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      Fact One: A flock of crows is called a murder.

      Fact Two: Cherophobia is the fear of fun.

      Fact Three: It’s impossible to sneeze with your eyes open.

      

      For Sedona Mathews, facts and knowledge act as a buffer between her and the outside world. Born as an empath, others’ emotions bombard her senses, complicating any relationship she’s tried to enjoy. When she becomes sole owner of Shelf Indulgence, she happily devotes her life to the Havenwood Falls bookstore, hiding away amongst books she loves. Because there’s another fact Sedona is painfully aware of . . .

      Fact Four: In a town where nothing and no one is as they seem, falling in love can be treacherous.

      Micah Westbrook has no time for love. Cloaked in secrecy, he brings his niece, Holly, to Havenwood Falls, hoping they can hide amongst the other supernaturals. He’s charged with keeping Holly safe and will risk everything to ensure those hunting them can’t pick up their trail. The last thing Micah needs is to be blindsided by a danger he didn’t see coming . . . Sedona.

      Micah struggles to keep her at arm’s length, forgetting one important fact: When it comes to loving an empath, there’s nowhere to hide.
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      You can do it, Sedona. There’s no need to panic. Everything will be okay. Just put on your big girl panties, smile, and pretend that you can’t feel everything he is thinking.

      If I had a dollar for every time I’d rehearsed this small mantra, standing here at the window of my bookstore, Shelf Indulgence, I’d have enough to leave Havenwood Falls and explore the world for the rest of my life.

      Not that I truly wanted to leave the only place I’d ever felt safe enough to call my home, but you get the idea.

      I sounded like a broken record that kept skipping and repeating the same old tired words. Part of me wished I could toss aside my reservations each time I decided to bravely face the possibilities of dating.

      The problem was there was nothing normal about beginning a new relationship, especially when you held the special gifts I did. My mother used to tell me how unique being an empath was, and that when my ability was paired together with my other inherent powers, I would become a force to be reckoned with.

      Those pep talks ended by the time I reached my teens, replaced by the now familiar fear that echoed in her heart. She was careful to prevent it from ever shining out through her eyes or filling her voice when she spoke. I didn’t need those nonverbal cues to know what she was feeling.

      The empathy I’d been raised to believe was a gift morphed quickly into a curse—one that kept my peers at arm’s length, their soft whispers following behind me as I walked down Havenwood Falls High’s hallways. I didn’t blame them for not wanting to invite me to sit with them at lunch or bond over fun sleepovers.

      Even though many of them were part of the hidden supernatural community, somehow their fangs, claws, and weirdness weren’t nearly as dangerous as being able to reach into them and pluck out their secret feelings.

      It wasn’t until I found comfort in running Shelf Indulgence and escaping into the beloved books I cherished that I made my peace with who I was—am.

      “I could always cancel,” I murmured, my stomach churning with nerves. “It’s only a first date . . . nothing important.” My throat dried the second I spotted Robert crossing the street, headed in my direction. “God, I hate this.”

      A deep, familiar voice answered. “One of us needs to leave this store and have a life, Sedona. And considering I can’t, that leaves the burden firmly on your shoulders.”

      Maxwell appeared beside me, his fingers twirling the end of his mustache. I often wondered if he realized he did that—if it was a nervous habit he’d failed to break. I couldn’t quite cross out an alternative thought that it was his way of impersonating a villain because right now, my dearest friend wasn’t enabling my cowardice at all. He was supposed to agree wholeheartedly with me and suggest I spend the evening secluded quietly in my apartment with a delicious glass of wine and a book.

      “I still think you made that up, Maxwell. I’m sure if you tried hard enough, you could leave and go haunt Willow over at Coffee Haven. You know . . . expand your horizons and all.”

      A look of horror and disapproval blazed across his ghostly features.

      Did I forget to mention Maxwell was a ghost?

      “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear you suggest that, young lady. Do you really think I’d stay here and witness your weekly neurotic diatribe about the woes of dating if I could simply waltz out of here?”

      I knew Maxwell well enough to remember that beneath his offended pout, he was teasing me. Like he said, we pretty much went through this conversation each time I foolishly agreed to go out with someone. We both had our parts to play.

      Clenching my hands into fists, I straightened and drew in a deep breath. “How do I look? Am I presentable enough?”

      Despite my blasé attitude toward dating, I still found myself making an effort, a small sliver of hope surfacing that maybe, just maybe, this time would be different.

      “You look beautiful as always. Although,” he paused for a moment, casting a glance outside as Robert drew closer. The corners of his lips twitched into an almost smile. In stepping off the curb, my date had misjudged the slickness of the ground, his feet slipping over ice. To some, winter in Havenwood Falls was far from the magical wonderland that I viewed it as. Robert’s mouth formed a silent curse word.

