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      More than anything, Clarke Price hates the cold, so when she and her mom pick up in the middle of winter to move to the small town of Havenwood Falls in the Rocky Mountains, she is less than thrilled. On the way to their new home, their car hits a patch of black ice, sending them into a ditch. When Clarke wakes up, she finds herself stuck with an aunt she’s never met, while her mom recovers in the hospital. She’s never felt so alone.

      While Clarke grapples with impossible truths about the town, her family, and the unbelievable realization that she’s a witch, she keeps running into a stunning guy with gorgeous eyes who turns her into her least favorite cliché. He’s rude, always around, and has a knack for bringing out her argumentative side. But even that isn’t enough to dampen her growing attraction to him.

      But can Clarke trust this handsome stranger, or is he responsible for the accidents that have nearly taken her life—twice? And what about the nightmares that feel like a dire warning that something bad is coming?

      More than just her life rests on Clarke finding the truth in time.
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      I crack open my eyes and instantly regret it. Bright florescent lights flicker above, accompanied by the harsh glare of sunlight through the window, and an annoying, constant beep. I squeeze my eyes shut before I can focus on anything and groan, trying to roll over. I can’t. It hurts too much. Every inch of my body aches, and I think every part of me must be bruised.

      Voices murmur nearby. I can’t make out what they’re saying. One belongs to a man, the other to a woman. I don’t know who they are. The talking stops as I reach up to place a hand over my splitting head.

      There’s a tug on my hand, and I realize I’m attached to something.

      What happened? Where am I?

      I force my eyes open again. White walls, a soft blue knitted blanket draped over my legs, and a railing on either side of my bed. I’m in the hospital, or at least something like one. The room is small. There’s not really much to it.

      Before I can fully get my bearings, a woman approaches. The one who must have been talking to the man in a white coat just outside the door.

      “Oh good, Clarke, you’re awake,” she says.

      It takes me a moment, but I recognize her from pictures Mom showed me years ago. The two of them on a road trip in the nineties, the summer before college, taking selfies before it was even a thing.

      Looking at her face is like looking into a mirror where I’ve aged, though only slightly, perhaps only by a few years. But unlike me, she has a sense of style. I swear she has hardly changed since those pictures were taken. She’s slender, with brown hair just past her shoulders. Where hers is wavy, mine is straight, but her brown eyes match mine perfectly. I know she’s family. Considering I’ve only heard stories about one distant relative, there’s no one else she could be.

      “Aunt Michelle?” I manage to croak out. My throat is sore and dry. I’m so thirsty.

      I push myself up to a sitting position, and I hate every second of moving. But I don’t think anything is broken. My aunt holds onto my arm, giving me extra support.

      “You can call me Auntie, or Michelle. You don’t need to be so formal.” She bends down to fluff my pillows, then hugs me gently, if not a little awkwardly.

      Her voice is almost familiar. Then I remember why. A month before Mom and I moved, we got a call. I’d answered the phone, and hers was the voice on the line. She called me by name then, but I was too distracted running out the door to wonder about it until later. I wonder why Mom hadn’t told me it had been her. I would have liked to talk to her. Then again, I suppose after that call, Mom had been quieter than normal. I didn’t want to press her when she seemed to have so much on her mind, so I just never asked. I forgot it soon enough.

      “What happened?” I ask. I don’t know what hospital this is or how I got here. There’s a fog surrounding my mind, making it hard to think.

      Michelle frowns, and the fingers of her hand gripping her purse strap tighten until her knuckles lose color. Then she looks up at the doctor as he walks into the room. She doesn’t answer my question. I stare at her, waiting for one anyway. But she keeps her gaze locked on the doctor.

      My head hurts too much to think clearly.

      The doctor—my eyes flick to his name tag: Dr. Underwood—starts talking to my aunt Michelle. After a few seconds, I tune them out, resting my head back against the pillows. I close my eyes, and when I open them again, I’m unsure if several minutes have passed, or just several seconds.

      He fusses, and I barely give him a passing glance as he checks my pulse, eyes, throat. He’s average height, with salt-and-pepper hair and blue eyes that I’d normally drool over. But not today. Today I just want to keep my head from splitting open from the pain.

      Michelle puts her purse in her lap as she sits down on the chair next to my bed, waiting for the doctor to do his thing.

      “How do you feel, Miss Price?” he asks.

      I hate that my last name is different from Mom’s. Always have. I never understood why she gave me my dad’s name and not hers, when he hasn’t been around since before I was born. Even hyphenating would have been preferable; then at least I could request people use Baker.

      I purse my lips and want to give a smart-ass answer, but I hold my tongue. He’s only doing his job. Besides, it’s only the drumbeat of my pulse pounding at my temples that’s making me irritable.

