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Author’s Note

Grave Hex contains themes and scenes that may be distressing for some readers. As an author, I understand that trigger/content warnings are necessary. I have compiled a list to the best of my abilities which is freely available on my website. 

Website: https://jademarshallauthor.wordpress.com 

Your mental health matters. For those of you who wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of fiction, and I DO NOT condone or wish to romanticize any of the situations or actions of the characters. 

Happy Reading. 

Jade Marshall 
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Chapter One

Shadows in the Cards
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Emilia

The cards never lie. They twist truths, speak in riddles, and veil their meanings in smoke and symbols, but they never lie. Never.

I run my fingers over the edge of the worn deck. It’s an old one with cracked edges and burn marks on the High Priestess, the kind of deck that has purpose. I’ve used it only once before, years ago. The last time I thought I might lose myself. Tonight feels the same as it did all those years ago and I know I have no choice.

I light a single tapered black candle and let the flame dance in the mirror behind it. Incense curls in the air like a serpent fragranced by mugwort, sage, and just a pinch of wolfsbane. I’m not casting a circle and I’m not summoning spirits. This is just for me. A private reading.

And I already know I’m going to regret it. Not that the growing feeling of foreboding stops me. I shuffle the deck, and the cards groan like old bones.

“Don’t lie to me,” I whisper. “Don’t show me what I want. Show me the truth.” The first card drops.

The Moon. Illusions. Secrets. Hidden things creeping to the surface. It’s always the Moon with me. She follows me like a curse.

The second card flutters out almost before I touch the deck.

The Lovers. I freeze. “No,” I mutter. “That doesn’t make sense.” It shouldn’t be here. Not for me.

I’ve had a mate. I was born with one, marked by the stars and the moon and every cruel law the Goddess wrote into our bones. I found him and he looked at me like I was filth. Told me I wasn’t enough. Half-witch, half-wolf, and a whole lot of disappointment.

Warick. His name still tastes like ash in my mouth.

I remember everything about the day he rejected me, but the thing that is always the clearest is the pain of his rejection. Not just the physical pain but the emotional torment of knowing I simply wasn’t good enough for him.

The third card falls from my fingers before I can stop it, before I can even take a breath and shrug off the painful reminder.

Death. I stare at it. It doesn’t mean literal death ... usually. It’s more likely to indicate change or transformation. Maybe even endings that begin new things.

The air around me thickens, like a storm pressing against the windows, sending a shiver crawling up my spine. I don’t need a vision, and I certainly don’t need a damn reading. I can feel it, and have been feeling it for weeks. Deep in my bones, deeper in the part of me that never stopped howling for him. He’s coming.

My stomach twists and my pulse flutters. I want to deny it. I want to throw the cards across the room or in the damn fire and say the reading is wrong. But it isn’t. I know that heavy presence that’s moving toward me like a storm cloud with intent.

Warick is coming back. And I’m not sure I’ll survive it—him—this time.

I close up the shop early, ignoring the last-minute texts from desperate clients and the one voicemail from Mrs. Rivera about her ghost cat.

“Tell it to stop knocking over the urns,” I mutter to myself, pulling down the blinds. “Maybe get a spray bottle.”

I should pack up my life and run, move very, very far away. I’ve done it before but this time my legs won’t move. It’s been years since I last saw him. Years since I stood in the middle of a snowy field with my heart cracked open, begging him not to say it.

But he’d said it anyway. “I reject you.” No ceremony. No warmth. Just ice and steel.

I don’t care what he wants now. I’ve built a life here, even if it’s stitched together with lies and tarot cards. The humans believe I’m eccentric. They don’t know I shift under the full moon. They don’t know what I had to bury to be free.

And I’ll do anything, anything, to keep Warick from tearing it apart.

****
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I can’t fucking sleep, nervous energy keeping my mind awake no matter what I try. Instead, I sit on the porch with a cup of tea and a loaded revolver in my lap. It’s not for him. Not really. I’d never be fast enough to get the drop on him. No, it’s just for peace of mind.

The woods whisper beyond the lake, the waterfall beyond glowing with reflected moonlight, quiet and peaceful. Like it doesn’t remember blood on the rocks, screams in the trees, or the way my soul splintered on this land.

But I do. I remember everything.

So, when the wind shifts and I catch the faint scent of wild things and danger, of pine and ash and cold steel, I know it’s not a dream. Warick is here. And the damn cards were right.

