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      Welcome to the secluded mountain town of Havenwood Falls, home to sexy men, strong women, and neighbors who bite. Discover supernatural mystery, thrills, and romance in a place where everyone has a deep, dark, and often deadly secret.

      The weight of tradition grows heavier on Tate Kasun each day. As a wolf shifter, he knows the ancient magic of Havenwood Falls must be protected. As the son of the sheriff, he’s expected to safeguard that magic from outsiders. But then Alex Newton crashes into Tate’s world and makes him question whom and what he should be protecting. 

      After years of trying to prove the supernatural world doesn’t exist, Alex Newton stumbles into Havenwood Falls, past their protective wards, and into the arms of Tate Kasun.  Alex discovers that the ancient ring she wears holds the power to give life, while making her immune to the magic around her—which not only makes her a threat to the Court of the Sun and the Moon, but puts her in imminent danger from those who want the power for themselves. 

      Alex is pulled into a world she can’t explain. Tate is drawn to Alex in a way he can’t deny. Will Tate defy his pack and put Havenwood Falls at risk to protect Alex? Or will he be able to convince the town to trust his instincts and pull together to protect this outsider?
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          ALEX

        

      

    

    
      Technically, summer was a week away, but it appeared the winter still had a hold in the shadows of the forest along Mount Alexa. I’d never experienced what I considered cold weather in June, since I’d never before traveled to Colorado. I explored beyond the trail, feeling comfortable on the mountain because we had something in common. Our names were the same, only I went by Alex.

      My good sense of direction and constant attention to my compass should have had me at the ridge of the mountain in another hour. Navigating around the trees and patches of snow wasn’t too difficult—I’d prepared and conditioned for the outdoors back in Arizona.

      I hated to admit it, but my last breakup had inspired my trip. The guy hadn’t been that bad. In no way was I running away. I’d just finally realized I was wasting away while waiting for him to commit, and so was my work.

      I would be better off with a dog anyway.

      Driving to Colorado had always been the goal, and I’d decided I wouldn’t let a dead-end relationship get in the way of me getting my doctorate. It was time to see if what I had inside me could change the world, or at least my world.

      Buds of green had begun to dot the bare, gray bark sprawled overhead. The branches fractured the last of the day’s sunlight, and my chest burned from breathing in the brisk mountain air. All the locals in the last town I drove through wore shorts and tank tops like there was a heat wave, but growing up in the desert had me donning a jacket and jeans everywhere I went.

      I had one month to finish my research, two months tops, then I’d be defending my dissertation. I didn’t know what would come next, but it would definitely not include dating. I wanted to make sure the next guy I invested myself into was a best friend. Someone who would invest in me, and not only his own academic aspirations. Sitting in classrooms for six years, researching hundreds of case studies, and hiking through these “haunted” forests had all been in hopes of helping people like me.

      Snap.

      The sound of a twig breaking interrupted my train of thought, and I made a sharp turn to find the woodland creature who’d crossed my path. Nothing was there. The sound of crunching leaves underfoot brought me to a stop. My heart pounded in my chest, and I took in a deep breath.

      A low purr drifted toward me, followed by an extra-large tawny mountain lion. He had golden eyes and black edges around his ears and at the end of his lowered tail.

      “Shoo,” I commanded in a panic. “Back off.”

      He raised his head and sniffed the air.

      “You’re a nice kitty, aren’t you?” I rambled. “I’m Alex Newton, and you are? You look like a Mr. Kitty. You don’t have to call me Ms. Newton. Alex is fine. Are you feeling peckish?”

      The mountain lion’s tongue curled over his top teeth as he prowled toward me. A gust of wind rustled the leaves above us and blew my dark curly hair into my eyes. After tucking the strands behind my ears, I peeled the straps of my pack off my shoulders and held the bag between me and the cat like a shield.

      “Okay, you don’t have to go if you don’t want to, Mr. Kitty.” My voice shook.