      Maxwell cleared his throat, bringing my attention back to our conversation. “I believe your beauty is wasted on this human.”

      There was no mistaking the sneer in his tone. My dear friend didn’t approve of my dating someone outside our supernatural community.

      “You know why I agreed,” I retorted, steeling myself to once again remind him that there were slim pickings for me no matter how hard I tried.

      Who would want to date an empath?

      “Heathens,” Maxwell exhaled in disgust. “In my day, men would be lining up around the town square for a chance to be with you.”

      “Well, pity we can’t just hop in a time machine and find me these rare males.” I laughed, desperately hoping it disguised the sadness I couldn’t always bury. Truth be told, I was lonely. Just once, I wanted to experience the toe-curling, heart-racing, giddy swooning love I read about.

      My gaze remained with Robert now—the moment I’d been waiting for. The closer he came, the sooner I would sense his intentions. Over the years, I’d become pretty good at protecting myself from the overwhelming crush of emotions that surrounded me. It was one of the first spells I perfected when I came of age and could practice magic on my own. Invisible to the naked eye, a silvery aura encased me, thinning only when I purposely lowered my guard to get a reading of someone.

      He must’ve sensed I was watching because a huge smile lit his face when our eyes met. Everything seemed normal as his intentions mentally reached me—nerves over whether he could impress me, a list of topics to cover over dinner just in case we ran out of things to say, and that he believed I was one of the prettiest girls he’d ever laid eyes on.

      That last one made my own smile grow. What girl didn’t like knowing others thought she was attractive?

      Robert was only a few steps away from the store’s door when I caught the briefest of flashes of another feeling—one that instantly brought the shutters around my heart. Sighing sadly, I knew I couldn’t forget and pretend he hadn’t just cast aside those other emotions for one that made my skin crawl.

      Lust. The lewd kind that left you feeling stripped bare and vulnerable in front of a group of men catcalling and yelling for you to shake what the good lord gave you.

      I was far from being a prude, so lust in general wasn’t something to make me retreat. There was nothing wrong with finding someone good-looking and noticing how they made your body respond.

      That wasn’t how Robert was feeling right now. If anything, he was contemplating how long it would take him to get me flat on my back, legs in the air, as I screamed his name in worship.

      “Blech,” I uttered, already heading to the door. “Be right back, Maxwell.” Not giving him a chance to reply, to convince me I didn’t have the luxury of turning yet another man down, or to list the million reasons he worried I would become the Cat Lady of Havenwood Falls, I was out on the street. I was the queen of excuses, and I didn’t feel guilty for the lies I told Robert, or the fake disappointment I expressed over having to cancel the plans he had for us.

      It took everything I had not to shudder when he rubbed my arm, his touch lingering longer than was appropriate. Another blast of lust shot out from him, and I took a few steps backward.

      I couldn’t run back inside the bookstore fast enough, leaving Robert standing on the sidewalk, confused over how I could possibly choose something over him. His arrogance was another turnoff—something he’d managed to hide when he’d asked me out earlier in the week.

      “What was the reason this time?” Maxwell asked, exasperated. If he rolled his eyes any harder, they would’ve fallen to the back of his head and down his body, before coming to a stop in his feet. Snarky ghost.

      “Unexpected inventory audit,” I answered weakly. Even I could hear what a lousy reason it was. “In my defense, he was a pig.”

      His brows furrowed in concern. “You can’t keep doing this, Sedona. Do you honestly want to end up like me?”

      “I could think of worse things to become.” In trying to lighten the conversation and perhaps deflect the lecture I sensed brewing within him, I couldn’t deny he had a point. “Next time I’ll go, okay? Just not with him.”

      He snorted. “What was wrong with this one?”

      My face flushed. “Let’s just say, if given the chance, he’d rather have skipped dinner and dived right into dessert.”

      A deep baritone laugh burst from Maxwell. “He found you attractive and that upset you? You do know what happens when two people like each other, Sedona? Please tell me I don’t have to inform you about the birds and the bees.”

      The very thought made me squirm uncomfortably. “I already know about sex, smart-ass.” I shook my head at him. “I just don’t like it when the guy I’m with is more interested in getting between my legs than really getting to know me.”

      “And here I thought I was the old-fashioned one,” he retorted quickly. “You can’t hide away in here forever, Sedona. Sexual sparks are a good thing. You need chemistry.” His voice grew louder and more passionate. “The heroes in those romance books you love won’t keep you warm at night. You need someone real.”

      “Says the ghost that won’t leave either.” It was a low blow, but I was feeling defensive.

      In the years since I’d taken over my grandfather’s bookstore and made it my own, I’d never once seen Maxwell leave. He’d simply appeared one day, and no amount of questioning would get him to reveal where he’d come from.

      “My circumstances are different.” His response was gruff. As an empath, I couldn’t get a fix on his emotions, my gifts reserved solely for the living, but in this case, I didn’t need to rely on my gift to know what he was feeling.

