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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, a small town in the majestic mountains of Colorado. A town where legacies began centuries ago, bloodlines run deep, and dark secrets abound. A town where nobody is what you think, where truths pose as lies, and where myths blend with reality. A place where everyone has a story. Including the high schoolers. This is only but one . . .

      Like all young witch hunters in Havenwood Falls, seventeen-year-old Macy Blackstone has been spelled to control her killer instincts. When she’s reawakened too early, though, her world flips upside down.

      Daughter to the Blackstone witch hunters’ matriarch, Macy should have known what was coming, but her mother hadn’t prepared her. Overwhelmed with the surge of energy from the new moon coupled with a solar eclipse, she’s unable to handle the new sensations, and she flees town. To her surprise, she discovers an entire family branch of witch hunters living nearby. Only, the more she gets to know them, the more she learns about their dark intentions for both the witches and the Blackstones of Havenwood Falls.

      Gallad Augustine, witch and boyfriend extraordinaire, possesses powerful magic, but Macy took off too soon for him to help her. Now, as her soul mate, his connection to her heart may be the only way for anyone to reach her.

      Macy has one moon cycle—twenty-eight days—to uncover the witch hunters’ plans and return home before the town’s wards wipe her memory permanently and she forgets everything about her family, her home, and her one true love. And if she can’t remember them, she won’t be able to save them.
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      Most seventeen-year-olds about to enter their senior year of high school enjoyed every last bit of their summer break. Some even went on vacations. Not me—Macy Blackstone, witch hunter. All I wanted to do was forget the title and be normal at least for a day, but apparently that day was not today.

      Nearing the end of August in Havenwood Falls, Colorado, the weather had already began to change—not that it ever stayed any particular temperature for long. Up in the mountains especially, fall came earlier than in the lower elevations. The nights grew chilly earlier, and mornings like this one reminded me what I loved about fall.

      Cozy in my oversized, chunky cable-knit wrap sweater, I snuggled into the corner of a large outdoor sectional sofa in front of a giant rock fireplace. Stretching out my legging-clad legs, complete with warm Uggs on my feet, I sighed with contentment. I watched the town come to life below me while I slowly sipped from the steaming mug of coffee in my hand. Rays from the sunrise streaked down to touch the edge of our deck, stretching as far as the fire pit and the uncovered section of deck. The reverse would happen just the same again at sunset. Tipping my head up, I closed my eyes, absorbing warmth from the sun’s kiss as it crept up my face, inching as far as the roof above would allow it.

      “Beautiful, isn’t it?” My mom’s voice floated from the doorway separating the kitchen from the outside living area.

      “It is,” I answered, looking back at her. My mom, Lilith Blackstone, was a beautiful woman, appearing in her mid-forties—though she was actually a bit older. For a human, she looked forty-five, but as a hunter, she was still relatively young at seventy-eight years old. Most of the women in my family were hunters—witch hunters to be exact, though we didn’t actively hunt witches. My mom was descended from the founding Blackstone family, a strong lineage of witch hunters. She also held a seat on the Court of the Sun and the Moon as the representative and matriarch for our entire family.

      “Are you seeing Gallad today?” she asked, moving toward the railing, carrying her own steaming mug.

      “I’m supposed to meet him at the vineyard pretty soon, actually.” I checked the time on my phone.

      Her eyes were on me, watching me, the weight of her assessing stare boring into me. Turning to face her, I couldn’t place her expression. Was she upset? She seemed more questioning than anything else.

      “Is something wrong, Mom?”

      “How are you feeling?” she returned, avoiding my question.

      “Um, fine thanks, but don’t think I am that easily diverted. What’s up?”

      Coming over to me, she placed her hand on the back of my neck, now free from my silky blonde locks since I piled them on top of my head in a messy bun that morning. “How is your injury?”

      “It’s much better since the witches gave us that healing salve to put on it.” Reflexively, I touched the back of my neck as well after she pulled away. “There’s some scabbing where the stupid tree limb tore my flesh off, but otherwise I think it’s good. See?” I pulled the neck of my sweater down, and tugged my T-shirt back for her to see it.

      In a reckless attempt to be normal, I had climbed a tree and tried to jump to an adjacent tree like some damn spider-monkey wannabe. The new tree didn’t want to be my friend and wouldn’t let me grab hold of it until I had slid down part way, taking my flesh off as I went.

      “Your hunter marking looks to be untouched. However, your protection tattoo got a bit roughed up. Did you have Saundra Beaumont look at it like I asked?”

