes the leap of faith, only to have his world turned upside down when he finds not only the camera, but a hidden treasure within.

      Amani lost everything the day she came of age and her true nature was revealed. Now, having been trapped for eighteen years, her only hope is that someone will save her from the hell she’s had to endure. When a handsome stranger inadvertently releases her, the wait is over, and the truth of her imprisonment comes to light.

      Nathan and Amani are now bound to one another and determined to piece together the past. Someone wanted her gone, and she and Nathan race to solve the mystery that connects them both before it’s too late.
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      The hallway of New York University bustled with students roaming around—some were on their way to exams, while others were chatting about the upcoming summer break.

      In his office on campus, Nathan Wade rifled through term papers, trying to find a student’s dissertation on the 42 Laws of Ma’at when the door to his office opened, startling him.

      “Is this what you’ve been waiting for?” Lillian asked as she entered the room.

      “I don’t know, Ms. Hartman. What is it?” Nathan replied as he continued to shuffle through the stack of papers in his hands.

      “Enough with that formal business, young man. There are no students around,” Lillian scoffed as she wagged the paper she held in the air. “This came in about an hour and a half ago, but you were teaching, and I didn’t think it was important enough to interrupt the class to give it to you,” she replied with a sly grin. “And why is he sending telegraphs anyway? Has he forgotten we’re in the twentieth century? It is 1920, after all.”

      Nathan shook his head and chuckled under his breath. “What did Edgar have to say with his antiquated form of communication?”

      Lillian reached for the silver chain holding her cheaters and pulled them on to see the words clearer. She read the two words and clicked her tongue in frustration. “Nothing yet.”

      “Nothing yet, what?”

      “That’s it. That’s all it says.” Lillian walked over to her desk and sat down. “I do not know why you continue to pay him to look for your father’s satchel—it and the camera are long gone.” She shook her head slowly. “I’m sorry. I know that is not what you want to hear, but it’s true. It’s been eighteen years, son. You have to move past this.” Her tone shifted from judgmental to soft as she took off her glasses and let them hang around her neck.

      “I can’t stop searching and you know why,” Nathan said as he stared into the eyes of the woman who’d cared for him after his father’s disappearance.

      Lillian Hartman was widowed, like his father had been. Before Nathan was born, Lillian and her husband, Charles, had been neighbors and close friends with his parents. When Nathan’s mother died of consumption, Lillian became Nathan’s surrogate mother. Then, after his father disappeared, she and Charles raised Nathan—gave him a life in lieu of his loss.

      When Charles passed away a few years ago, Lillian was in need of a hobby to keep her mind busy. All that unused energy was going to waste, and Nathan was in need of an office assistant, now that he was an associate professor at the university. Lillian was the perfect assistant and the most qualified candidate to manage all of Nathan’s pastimes.

      “Nathan,” Lillian soothed, “the clue to where your father disappeared to is not in that camera. Edgar can search the world over and still conclude what we already know. Sam and the camera are gone.”

      “I want to know what happened, Lillian. Not knowing is what binds me to this quest.”

      “But some mysteries will never be unraveled. You simply have to move on.”

      Nathan bowed his head and whispered, “I know.”

      “You’re better suited spending your energy uncovering the mysteries found in those Egyptian tombs you love so much.” She grinned and then threw her hands in the air. “That reminds me. I received notification from Howard Carter’s office about an expedition opportunity. I’m not certain how that will work with your current class schedule, though.”

      Nathan glanced up. “They requested me?”

      “Yes,” she said, handing him the letter. “Here, read it. It’s very complimentary.”

      “Wow, I didn’t expect that,” Nathan said as he put on his glasses to read the letter. When he read the last line, he grinned appreciatively. “It is indeed very complimentary, but sadly, I’m going to have to pass on this offer and use my time here to study linguistics in my off time.” He sighed. “Maybe they’ll ask again, for another dig. I can’t imagine there won’t be more to come.”