      “Not great. My head hurts,” I mutter, and because I still want an answer, I add, “What happened?”

      “You and your mother were in a car accident, sweetie,” Michelle says. The quietness of her voice doesn’t suit her.

      I jerk up to sit straighter and wince at the pain. “What? Where’s Mom? Is she okay?”

      My heart thumps, and I can feel each beat hammering in my skull.

      Michelle looks to the doctor like she’s afraid she’s said too much. That look has me worried. What isn’t she telling me? Whatever it is, it can’t be good.

      “Can you remember anything about what happened?” the doctor interjects. He must have perfected his bedside manner, because he doesn’t look the slightest bit concerned.

      I think back. I remember Mom wanting to move to some small town in Colorado I’d never heard of for her job. We were going to stay with an aunt I’d never met before, who is obviously Michelle. I remember packing my things into the car and hoping the movers wouldn’t get lost, the vast hours of straight road with next to nothing to look at once we left Oregon, how it was even worse after we crossed through that small corner of Utah, and it was pitch black out with only the blinding headlights from other cars . . . But that’s it.

      I shake my head, then instantly regret the movement. I hope a nurse comes by with pain meds soon. I don’t think I can rest until this pain dies down.

      “Don’t worry too much about it. You just woke up. Sometimes temporary amnesia of the event can happen. You’re very lucky—no broken bones, just some bruising.” Dr. Underwood writes on my chart as he talks.

      And aching muscles that feel like I’ve been deadlifting a moose, I think.

      “What day is it?” I ask.

      “It’s the ninth,” the doctor says, his pen not even pausing.

      It’s been two days since we left.

      “When can I go home?” I ask. If I have to lay around and be in pain, I’d much rather it be somewhere less sterile looking.

      “I would like you to stay the night, but barring any issues, you should be able to go home in the morning.”

      “What about my mom?” I push. Panic presses down on my chest.

      His face is neutral. Not happy, but not the face of having to deliver really bad news. “Ms. Baker is stable, but she isn’t awake yet, which is for the best. She has quite a few injuries, so we are isolating her for the time being. It will allow her to heal faster without risk of infection. I am confident she’ll wake up in the next few days.” A strange look passes over his face.

      I sit back and breathe. The tightness in my chest eases. Just a bit. She’s not in critical condition, so I’m glad for that, though this is far from what I’d hoped to hear.

      The doctor puts my chart back at the foot of my bed and says, “I’ll be back to check on you later. Visiting hours are only for another few minutes.”

      Then he leaves the room.

      I just want to go home, to sleep in my bed in good old Boring, Oregon. I don’t know where we are, but I know this isn’t home. “What town are we in?”

      Michelle—because even though she’s my aunt, I don’t know her well enough to think of her like that. Not yet—stands and looks at the clock as she slides the purse strap over a shoulder.

      “You’re in Havenwood Falls.” I must make a face, because she clarifies, “Colorado. The car crashed just outside of Grand Junction, a few hours from here. I had you both brought here when I heard what happened.”

      I stare dumbly at her. I guess I don’t remember anything after somewhere in the middle of Wyoming. Did I fall asleep? Mom must have been driving for hours while I was unconscious.

      “Get some rest,” she says, hugging me again. “I’ll be back for you in the morning.”

      Then she leaves, and I’m alone. I scoot down into the bed, pull a pillow from behind my head, and hug it tightly to my chest.

      I don’t want to be here, away from my home, my things, and without my mom.
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      I wake up feeling heavy, like I slept a long time but somehow still not long enough. I push myself up to sit, thankful my body isn’t nearly as sore as yesterday. I wish there was a TV in the room, or at least a halfway decent book. I’d even settle for a school-assigned novel. Not that those have ever been bad—I secretly enjoyed them in the past—they just weren’t my preferred taste.

      I’ve already taken one nap since a nurse woke me up this morning to check my vitals.

      A nurse or volunteer comes in—I’m not really sure which, because I’m staring at a phone on the wall outside of my room. She drops a tray of food off, then leaves without a word. By the time my brain puts things together enough to say thank you, she’s already gone.

      I glance at the clock. It’s noon, and Michelle isn’t here yet. I want to call her, but . . . even if I could get to that phone across the hall, I don’t know her number.

      I adjust myself to look at the tray. The food doesn’t look nearly as bad as people complain about in hospitals, but I don’t feel all that hungry. I pick up the spoon and cup of gelatin and frown down at it. Lime. The color reminds me of fresh grass clippings, and though it smells more appetizing, the color is pretty weird. I poke my spoon into it and stir it around. Maybe if I don’t look while I eat, it won’t be that bad?