      I began to back up, and moved my hands behind my back. My feet dragged along the ground in slow motion, not wanting to startle the big cat. A few feet behind me, my fingers brushed up against a tree. There was no place to run without having to dodge a giant tree trunk or pass a wild, hungry animal. I’d wandered into his trap.

      “You can have my bag. There’s some beef jerky and trail mix.” I slid another few inches, bringing my back flush against the tree’s rough bark. “It’ll taste way better than me.”

      I did remember reading about mountain lion attacks, but the article focused on how non-confrontational the cats were. Maybe I could escape while he tried to figure out the tricky zipper.

      I tossed my bag a few feet in front of me. Mr. Kitty approached the backpack and pushed at it with his paw. My keys jingled against each other inside. And that’s when it dawned on me—my car keys would be the mountain lion’s new cat toy.

      It’s what I deserved for wandering off the trail. I thought I remembered leaving one of the backseat doors unlocked. If only I could get inside the car, I knew I could out-wait the mountain lion.

      Suddenly, the cat’s ears flattened and a low growl vibrated in his chest. One of my thumbs hooked into my back pocket, where I’d been carrying a decent-sized pocket knife. I’d have to worry about getting my car started later.

      “Whoa, big guy, I don’t want to hurt you.” My gold thumb ring glinted as I swung my knife in front of me and flicked a notch on the side of the gadget. The blade popped out. I doubted the knife would stop the mountain lion, but it could do some damage and maybe buy me some time.

      With a glance at my surroundings, I still had nowhere to run. I’d have to distract the mountain lion somehow, but I wasn’t about to throw away my one defense. I searched the patch of grass around my feet for a rock or a stick.

      The sound of dry leaves crackling surprised me. Hope rose in my chest, but when I looked up, a black wolf stepped out into the open. The presence of another predator caught Mr. Kitty’s attention, too.

      “Just my luck,” I muttered. There wasn’t any sign of a pack, only the one wolf. “Lone Wolf, meet Mr. Kitty. Maybe the two of you can have dinner together.”

      I took my eyes off the mountain lion to try to figure out what the wolf was up to. His coat was peppered with silver around his neck, and he looked bigger than the wolves I’d seen at the zoo. His golden eyes met mine, and I could have sworn he was staring at me. I closed my eyes for a second longer than was safe, and he barked, startling me. Something inside told me to run.

      Weird.

      The mountain lion bounded toward the wolf. I took a chance and reached for my backpack. Before I turned away, I saw the wolf crouch down in a submissive position. The cat flew over him, creating more distance between us. Then, Lone Wolf attacked the big cat.

      Unsure of who to root for, I took off.

      One of the creatures yelped, but I fought the desire to look back. My feet pounded against the ground as I zigzagged through the forest. Shallow breathing caused a stitch in my side, but I pushed myself to keep the pace. My face stung from being whipped by low-hanging branches.

      What had been an hour climb turned into a twenty-minute sprint down the mountain. I’d gotten off course, twisting and turning around the trees, but only by a couple dozen yards. My well-worn green station wagon waited patiently for me. I’d lovingly named the vehicle Samwise. He groaned and complained, but always came through, like the fictional character in Lord of the Rings.

      The feeling that one, if not both, of the animals had followed me kept me panicked. I didn’t waste time rummaging through my bag. I ran straight for the back door and pulled the handle. Before the door was fully open, I was inside, yanking it back closed. My hand slammed down on the lock.

      Why I thought a mountain lion or wolf could open a car door was beyond me. Locking the door gave me some peace of mind.

      Trying to slow my heart rate, I took several deep breaths. My backpack sat in my lap with a gaping slash across the front. I unzipped the pocket and shoved my hand into the bottom. My keys were still there. My cell phone was gone.

      I couldn’t call the local police department about the animal attack, and I’d lost my navigator, Siri. In reality, I knew I’d be okay. But I needed a few minutes to gather myself. I squeezed my five-ten frame between the driver and passenger seats, only to drive my left knee into the steering wheel.

      “Crap!” I hollered.