      “Always wanting to learn more. You always were such a curious boy.”

      “I received word that new funerary texts have arrived at the Metropolitan Museum of Art. They’ll need to be translated, and as you have pointed out, it may do me some good to dive into a distraction.”

      Lillian picked up a stack of mail from the inbox on the corner of her desk and started to flip through it. As she did, she pulled her glasses back on and examined one envelope with an odd symbol pressed into a wax seal.

      “Who uses letter seals anymore?” she mumbled under her breath. “Well, I guess whoever this is from,” Lillian said to herself as she reached for her letter opener.

      Lillian pulled out the neatly folded letter and read the words, disbelief and shock contorting her face with each word she read.

      
        
        Dear Mr. Wade,

        I’m writing this letter to inform you I am in possession of a camera I believe belongs to you. Inside the top flap of the tattered brown leather case is a tag with this New York address. The inscription reads, Samuel N. Wade. I do hope I’ve not contacted the wrong person in error and that this field camera indeed belongs to you. When you receive this, please reply to the address listed on the envelope.

        Sincerely,

        Calla Lily Mircea

      

      

      “What’s wrong, Lillian?” Nathan asked.

      “Someone in,” she paused to flip over the envelope, “Havenwood Falls has found your father’s camera. They even have the bag,” Lillian muttered. “I can’t believe it.”

      “Where is Havenwood Falls?”

      “According to the postage mark, it’s someplace in Colorado.”

      “Colorado?” Nathan exclaimed. “How in the hell did the camera get there? It has to be a mistake. Egypt to some random place in the middle of nowhere is a bit of a stretch, don’t you think?”

      Lillian nodded, still trying to comprehend the words she’d just read. Sam’s camera had been missing for as long as he had been, and no one, besides Nathan, thought they’d ever see it again. She eyed him over her glasses. “Nathan, I don’t want you to get your hopes up.”

      Nathan took the letter from Lillian and stared at the words on the page for a moment before responding. “It may be nothing, but this is the first lead we’ve had. I will have to contact this Calla Lily and find out for myself.”

      “No, you can send Edgar. That is why you hired him, is it not?”

      Nathan sighed. “It is, but there is something odd about this letter—this woman’s writing. I feel like this is it. This,” Nathan paused, “this is my father’s camera, Lillian. I have to do this.”

      “Oh, Nathan,” she replied gently.

      “Look, it won’t hurt anyone. Only another week and classes will be out for summer break. I can go then, and that way nothing will be affected here.”

      Lillian laid her hand on Nathan’s. “This could indeed be a mistake, but I understand what you’re saying. I will cover you here. I want you to have peace of mind, and I need you to find closure and put your father’s death behind you.”

      “What if it is his? What if he is alive and has been living in Colorado all this time?”

      She pulled him into a hug. “Then I guess that is all the more reason for you to go,” she said as she stepped back. “Either way, you’ll have an answer.”

      Nathan nodded. “I don’t know, Lillian. I have a feeling I can’t shake.”

      “Well, then let me respond to this Miss Mircea and make the arrangements for you to stay a few days,” she said, before she kissed him on the forehead and walked over to her desk.

      “This had better not be another dead end,” Nathan mumbled under his breath as the gentle clicks of the typewriter sounded in the background.
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      The week passed by quickly, and Nathan was almost ready to go. Lillian had made all the arrangements with Calla Lily for Nathan to stay at Whisper Falls Inn upon his arrival. She also made sure Nathan’s colleagues were aware he’d only be gone a short period of time on a fact-finding mission and would be back before summer’s end at the latest.

      Lillian thought back to when Samuel disappeared. He’d been working at the excavation site for Hatshepsut’s tomb in the Valley of the Kings. Everything was going as expected according to his correspondence, and then one day they received a telegraph stating he’d gone missing—simply vanished, no trace of him found by the other Egyptologists on the dig. The only evidence they had was from a worker who reported seeing him taking a photograph of two young women near the excavation site.