      Saundra Beaumont sat on the high council of the Luna Coven, making her one of the most powerful witches in town.

      Since I was born, my parents and the Court knew what I would become based on a stupid skin discoloration on the back of my neck in the shape of a cluster of small stars. All hunters were born with it, like a birthmark—or a beacon of doom.

      “Yes, Mom. She said it looked fine, and I shouldn’t have any issues with the wards within my tattoo. Addie looked at it, too. She said she’d need to touch up a few of the lines but would wait until the skin was fully healed. They both agreed the tattoo held enough magic that it shouldn’t be an issue to wait until it was time for the permanent one.”

      In Havenwood Falls, all the supernatural residents received a tattoo infused with magic. The markings were there for not only our protection, but also for the town’s. They protected each individual race, but also helped temper and conceal magic from our human residents, who made up about half of our population. Visitors also had to register with the Court of the Sun and Moon to receive a temporary tattoo for the duration of their stay.

      As I grew older, into double digits, the Luna Coven placed a magical, invisible-to-the-eye marking in the shape of a crescent moon with a dragon right below my birthmark. The tattoo was a temporary marking intended to suppress any hunter tendencies until I turned eighteen. According to our traditions as witch hunters, at the age of eighteen we go through a ceremony, committing ourselves to abide by the rules and laws of Havenwood Falls. Hunters can choose for themselves then if they are going to go out on their own, never to return to Havenwood Falls, or become a suppressed member of the Blackstone family and town at large. Good options, right? Normal human high schoolers didn’t have to deal with that kind of crap. Choice made and ritual completed, we then receive the permanent tattoo of an adult, thus becoming an official citizen of Havenwood Falls.

      “Speaking of which, Macy, I need to speak with you about your upcoming birthday and marking ceremony.” A slight edge laced Mom’s words, anticipating my reply.

      I sighed. This was an old conversation. My eighteenth birthday was coming up the beginning of October.

      “Mom, we’ve talked about this. I still have some time. Can we not talk about it yet? School is starting soon and I want to enjoy the last of summer. Since I can’t go anywhere interesting, I want to try to be as normal as possible while I still can.” Even I could hear the bitterness and whiny petulance in my tone.

      “Macy,” she practically growled enough to rival one of the Kasun wolves. The Kasuns were not only the largest werewolf pack in Havenwood Falls, but their alpha, Ric Kasun, was also the town sheriff. “You have put this off for too long. The ceremony will happen, and you need to be prepared. There are things you should know and things to prepare for.”

      Jumping up from my no-longer-quiet space, I faced her. Then she did something I was not expecting. Moving to the side, she revealed another woman standing behind her in the kitchen, watching the interaction with a frown. Looking from the new arrival back to my mother, I scowled.

      “You brought Grandma into this?” Fury pulsed through my veins. I loved my grandmother, and I was normally a reasonable—okay, somewhat reasonable—person, but she went behind my back like I needed some kind of intervention.

      Eva Blackstone, aka Grandma, was regularly brought in when my mom didn’t get her way—at least it looked that way to us kids, my two brothers and myself.

      “Now, Macy, be rational. There are many details to attend to and your orientation to complete,” Grandma chided from the kitchen, beckoning me inside. Tall, slender, and confident, my grandmother held an air of regality and pride. Her hair had been a fierce blond bob since I could remember, mirroring the same edge in her personality.

      “This is my last year of high school, and I’ll spend most of it as an official Blackstone hunter. I just want to spend the rest of my summer as an irresponsible teenager. Is that too much to ask?” I huffed and folded my arms across my chest.

      “Yes, it is,” Grandma said flatly. “You have a responsibility to this family and this town. It is time you owned up to it.”

      I put my mug in the sink and took several slow drags of air, cooling my growing temper.

      “Macy, nothing changes once you are marked. It’s all in your head,” Grandma added.

      I shot a glance toward my mom still standing in the doorway. Her gaze was off in the distance, watching the rising sun or something else farther away, locked in the recesses of her mind. Distracted, she finally felt my stare and looked back to me. I frowned.

      “I don’t know about that, Grandma,” I whispered. My mom definitely had times when she was off, but lately, it had been more obvious. She was hiding something, but I didn’t know what.

      “Oh that’s ridiculous, child. You have until the end of summer and then you will take your place in this town as a Blackstone hunter or . . .”