      We were both defensive.

      “I’ll try harder next time,” I promised, wishing I could reach out and touch him without my hand passing through. “He just wasn’t right for me.”

      “You can’t afford to be so selective. You need to seize the moment before time slips through your fingers. Take it from me.” His voice trailed off.

      It was on the tip of my tongue to ask him why, to perhaps prod a little to see if he would finally open up and share.

      I didn’t get the chance, however, as the door to the store opened, startling me. Maxwell disappeared, leaving me standing there like a fool, talking to myself. Most times that wouldn’t bother me. Most of the town believed I was weird anyway, so nothing really surprised them.

      As my heart began racing and my mouth instantly dried, all I could think was two things:

      One, I hoped this guy didn’t think I was a freak too.

      Two, the stranger standing in the doorway, his gorgeous blue eyes fixed completely on me, was by far the sexiest man I had ever seen.

      And when he spoke, I knew I was in trouble.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hello.”

      They say that words hold power, and living in the small town I did, they could also be very dangerous. Witches used them to invoke magic, shifting energy through the ether in order to do their bidding. One wrong syllable or nuance could cause an outbreak of aggression with the werewolf packs, and vampires . . . well, they were notorious for using their silken tones to bend others to their will.

      But this one word—hello—it had the power to completely undo me. I’d heard it countless times throughout the day as customers came into Shelf Indulgence, but never was the greeting connected to the man that personified sexy goodness simply from uttering it.

      I gulped.

      Don’t you dare stammer and embarrass yourself, Sedona. Just take a deep breath and act as if it’s every day a gorgeous stranger stops by to say hi.

      I gulped, again, my palms already beginning to sweat from nerves.

      “How can I do you?” I blurted out, instantly cringing over the jumbled sentence falling out of my mouth. Inwardly, I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole.

      HOW. CAN. I. DO. YOU?

      What the heck!

      If I thought him speaking melted my insides, his laughter was pure sin. The twinkle in his deep blue eyes set me at ease and, despite the heat blistering my cheeks, I knew his grin was a sign that he had a sense of humor.

      “Is that how you greet all your customers?” He cocked his eyebrow as he asked, and my heartbeat thundered.

      This man was going to be the death of me.

      “Only the good-looking ones.” It came out all breathy. Then, as if the Fates needed proof I’d lost my ever-loving mind, I winked. Winked.

      Awkward silence followed.

      Even Maxwell showing up and scaring the bejeezus out of me would’ve been more welcome.

      In the space between seconds, I automatically reached out with my empathic gift, searching for those telltale signs that he was one of us—supernatural. I hadn’t seen him before, and perhaps he was simply passing through. Something in the back of my mind whispered that I hoped that wasn’t the case.

      Electric tingles brushed over my skin, setting those nerve endings aflame with magic. He was definitely supernatural, but what species? Each group had a certain flavor that belonged solely to their kind. It made it easy for people like me to uncover.

      The Court of the Sun and the Moon often called on me with tasks to subtly dig into someone’s psyche to see whether or not their intentions were true and honorable. Havenwood Falls was fiercely protected from unwanted attention, and although I didn’t want to get involved with the town’s politics, I couldn’t resist my aunt’s requests.

      Just my luck. She knew that it bothered me, but didn’t hesitate to remind me it was my duty as her niece and an empath to use my gifts for the common good.

      Sometimes that line got pretty murky. I didn’t like invading people’s privacy and had spent years trying to master my own control.

      After a hellacious childhood of blurting out people’s emotions, revealing their innermost feelings without permission, I’d retreated into the world of fiction, where it was safe.

      Characters I understood.

      People were just . . . complicated.

      I pushed outward again, imagining tendrils of light reaching toward the quiet stranger, who was now eyeing me with curiosity. I couldn’t quite get a reading on what he was—my mind was fogging over and keeping the answer just out of reach.

      Testing to see what feelings he was protecting turned up even more questions.

      Nothing. He was the perfect balance of calmness, like a blank sheet of paper. If it weren’t for the fact I could read his facial expressions and body language, I would wonder whether he was actually there.

      It was tempting to push harder. I was inquisitive in nature, and this was a puzzle I wanted to solve.

      Again something whispered that he was someone I definitely wanted to know more about.

      Just as my innate magic touched him, a sizzle of energy snapped out, causing me to take an actual step back.

      His eyebrow rose again.

      Did he know what I was doing?

      Covering my tracks in case he did, I cleared my throat and offered a shaky smile. “What I meant to say was how can I help you?”

      There was a quick wrinkling of his brow before it smoothed over and he nodded. “I’m needing a book for my niece. She’s studying history, in specific the Tudor era with King Henry the Eighth. There is a reference book she needs.” Digging into his pocket, he pulled out a folded piece of paper before continuing, “The Life and Loves of the Infamous King Henry Eighth.”