      Nathan had convinced himself that his father’s satchel was the key to finding out what happened. He’d go on and on about photos, or maybe something Samuel found, and how it could show not only inside information about the tomb, but could also provide clues as to what happened on that day. Either way, Lillian worried about how all of this would affect Nathan in the end. Not knowing left him sad, but hungry for information––a conclusion could leave him broken.

      Lillian hoped this trip to Havenwood Falls would confirm the final piece of the puzzle and finally let Nathan accept the truth––Sam met with foul play that fateful day, and the camera and any other belongings were long gone from this world. She typed up the last page for the itinerary and slipped it out of the typewriter wheel with a zing, placing it neatly on her desk. As soon as Nathan returned from afternoon class, she’d let him know the whos, whats, and whens for his departure tomorrow.

      The door opened with a click and startled Lillian.

      “Finished,” Nathan called out as he entered the office. “The only thing left to do is mark the grades and submit them, then it’s off to Colorado.”

      “I’ve made the final arrangements,” she said as she stood. “You’ll be taking the train into Montrose, Colorado, and Miss Mircea will meet you there. Apparently, they don’t have direct access other than a bus to take you into the town itself, so she’s offered to be your means of transportation.”

      Nathan gave her an odd look.

      “Yes, my thoughts exactly, but considering your insistence that you yourself flesh this one out, you will have to abide by the rules set forth by the woman who has the satchel,” Lillian said with a slight grin.

      “Then I shall take it all at face value,” Nathan replied, returning her smile. “Did she say where to meet her?”

      “No, only that she’d be there when the train arrived, and she’d be on a bench near the platform.”

      “Okay then,” he sighed.

      “Have you finished packing?” Lillian asked as she began to sort the papers Nathan had set on her desk.

      “Oh you know, I still have a few things to pack,” he replied shyly.

      “Nathan Allan Wade. I swear, will you never change?” Lillian laughed out loud. “Go home and get packed this instant.”

      Nathan grinned, knowing his truth was revealed. He hadn’t packed a thing, but he was only going to be gone a few days. Nathan didn’t see the point in bringing his dress attire. Instead, he’d settle for his field clothes: a couple of sport shirts, casual trousers, and a pair of suspenders.

      “I don’t have that much . . .” He relented under Lillian’s motherly gaze.

      “Nonetheless, off you go,” Lillian said, shooing him out the door. “And don’t forget to stop by the bank on the way home. You should have plenty of cash with you—enough to last the week at least.”

      “How about dinner tonight at six at Lombardi’s?” Nathan asked as he grabbed his coat and hat.

      “That sounds lovely, but only if you’ve done as I’ve asked and will be ready to leave in the morning. Your train departs at seven, and you cannot be late,” Lillian chided.

      “I will not only be ready to leave but will have my bags by the door.” Nathan grinned. “I’ll pick you up at five thirty,” he said as he opened the door to leave.

      “Five thirty it is.” Lillian waved him out.

      Nathan stopped by the bank, as Lillian suggested, and then the library. He needed to grab a book or two to keep his mind occupied on the train. It was, after all, going to take a few days to get to Colorado.

      It was five thirty sharp when Nathan knocked on the door of Lillian’s apartment. She was always a stickler for being on time, and Nathan knew if he was late, she’d balk over needing to rush to dinner. He adored Lillian and wanted nothing more than to make her happy. They lived in separate apartments, but within the same building. Lillian lived on the floor below his, and as they headed down the stairs, Nathan remembered carrying his father’s satchel clumsily down each flight before his dad left for his latest expedition. He’d set it down on the last step and taken Lillian’s hand as Samuel told her when he’d be returning. That was the last time he saw his father. It was also the day Lillian became his guardian.

      “I want you to order whatever you like tonight, and no scrimping because you’re worried about the cost, understand?” Nathan insisted.