The Moon. The Lovers. Death.

Endings that begin new things. I don’t know what’s coming next, but I know this—if he refuses me again, I won’t beg. And if he thinks he can destroy me like he did last time, he’ll learn just how dangerous a half-witch, half-wolf with nothing left to lose can really be.
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Chapter Two

The Alpha Hunter
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Warick

The scent of blood never really fades. You think it will. That if you bury the body deep enough or rinse your hands long enough, the stink of it will stop clinging. But it doesn’t. It settles under the skin and sleeps in your lungs.

I catch the scent again just outside of Crystal Falls. It’s faint, old, nearly drowned out by pine and rain, but I recognize the tang. 

Territory blood. 

Alpha blood.

This wasn’t a random kill. No, this was a claim.

I pull my Harley into the trees just beyond the curve of the road, where the lake disappears into fog. Crystal Falls. The kind of town that pretends it’s asleep when it’s wide awake, watching you with narrowed eyes and sharp senses, just like me.

I remove my helmet, shaking out my hair. The silence stretches, thick, pulsing, and heavy with the promise of violence. Even this place knows I’ve come for war and that’s a good thing. Let them be afraid, they certainly should be.

I didn’t come here looking for her. The mate I threw away. I don’t let myself say her name. Hell, I don’t even let myself think it, but I feel her. The moment I crossed the border into this cursed town, the bond I tried to bury clawed its way back into my gut. It itches under my skin. A splinter I can’t dig out. One would think the bond would fade, but it’s still there. A fucking unbreakable tether, taut, trembling, and alive.

It’s been nearly a decade. She should be gone or mated to someone else. Dead, maybe. That would be easier for me. Fuck. I can’t afford this complication right now.

Someone killed an Alpha in my territory. Not just any Alpha—a challenger. And when I tore through the scene, there was one scent I didn’t recognize. One scent that shouldn’t have been there. The one that led me here to Crystal Falls.

I don’t need distractions, and I don’t want a fucking mate. I made my choice, years ago. She wasn’t wolf enough. She wasn’t strong enough, and I’m not the kind of man who gets weighed down by fate or fragile things.

At least that’s the lie I keep telling myself.

I head into town just before sundown. Main Street is full of humans pretending they’re safe. Little shops line the streets. There’s a dusty diner and an antique bookstore with a sign that hangs crooked, like it's given up trying. It’s all so quiet it grates on my nerves.

Too calm. Too clean. But the scent I have been tracking is stronger now. The rogue was here but so was she. I grit my teeth and walk faster.

The psychic’s shop appears before me like it’s always been waiting. The Veiled Eye. Black-painted windows and salt lines that need refreshing. There are old wards and new ones. Witchcraft and wolf magic are twisted together in a way that makes my spine bristle.

And behind the door, I feel her. The mate I rejected. Emilia.

My hands curl into fists at my sides. She’s not supposed to be here, not anywhere near here. I should walk away. Find the killer and finish the hunt. It’s the most important thing right now. Instead, I open the door.

A bell chimes and the scent of her hits me like a punch to the chest. It’s all lavender, smoke, and rain. My wolf roars, rattling my brain inside my skull. I clench my jaw so hard I hear the bone grind.

She doesn’t look at me right away. She doesn’t even lift her head.

She’s at a table, bent over some tarot cards, frowning like the deck personally insulted her. Her dark hair is longer now. Her body is fuller, her curves more prominent than I remember. Her aura burns like wildfire.

She’s just as beautiful as she was the first time I laid eyes on her. And I still hate the way I feel when I look at her. She lifts her head, and her gaze collides with mine. My traitorous cock hardens in my jeans, and I have to fight back a growl.

She doesn’t flinch or smile. She simply raises one brow and says flatly, “No refunds. And I’m not reading your cards.”

I blink. Is that it? Ten years and a broken bond. A ruined fucking mating. And she greets me like I’m just another idiot walking in off the street? The wolf in me growls.

She just rolls her eyes. “Still brooding, huh? That’s cute. Did you want something, or are you here to glare me into submission?”

My control cracks and I glare at her. “You still talk too much.”

“And you still suck at hellos.” Her sass is still intact after all these years.

Her voice is like fire and knives. Her power coils around her like a second skin. She’s not the scared little half-blood girl I walked away from. She’s stronger now, deadlier. So much fucking hotter.
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