      My hand covered my mouth, afraid the outburst would call attention to my location. I hadn’t seen any signs of the mountain lion or wolf, but I didn’t want them to be able to locate me. I closed my eyes and rubbed my temples in an effort to still my mind.

      I decided I didn’t want to wait long enough for Mr. Kitty and Lone Wolf to find me, so I inserted my key into the ignition. Samwise grumbled in irritation.

      I set my hands up on ten and two, and they were trembling. I sensed something or someone nearby, but I didn’t want to look up. If the mountain lion had found me, I would run him over with my car. But the wolf had saved me. It sounded crazy.

      I shook my hands in the air and squeezed my eyes shut one more time. I could find my way back to my run-down motel, and then I’d get another phone. I’d report the incident, take notes for my research, and move on to the next trail tomorrow.

      A few minutes passed before I worked up the nerve to shift my car into drive, and as I pulled onto the main road, I caught a glimpse of black fur and golden eyes.
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          TATE

        

      

    

    
      Being a wolf shifter had its benefits and its drawbacks. Being a Kasun, and the second son of the town’s sheriff, had mostly benefits. I could roam the woods and protect the borders undetected, but I always shifted back into my human form in my birthday suit. Last night, while in my wolf form, I’d scooped up a lost woman’s cell phone into my mouth, after chasing off a mountain lion I didn’t recognize, and ran to where I’d hidden my clothes. No one had called the phone, and I toyed with the idea of trying to crack the passcode. By morning, I’d decided to rush to the station, even though I wasn’t on duty, and take advantage of my connections.

      The calm, small-town pace of the Havenwood Falls Police Department was an illusion for the humans. Under the veil of paperwork and khaki uniforms, our supernatural community kept things interesting. I hadn’t recognized the mountain lion last night as a local shifter, so I’d need to report an attack if the cat or the woman hiking had not set off any of the magical wards when wandering across the Havenwood Falls border. The Luna Coven had made it so a fly shifter couldn’t sneak across the town line without them knowing, but if the creature were merely a house fly, it could buzz wherever it wanted with none of us any the wiser. I hadn’t heard anything on the police scanner all night, and as I walked into the office, everyone was business as usual. So, I figured running the plates I’d memorized the night before would be the best way to find out who the woman was.

      It had taken me hours to fall asleep last night. I couldn’t get the tall brunette from the forest out of my head. From the moment I saw her, I’d felt the need to protect her, but I told myself it was my job. So I’d texted my brother her license plate number. I’d almost gone to the station in the middle of the night, but running into my father, the sheriff, would only get him riled up about why I was out in the woods to begin with. We had a rotation that rarely changed, and you’d think the order of the town teetered on the patrol our wolf pack had been doing for over two hundred years.

      My dad and I’d had it out earlier yesterday, and he’d reached his breaking point. Ric Kasun had finally given me an ultimatum. At the end of the summer, I would have to honor our pack’s agreement and protect the town full time as a deputy at the Havenwood Falls Police Department or I’d have to leave Havenwood Falls. My dad had made a pact with the founding families centuries ago, and I was expected to hold up his deal by serving them like a guard dog. The thing was, it was in my blood to want to protect. I just wanted to set my own terms. Up until now, I’d gotten away with a part-time volunteer position as a cadet for over fifty years.

      Of course, for the past seventeen years I’d been helping my dad raise my little brother and sister. When we lost Mom after the twins’ delivery, I stepped up, since my older brother had already taken a leadership role at the sheriff’s office. As wolf shifters, our lives would last more than ten times longer than a human’s. Losing Mom was a shock to everyone. At the time, my father let me help, but he didn’t expect or understand when I changed my mind about working at the sheriff’s office. Instead, I wanted to be a guide for tourist hikers—a service we provided through our family’s outdoor supply store.

      “Hey, Tate,” Conall called from his desk. He waved me over with a slip of paper covered with his chicken-scratch handwriting. “The plates I ran are registered under Alexa Newton. She’s a student at the University of Arizona, and she’s gotten three speeding tickets⁠—”

      “Thanks, that’s all I need.” I held up my sorry excuse for a cup of coffee brewed at the station.