      “Oh no, you will not,” Lillian scolded. “We’re going to have a lovely dinner, but it will be on me.” Nathan started to protest but stopped when she gave him “the look.” “Besides, if you pay, I will assume it is to say goodbye, and I will not be saying goodbye to you, young man. You’ll return in a week, and when you do, you can buy dinner then.” She winked.

      “Deal,” Nathan replied as he raised his arm in the air to hail a cab.

      “We can walk, Nathan.”

      “I didn’t want you to have to walk all that way,” he replied as the car pulled up to the curb. “And you gave no stipulation about a taxi, only dinner.”

      Nathan opened the door and offered his hand to her.

      Lillian clicked her tongue, but didn’t argue. Instead, the two rode to the restaurant, enjoyed a lovely meal, and returned home early enough for her to be able to read a chapter in her book before heading to bed. Nathan had left before on excursions, but he always came home. Something about him leaving this time felt different, though. They hugged one another tightly as they said their goodbyes.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll be home in a week,” Nathan insisted as he kissed her forehead. “I love you, Lillian.”

      “I love you too, Nathan. Now be careful. I’ll hold the fort down here until you return.”

      He smiled. “You always do.”

      Nathan looked back one last time before he headed upstairs.
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        * * *

      

      Nathan slept for most of his three-day trip. The gentle sway of the train and clatter of the wheels on the track lulled him to sleep. When the train pulled into the station, he gathered his things and headed toward the exit. He was anxious, and not because he hadn’t traveled before, but because he was not simply venturing into the unknown, but into his own personal unknown. What if he found more than just his father’s satchel? Then again, what if it was a fake, a trick of some sort? Nathan quickly dismissed both lines of thinking, because it was pointless. Why would someone in Colorado play a joke on a professor in New York? It made no sense.

      As he stepped onto the platform, Nathan glanced around, hoping to find a sign saying Havenwood Falls or a woman sitting on a bench waving her hand in the air, but there was nothing—no reference and no woman.

      “Excuse me,” Nathan asked the conductor. “Which way to Havenwood Falls?”

      The man stared at him with an odd expression. “I have no idea where that is, sir. This is Montrose, Colorado. Maybe you should check with the office,” he said, pointing to a window in the main building off the platform.

      Nathan was confused, but thanked the man and headed in the direction the conductor pointed. He knew this was Montrose, but assumed Havenwood Falls was a town nearby. Why did the conductor act like he’d never heard of it?

      “Mr. Wade?”

      Nathan turned to see a young woman offering her hand to him. He gave her an odd look, but shook her hand anyway.

      “Let me guess, you expected someone older?” she said.

      “Ah! Miss Mircea. Actually, I did. I apologize. I meant no offense.”

      “None taken. Glad to see you made it here safely,” she replied with a slight nod. “And please call me Calla Lily.”

      “What a beautiful name.”

      “Thank you.” She smiled kindly. “This way, we’re right over here.” Calla Lily pointed to a Ford Model T that had been retrofitted with tires thicker than the norm, obviously a necessity for dealing with the Colorado terrain.

      Nathan deposited his bag in the back and climbed inside, choosing to stick to a generic topic like the weather as a way to pass the time while Calla Lily navigated the mountain pass. He was, of course, bursting at the seams to ask all the questions pooling on the tip of his tongue. How had his father’s camera ended up in Colorado? Did she remember who brought it in? Did she perhaps see his father firsthand? But, remembering Lillian’s words, he wasn’t ready to have his hopes crushed just yet, so he’d wait—wait until he saw it with his own eyes before broaching the sensitive subject.

      “So, are all the mountain towns around here this hard to find?” Nathan asked as they rounded yet another bend in the road.

      Calla Lily stifled a laugh. “No, probably not. Our little town is . . . special, a hidden gem, and we wouldn’t have it any other way.

      Nathan arched his brow, but dismissed her comment. Instead, he turned back to the window and glanced up at the snow-tipped mountain caps.
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