      I spun my head in her direction, mouth open wide. “There’s an ‘or’ in your sentence?”

      “Macy, you know the rules of Havenwood Falls. If a witch hunter will not choose to be permanently marked, they cannot remain a resident here,” my mother interjected. “And because of the memory wards around the borders, whoever chooses not to stay and follow the laws will forget everything about Havenwood Falls, including their family.”

      “I know the laws, but I don’t need my family threatening me with them either.” My heart suddenly felt heavy and sad. I knew they didn’t mean to hurt me, but still they did. I grabbed my messenger bag off the counter and moved swiftly through the large, rustic yet modern kitchen-dining-great room toward the front door.

      “Where are you going, young lady?” Grandma’s voice echoed through the room.

      “I’m meeting Gallad at the vineyard, then I have to go into the square to pick up my check at Broastful Brews.” I sighed, then schooled my voice to an acceptable tone. “I’m sorry, I just need some space. I’ll be back later.”

      “Let her go, Mom. I’ll talk to her again later.” My mom’s voice reached me before I opened the front door.
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      I took the shortcut from my house in Havenwood Heights over to Stone Falls Winery without having to head down to the main road. My brothers and I had cut through the fields and forest since we were little, thus wearing down our own path from our main house to our home away from home at the vineyard.

      My family had several businesses, including the one I headed to now. Stone Falls Winery had been in my family for generations—since the first hunter, Marie Blackstone, had set up camp. More recently, we added Soothing Sips, a wine-tasting bar in town square, and NamaStays Inn at the Vineyard—a quaint B&B boasting six cabins with picturesque mountain views set amidst the vineyard. My family added them about ten years ago, when we started to see more tourists and visitors to the town.

      My father, Reginald “Reggie” Benton Blackstone—the men who married into our family took the Blackstone name—was human and ran the daily operations of the vineyard. Even the extended family was heavily involved with each endeavor, always had been. Grandma’s cousin, Great Aunt Letti—Letitia Blackstone, former family matriarch—even oversaw the Yoga in the Vines classes, and she was practically 116 years old! Okay, so she looked like she was in her seventies, but still. Long life ran in the Blackstone family.

      Everything about Stone Falls Winery was designed to bring soothing relaxation to your senses, and calm was a necessity for the hunters of my family. The drives and instincts of the witch hunters were strong even with the Luna’s magic suppressing the bulk of it. At just the right height, the winery sat above the town providing a view of all of town square. When night blanketed the valley, the town lights and sounds mesmerized even the grumpiest of guests. But when a large moon crested over the tips of the craggy peaks, the sight stopped me in my tracks; I could stare for hours like nothing else mattered. I had memories from when I was small of reaching up, thinking I could touch the tip of the moon because it appeared so close.

      Several buildings, modern yet mixed with rustic architecture—similar to our home—were laid out with designed precision. Each was positioned to ensnare the majestic views of snow-capped, jagged mountains.

      I maneuvered my way quickly through those buildings, hoping to not get caught by Aunt Letti, lest I be roped into some odd job I was not assigned today. Plus, I already had plans.

      “You really shouldn’t text and walk at the same time. You’re liable to miss something right in front of you.” Gallad’s voice arrested me. I smiled. Leaning against the back wall of NamaStay’s lobby, with one booted foot propped up behind him and sheltered in the shade from the roof line, Gallad was the image of a bad boy in his black leather jacket covering a rock band T-shirt accompanied by gray-washed jeans.

      “You really shouldn’t wait in the shadows for people. Someone might think you were stalking them.” I tried to shake off the small fright with sarcastic wit, but my accelerated heart rate said otherwise. When I looked into his eyes, however, my nerves calmed. His love and concern packaged with his cute signature lopsided grin took my breath away.

      “You’re right.” He pushed off from the wall and moved in close. His cologne wrapped around me, the intoxicating aroma pulling me in close. I loved the way he smelled of pine and spices—it made me feel cozy and safe every time. “I’m sorry. I bet I can make it up to you.” His grin turned from innocent to devilish in a matter of seconds as he leaned in to steal a kiss. In that moment, I felt our connection—I was home.

      Gallad Augustine, grandson to another Luna Coven High Council member, was a witch prodigy. Remarkably handsome with his windswept dark hair, fair skin, and bright green eyes, he was truly an all-around good guy—though he wore the exterior of a bad boy at times—and he was my boyfriend. Yes, it was unheard of for a witch hunter to date a witch, but stranger things had happened in Havenwood Falls.