      I take a bite.

      Not great, but I’ve had worse.

      “Sorry I’m late!” Michelle enters in a flurry of movement. She’s wearing a pretty pink dress, with knee high boots that don’t look like they should work but do, and her hair is pulled back into a cute updo.

      I quickly set the toxic-looking food down and push the tray away.

      “I got caught up at work and then had to fill out your discharge paperwork.” She plops a bag down on a chair. My bag. “I had no idea it would take so long.”

      “It’s okay,” I say. She looks at me expectantly. So I blurt the first thing that comes to mind. “Did you know hospitals serve green gelatin because the red flavors are too close to the color of blood, and they need to tell the difference if they need to do emergency surgery?”

      She blinks.

      Great. She’s known me for all of five minutes, and she already thinks I’m weird. Spouting weird facts has always been a mostly bad habit of mine. Mom says I started when I was about five, though even she doesn’t know where I picked it up from. I usually do it when I first meet new people or I’m stressed, or really, anytime I’m slightly uncomfortable. Either that or I completely shut down and have a hard time speaking. It always made making friends difficult. That was the one good thing about moving every year or two—I was never in one place long enough to make too much of an impression on anyone.

      “I brought your bag for you,” Michelle says.

      “When can I see Mom?”

      A look crosses her face that I don’t have time to decipher before it’s gone. “I’ll go talk to the doctor about that while you get dressed.”

      If I didn’t know better, from the strain in her voice, I’d say there was something that she didn’t want me to know. But before I can ask, she’s out the door, heading down the hall.

      I drop my feet off the edge of the bed and stand. My legs are a little weak, though it’s the same feeling I get when I’ve forgotten to eat all day, so it’s manageable.

      Opening my bag slumped on the foot of the bed, I rummage around, passing up my jeans for a pair of dark leggings and my Darth Vader sweater. The back of my hand catches the corner of a box I didn’t pack. I dig down and pluck it out. It’s small, teal, and made of the standard cardboard used for some types of jewelry.

      I remove the lid, attaching it to the underside. Inside is a simple, silver bracelet. A tiny star charm, with a chunk of raw amethyst embedded into the center, dangles from one of the links. Mom must have snuck it in my bag as an early birthday present. I clasp it onto my wrist, admiring the glint of light off the polished metal, then shuffle my way to the bathroom to change.

      When I look into the mirror, my appearance makes me cringe. My dark brown hair is in tangles, so I work my fingers through, combing it back as best I can.

      Michelle is back when I emerge from the bathroom. She’s smiling and holding my bag. “The doctor says we can visit Angela in a few days. He just wants her to heal a little more first.”

      It’s not bad news, I tell myself. I’ll be able to see her soon enough. We’ve been apart for longer periods of time than that when she goes on her business trips.

      Michelle leads me out to her car. As we exit the building, a blast of cold air hits me. It’s the middle of the day, with a little wind and full sun, yet I swear my breath froze before it even had a chance to exit my body. I crinkle my nose, rubbing it with the back of my hand to rid myself of the odd sensation. I was not built for this kind of weather.

      The drive is mostly silent. Sleep weighs on me even though I’ve been sleeping for days.

      I look at Michelle from the corners of my eyes. But she continues talking, not leaving me with an opening, telling me about the bakery she owns, Daily Knead. I’m too tired to really focus on her words or respond with more than grunts and nods anyway. Instead, I watch the town pass. Everything is so close together.

      Michelle turns onto a street leading up to a small neighborhood.

      “Welcome to Havenstone,” she says as we pass a sign stating as much.

      The houses are cute and remind me of a ski resort you’d see in TV shows. The roofs are steep, and the wood has been sanded and polished to accentuate the lines and knots of the trees they were made from. Michelle puts the car in park in front of one with dark-stained wood.

      Inside, her place is warm and cozy. An overstuffed couch sits under a window, the fireplace is on the far right wall, and two very comfortable-looking chairs, with thick fur-like blankets draped over the backs, sit near the back wall of the room. The floors are hardwood, a light honey color with rugs strategically placed. That will be nice in the mornings.

      It surprises me a little that she doesn’t live in a bigger place. Not that she needs one, but with her corporate hairstyle and heels, I’d expected her home to look like it came out of a magazine. You’d think she lived in a bubble of spring while the rest of the world is in the middle of what has to be an unusually arctic winter.

      Looking out the window, I frown at the snow. I much prefer rainy winters.

      I wander into the dining room on the left. It’s small and simple, with a round wooden table pushed against the wall. There’s a swinging door that I assume leads into the kitchen.