      “Wait, do we need to go to the Court—” The corners of Conall’s mouth turned down in panic.

      “Nah, she’s probably long gone by now. Plus, the Court has enough on their hands. Anything called in last night? I know everyone is on alert for information about the Collector.” I tried to change the subject.

      Conall smirked. “I know what you’re doing.”

      “The Court would have notified you or Dad if they’d heard any warning bells. It’s no big deal.” I waved my hand in the air, dismissing the inquiry as casual.

      “But you felt something?” Conall asked with raised eyebrows. He’d been happily married for over twenty years, and consistently tried to set me up with other supernaturals.

      “Maybe? I don’t know.” I shrugged. “It’s not worth getting into. I think I’ll go enjoy the rest of my weekend outside, but first I need a real cup of coffee.” I let my cup drop into a trash can. I’d come to the conclusion that the perfect Americano would never be produced by the department’s coffee maker the same way I knew the perfect woman for me would never come from Havenwood Falls.

      Maybe I’d be better off leaving town. I’d never been away from my family, but I wouldn’t feel the pressure to join the force, and I could look for that woman from the forest.

      “Don’t forget Father’s Day dinner at the cabin,” Conall reminded. “Everyone will be there.”

      Ugh.

      That’s all I needed, a family dinner. My dad discussing town troublemakers, my older brother with his perfect family in tow, and my younger brother, Kase, going on and on about his summer conditioning. The only family member I looked forward to seeing was Willa, but she’d probably bring her boyfriend, Tarron.

      I needed caffeine.

      I left the department and made my way around the town square toward Coffee Haven. Choosing the longer route potentially included Ruby Howe casting a spell on me while she swept the sidewalk in front of her herb shop, but it was better than running into Ana Novak, my little brother’s ex-girlfriend. She was nosy and outright conniving, and exiting the butcher shop.

      Luckily, Ruby didn’t stop me, and as I crossed Main Street, an old green station wagon pulled in front of Coffee Haven. It was the same car from the forest yesterday. How had she gotten past the wards and driven into town? I glanced around the square, looking for one or more members of the Court of the Sun and the Moon.

      No one came.

      Alexa Newton, or Alex, as she had introduced herself to my wolf, stepped out of her car and took in her surroundings. Honestly, Havenwood Falls looked like every other small town I’d been to, but that wasn’t saying much. No one in our family had ever left the town for longer than a week. The townspeople were strutting around the square in shorts and T-shirts, enjoying the warmer temperatures, and they walked with purpose. Some crossed the grassy area at the center of the square, moving from Howe’s Herbal Shoppe to Soothing Sips. The pedestrians seemed to rotate around the fountain standing in the middle of it all. Teenagers were messing with each other on the steps of the white, wooden gazebo sitting on the corner of the knoll.

      As though I’d suddenly joined the Havenwood Falls welcome committee, I walked over to greet Alex. She had a natural, exotic look and wore twice as many layers as everyone else, making her stick out like an owl in a flock of flamingos. The feelings I had when I first laid eyes on her grew with each step I took. Something in my gut pulled me to her. I couldn’t tell if it was merely attraction or more—magic. Wolf shifters mated for life, and had an undeniable pull to their mates. But I had no idea who this woman was. I hadn’t even had a conversation with her.

      Before I could get her attention, Alex turned and tripped on the curb, face planting into my chest.

      “Hi, there,” I welcomed with a chuckle. “Nice ride.” Her station wagon looked as old as her.

      She inhaled, then looked up. She froze. My jaw clenched when our eyes met. My heart had always been my own, but in an instant, it belonged to her. The same way my feet had always met the ground, I knew my heart would always seek Alex. It was like gravity. The same way the town spun around the fountain, this stranger became my center.

      Alex backed away slowly, but misjudged the distance between me and the curb. She tipped backwards, and I darted toward her and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her to me.