      I couldn’t help but cover my heart with my hand. The beats sped up when he was near—they always did. Those girlish butterflies took flight in my stomach no matter how much I tried to suppress them.

      “You definitely have a way of making it up to me,” I mumbled in a swoony state. If anyone had told me I would be the type to swoon, I would have laughed in their face. But Gallad could make me swoon pretty much without trying. Grabbing my hand, he laced his fingers in mine and pulled me alongside him as we strolled through the vines of grapes.

      “Have you seen any of the Perseids meteor shower? I saw several shooting across the sky last night. It was amazing, Gallad.” I couldn’t help the awe I heard in my own voice, but they were truly a sight to see.

      Gallad’s face turned down to me with a smile so big it reached his eyes. “I did. The meteors looked like shooting stars.” He looked up as if he could see them already, but the sky still had plenty of color. “I thought of you the whole time, wishing I was lying on the ground somewhere with you, watching the meteors together.”

      I blushed. The rush of heat ran up my neck and into my face. Squeezing his hand in mine, I changed the subject. “How was your morning?”

      He shrugged casually. “Pretty uneventful. You?”

      Frowning, I didn’t want to talk about my morning. Way to start a conversation you didn’t want to participate in, Macy, I scolded myself. Too late—he caught my frown.

      “What’s wrong, Mace?”

      “My mom tried to push the marking ceremony on me again.” I sighed. “This time she brought my grandmother in on it. That didn’t go over too well.”

      Running my fingers through the tendrils of hair that slipped down from my messy bun, I felt guilty for bringing the topic up. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to drag you into it.”

      “What are boyfriends for if not to be there when needed?” His cute smile melted my heart and soothed my guilt.

      “Thank you,” I said sheepishly.

      “Hey, how is your back where you were almost skinned alive by a revenge-hungry tree?”

      I laughed out loud. “That tree was out for revenge, wasn’t it?” Shifting my shoulder blades as if testing out my injury for his benefit, I smiled. “It’s almost healed.”

      Gallad kept quiet as we continued walking, but I felt him glance my way several times. I could practically feel the wheels turning in his head.

      “Come out with it already, before you burst.”

      He blew out a gush of air and raked the fingers of his free hand through the hair sliding down into his eyes. “I know you don’t need me to add to it, but you know how important your permanent tattoo is. I’m sure Cousin Addie would do it as soon as your skin fully heals.”

      “She would, and she offered.” Slowly, I brought air in through my nose as I calmed my inner nerves. The idea of being permanently chained left me raw, no matter how much I loved my town. I mean, I knew I’d be able to leave town someday. Since I was little, I always wanted to step outside the boundaries of Havenwood Falls—even just for one day, to see what else was out there, how other people lived, what it might be like to live in a normal town. Just once. I wanted to travel!

      Mom and Dad left often for short business meetings and quick getaways, but they had never taken me or my younger brother, Brice. They always returned within the necessary twenty-eight-day moon cycle. In fact, they had never risked more than two weeks. As a human, my older brother Brock got to go with them a couple times, and even had tried attending college outside of town, but he didn’t have much desire, it seemed, to travel. I would do anything to leave for college, but apparently it wasn’t in my cards—or so I’d been told—because I was marked as a hunter. Literally. Alas, I would have to wait a little while longer. Until then, I would do what I could to pretend I was a normal seventeen-year-old, headed into her senior year at Havenwood Falls High.

      “I’m just not ready yet.”

      “I won’t push you, Mace. But I have plans for us, you and me, and don’t want anything to get in the way of them.” Gallad turned a smile on me that rivaled a rogue pirate.

      My heart thumped up into my throat. All salivary glands stopped working at once, drying out my mouth. And those damn butterflies took flight so fast, they almost knocked me off my feet. Words. I couldn’t find words.

      Gallad laughed at me. He actually laughed. “It’s all right, Macy. Seems I caught you off guard.” Turning toward me, he grabbed my other hand and tugged me close, so close I could feel his chest rise and fall with each breath.

      “Ha! Just a bit,” I forced out shakily.

      Gallad let go of one of my hands. He brought his up and tucked a stray hair behind my ear. His fingers skimmed lightly over my face, sending shockwaves of excitement through my body and launching those same butterflies into a frenzy. Just when I thought he was going to kiss me, his forehead rested against mine. His voice lowered, and he said, “I love you, Macy. And I think about the future with you. There’s no question in my mind we were meant to be together.”
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