      “Your great-grandfather made that,” Michelle says to me from behind. She nods toward the table. I smile and move back into the main living area. She walks around me, motioning down the hall, and shows me to my room. “I’ve made up the guest room for you until your mother gets out of the hospital. Then we can go house-hunting together.”

      I just nod.

      We pass a closed door, which I assume is Michelle’s room, and an office with a large desk and shelves of books lining one wall.

      Once we get to my temporary room, I drop my bag at the foot of the bed and plop down onto my back, ready to take a nap. How can I still be so tired?

      “Don’t fall asleep just yet. I’m expecting company soon, then I’ll make lunch.” And with that, she is off down the hall. Again, I can’t shake the feeling that there’s something she’s not telling me.

      My eyelids droop. This mattress is too comfortable. I could curl up and hibernate straight through the rest of winter. Somehow, though, I manage to find it in me to roll off the bed and stand before I fall asleep. I stretch, then make my way out into the hall. My feet stop in mid-stride when I see a painting.

      There’s nothing remarkable about it, though it has a Bob Ross feel to it. The image is of a forest, but one seemingly out-of-place detail sticks out. I squint at the figure. A man standing in the distance. He looks like he doesn’t belong, like someone added him years later, only with paints that weren’t nearly as vibrant. The style in which he’s painted is more detailed, and less free-flowing than the rest.

      “Mason, your father, painted that years ago, before you were born,” Michelle says.

      You mean, before he left us, I think bitterly. My reply dies on my tongue as I jump, startled by the knock on the door.
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      An hour later, I’m sitting on the couch, staring at my aunt like she’s grown two extra heads. Which, given what just happened, would be slightly less weird. When she said company, I didn’t expect to get a tattoo. I’m a minor, for crap’s sake. I side-eye Michelle. Last I checked, that wasn’t exactly legal. Something about wards and protections. I don’t know. It doesn’t make much sense to me still.

      “So your mother didn’t tell you?” she asks, gripping the back of a chair. Though her expression is calm and slightly confused, her knuckles are white from the strain.

      I shake my head slowly. Either I’m insane . . . or she is. Either way, I’m stuck here in a tiny town in the middle of the Rocky Mountains with no one to save me.

      “Nope,” I say, hoping I’m doing a decent job at hiding my worry. My eyes are wide, so probably not.

      Michelle paces the room for a minute, then sits down next to me and takes my hands in hers. “We are witches. The tattoo is to help keep your powers under control as they come in. I know it’s hard to believe, but . . .” She trails off and studies my face for a moment. “I think it will be easier to show you.”

      She waves her hand at the fireplace and snaps her fingers. Instantly, a roaring fire starts up.

      I jump up on the couch, pulling my knees to my chest. The skin on my right shoulder, where I got my tattoo, stings a little from the movement. “What. The. Crap!”

      Try as I might, there’s no explanation I can come up with to explain how she did that—not any that doesn’t involve magic. I blow out a breath. Magic . . . witches . . .

      “Does Mom know?” I ask.

      She laughs and moves to sit next to me. “Of course. Your mother is a witch, too. We tend not to use our powers like that, and never in public.”

      “So what? Is this town some kind of witchy sanctuary?” I ask.

      Michelle reaches for my hand, but I jerk it back. She takes the hint and scoots away, giving me a little more room. “Not exactly. There are a lot of different supes in this town. Shifters, witches like us, some witches with vastly different types of magic, fae, and more.”

      I think she stopped at more to spare me further insanity.

      “Shifters? Like . . . werewolves?”

      “Wolves, dragons, and⁠—”

      “Dragons?” I snort. “You know this sounds absolutely insane, right?”

      “I know. It will take some getting used to. But there are also humans in town, though most aren’t aware of us.”

      “Is it even safe to go outside?” I can feel my eyes about to pop out of my head.

      She laughs. “Of course it is. We live here because it’s safe.” Michelle lowers her voice. “I’m sorry. I never realized Angela didn’t tell you. That’s why the two of you moved here, because your powers will be coming in on your birthday, which also happens to be on the night of the supermoon. And because our power is drawn from the moon, your powers will be the strongest our family has seen in generations.”

      “I think I’m going to be sick.” This has to be a joke. I mean, there’s no such thing as witches like she’s trying to get me to believe.

      Yet, I saw her light that fire. No hidden button, no remote. Just a snap of her finger. This is crazy, and what’s worse is that I find myself starting to believe her.

      “I will help you as your powers manifest,” she goes on.

      All I can do is nod, hugging my knees to my chest as she keeps talking. But I’ve stopped listening. Her voice is just a muffled buzz in my head. I’m feeling completely overwhelmed, and I can feel myself shutting down. The emotions are too thick and they steal my words, my voice . . . and I don’t know how I’ll ever find either again.

      This cannot be real.
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