      Excitement fizzled up inside me. This was one of my favorite subjects to read about.

      “Not that I condone putting aside reading for watching television,” I started, making my way through the shelves to where I kept historical books, “but she may want to watch The Tudors.” It was on the tip of my tongue to gush about how incredibly swoony Jonathan Rhys Meyers and Henry Cavill were in the addictive series, but I didn’t think he’d appreciate the sudden surge in estrogen.

      “I don’t think that would be a wise parental choice, considering she’s only fourteen.” He leaned in, and I caught a whiff of the most delicious scent. Whether it was him or his cologne, I didn’t know, but it took everything in me to move away.

      “My name’s Sedona Mathews, by the way. I’m the owner of Shelf Indulgence.”

      “I know,” he replied in that deep baritone voice that liquefied everything. This reaction was beyond strange, because the only time I’d ever felt such a strong reaction to a guy before was when I was reading one of my beloved novels.

      They were safe, however. He was not.

      What I meant to say was “You do?” but what erupted out next was nothing short than a ridiculous squeak. A huge part of me hoped against hope that Maxwell had retreated to wherever he goes when he’s not annoying the hell out of me.

      With all the grace I could muster, I answered the only way I knew how.

      “Did you know that King Henry was well known for how incredible his legs were? That’s how men’s beauty was described back in the 1500s. Apparently he had attractive calves.”

      Facts were my life. They brought me comfort in stressful moments because they didn’t ever change. I’d heard some say the same about mathematics, which I thought was completely bonkers, but facts were like a lodestone I could touch and ground myself with. I kept them all filed away in my head on the off chance there would be a situation I could share them.

      Like with this stranger.

      And the king who had six wives, two of whom he beheaded.

      I rested my hand lightly on the shelf containing the books about the English monarchy.

      “Well, it would be ironic if he was known for having a beautiful neck, wouldn’t it?” He placed his finger on one of the spines, mouthing the title silently. “My name’s Micah, in case you were wondering.”

      I blinked. I seriously felt like some starry-eyed teenager in the presence of her idol. Shaking my head, I berated myself for not being more professional.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Micah.” Turning to face the shelves again, I scanned the section briefly and let out a disappointed sigh. “Looks like I don’t have it in stock. When does she need it by?”

      Micah was still studying the books, slipping a few out before returning them to their place. “Why?”

      There was a flicker of emotion—suspicion.

      “Because if you don’t mind waiting, I can order it in for you. Shouldn’t take more than three to four days.” Thank goodness for Amazon shipping.

      He seemed to ponder that for a moment before nodding. “I’m sure she’ll make do with what she has until then. I’ve never seen anyone read as much as she does. Every time I turn around, she either has her nose stuck in a book or she’s sharing what she’s learning.”

      So she was a kindred spirit and fellow bookworm.

      “How is she liking Havenwood Falls High?” I asked, guiding him back to the front of the store, where my computer was. He followed behind quietly, and it wasn’t until I was typing in the web address that I realized he hadn’t answered.

      He was studying me with the same intensity he gave the books back there. It was almost like he was an empath too and was trying to push beyond the barriers I kept raised for protection.

      But I hadn’t detected that gift.

      “Sorry.” I offered an apologetic smile, and my hands paused above the keyboard. “I forget that not everyone is as nosey as I am. My mother told me that one particular trait would get me into trouble one day.”

      Micah’s features softened. “You’re fine. I’m just not used to meeting someone who doesn’t seem to have an agenda.” Before I could ask him what he meant, he pulled out his wallet. “Did you want me to pay for the book now or later when it comes in?”

      “You can pay now.” Accepting his card, I began entering the information into the computer.

      “Do you need to see my I.D. as well? To make sure I am who I say I am?” He extended his driver’s license out between his two fingers.

      One look at his earnest expression and I shook my head. “I trust you. Besides, I know where you live.” Smirking, I pointed to the screen where his order was still displayed.

      “You shouldn’t be so willing to trust strangers, Miss Mathews. Not everyone is so easy to read.”

      Damn, was that him saying he knew I was empathic? The hair on the back of my neck rose.





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/logo-none.jpg
dre,






OEBPS/images/havenwoodfalls-na-final-boring-020118_high.jpg
’A
)
C

8
Lt

O)
©
\

e |

/

N

 BEINDA BORING





OEBPS/images/inbooksubad.jpg
——————— O,

N3 = G

FREE STORIES
& MORE

~ Free & exclusive stories and other goodics
~ Be the first to know about sales and events
~ Stay up to date on new releases from
Ang'dora Productions

X

= @ac,\@ifc

Click here to tell us where
o P send them
@,‘ L HVDIO0

‘(. X505 FALL@ O A