      My pinky finger grazed her skin, and a spark shot up my arm. It hurt a little more than a static shock. I gritted my teeth and steadied her.

      After her feet flattened on solid ground, she mumbled “Hellooo” into my shirt.

      Careful to make sure she wouldn’t fumble again, I slid away from her hesitantly.

      She breathed, “Thank you.”

      I held a hand out for her to shake, and she moved to wave. Awkward.

      Her hand froze mid-wave, and her cheeks turned pink. I was a head taller than her, but that only meant she was a few inches shy of six feet. She examined my backwards baseball cap, then her eyes turned to my T-shirt. It read:

      
        
        Take a Hike

        Backwoods Sport & Ski

      

      

      Her eyes were a warm chocolate brown, and when she grinned at me, I couldn’t help but smile back.

      “I guess you’re new here?” I tilted my head with a frown when she didn’t shake my hand, and shoved it in my jeans pocket.

      “Yeah, new, I mean passing through, that is.” She nodded down and said, “I’m sorry.” Alex pointed at my hand. The one in my pocket. But it looked more like she was pointing at my crotch.

      My smile widened.

      Alex moved her pointer finger to pinch the bridge of her nose. “I’m in desperate need of caffeine.”

      I chuckled. Her bashfulness was endearing.

      “Me too,” I agreed and walked over to the coffee shop. She followed, and I opened the door for her. “I’m Tate, Tate Kasun.”

      “Thanks. I’m Alex Newton.” She smiled when the smell of espresso and fresh bread met us. “Are you British intelligence or something? Tate, Tate Kasun.” She furrowed her brow and spoke my name in a British accent.

      “No, it’s just that everybody knows everybody around here, except for the tourists, of course. And I figured since you’re new to town, you wouldn’t know my last name. Usually, when I’m introducing myself by my last name, I’m giving someone a speeding ticket.” I bit the inside of my cheek, hoping she would move on to a more interesting topic.

      “Oh, you’re a policeman?” she asked.

      I felt my lips thin, and I nodded. That’s typically not what I led with when I met a pretty girl. I lifted my arm in the direction of the shop’s espresso machine in hopes of changing the course of our conversation.

      I walked behind her, and continued to explain, “I also work as a trail guide for my family’s store, Backwoods.”

      “Clever name for a store in the mountains.” She giggled. “It would be more accurate if we were in the Smokies.”

      I laughed out loud.

      The coffee shop was buzzing with customers. Original art lined the walls, and the wooden floorboards squeaked underfoot as we approached a long marble counter. Paisley, a teen with blue streaks in her nearly white hair, stood behind the register.

      “Good morning,” she greeted. “What can I get you?”

      “Hi, um, I’ll take a large Americano with an extra shot and a splash of milk.” Alex ordered her drink, but looked lost when she inspected the case filled with bakery items.

      “If you want to know my favorite, the blueberry scones are killer, and if you don’t snag one now, there probably won’t be any left this afternoon. We always sell out,” Paisley informed her.

      “Thanks for the suggestion. I’ll take two. One for now and one to take with me.”

      “And what’ll you have, Officer Kasun?” Paisley looked over Alex’s shoulder.

      “Oh, we’re not together.” Alex stopped her. “I’ll get my own.”

      “I just thought—” Paisley started, then pouted in confusion.

      My eyes widened, and I started making a slicing motion at my neck with my hand. Alex turned to find me mid-swipe.

      “What did she think?” Alex looked down at my wallet in hand. Then I lifted my shoulders, attempting a look of innocence, but failing. She turned back to Paisley. “Please, fill me in, you just thought what?” Her voice raised an octave at the end of her question.

      “Oh, nothing, it’s just that you’re obviously a tourist, with Tate, on a Sunday morning, looking a little disheveled.” Paisley’s lips twisted as her eyebrows slid up her forehead.

      Alex’s chin dropped.

      “Paisley,” I growled, and stepped around Alex, handing her a crisp bill. “I’ll have my usual.”
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