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      From USA Today bestselling author Valia Lind—She goes on a hunt for answers, only to discover what she never realized she wanted until now.

      Niccola knows two things: her mother has disappeared and she needs to find her long-lost father.

      By some providence, Niccola ends up in Colorado, with nothing but a backpack. When she arrives at the small town of Havenwood Falls in the Rocky Mountains, she quickly realizes that her family’s history is much more complicated than she ever knew. She’s no stranger to keeping secrets, but even she’s not prepared for what she finds.

      While Niccola tries to unravel her past, she meets a gorgeous deputy-in-training who could be her future. She’s spent her whole life protecting her secret, because being a half witch, half shifter is not something that goes over well with her coven. Yet, Warren sees past the labels and straight into her heart. She doesn’t believe in destiny, but maybe she needs to rethink that.

      Together, they must do whatever it takes to find the truth and save her mother. Time is running out, and Niccola must find it in herself to trust the town and its people, or lose it all forever.
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      Find your father.

      For the hundredth time, I stare at the piece of paper with my mother’s handwriting and the three simple words that shatter every notion I’ve ever had. I thought my mother hated him. I’ve hated him my whole life. Now I have to find him?

      My mother’s magic is all over the paper, but I can’t tell if it’s meant to help me or just residual from whatever happened here. We were supposed to go to dinner together. I ran out to pick up mail from our PO box and came back to my whole life ruined.

      Looking up, I glance around the disarray that is our living room. The apartment is small, but we’ve lived here long enough to collect all kinds of keepsakes. Which are now thrown all over the area.

      The panic I felt when I first walked through the open door hasn’t really subsided. But Mom has taught me how to control it—and my magic—enough that I can keep a clear mind.

      Whatever happened here, she’s in trouble, and I have no choice but to follow the clues she left. Which is why I don’t call the police or the coven. Instead, I walk over to her room, picking up a few discarded items, then I settle myself in front of our coffee table. After I flip it over back on its feet.

      Next I light a candle, then I place my phone facing up in front of me. It’s the closest thing I have to a black mirror, and I need it to scry. I pull my necklace over my head, the small quartz crystal dangling on the bottom. It’s all I’ve got.

      Holding the crystal in my hand, I close my eyes and set an intention. When I open my eyes, I place a tip of my finger against the phone, and ask for my mother’s location. My body buzzes with magic, heating the crystal I’m holding. Leaning in, I look closely, studying the fuzzy image appearing on the surface of the phone.

      But it’s gone before I can make out too much of it.

      “Come on,” I whisper under my breath, as I try to force myself to stay calm and focused. The crystal heats up again, a town’s name coming into focus before it’s gone again.

      “Denver?” I mumble, incredibly confused and a bit frustrated. This isn’t giving me much information. When I try the third time, I end up with nothing but some mountains in the distance.

      “This is useless!” I snap, sending some of my unchecked magic at the candle and throwing it against the opposite wall. Thankfully, the flame goes out, or I would be in so much trouble.

      But that brings me to the problem at hand. I can’t be in trouble, because my mother is not here to declare I’m in trouble. My chest grows heavy, and I try to keep my breathing centered.

      “Think, Nic. You got this,” I say out loud, just to hear a voice. Reaching for my phone, I open a browser and type in Denver, followed by mountains.

      “Denver, Colorado? What the heck is in Colorado?” As far as I know, my mother has never been to Colorado. Or anywhere near it. I spent my whole life between California and Nevada. But if there is one thing she has taught me, it’s to trust my magic. So that’s what I’m going to do.

      I walk over to my room, pulling out my backpack and stuffing three changes of clothes into it. After grabbing a toothbrush and paste, I search for my favorite lotion but can’t find it anywhere. My body moves on autopilot, reaching for what I need, but my mind is completely on my mother.

      What did she get herself into?

      She’s been acting weird for weeks now, but she wouldn’t exactly share what was going on. Maybe I should’ve pushed harder and tried to figure it out. But I’m only seventeen. It’s not like she was going to trust me with a huge problem, no matter how close we are. She’s still my mother, and she will do anything to protect me. Of that, I have no doubt.

      But she’s gone now. And it’s my turn to do the protecting.

      Determination fuels my every move as I do another sweep of the apartment. Satisfied that I have everything I’ll need for the trip, I swing the backpack over my shoulder and walk out of my room.

      One last long look at the mess of our apartment, and I’m out the door. It’s no time to be sentimental, or to let the feelings creep in. If I break down, there’s no going back. I have enough problems as it is. Like figuring out how I’m going to survive a plane ride, since I hate flying.
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        * * *

      

      It doesn’t take me long to land in Colorado, but it’s way longer than I’m comfortable with. Surprisingly, I got a flight out in just a few hours. Even though I tried, I couldn’t sleep on the plane. My body is in constant hyperawareness; every person I meet is a possible threat.

      With my backpack slung over my shoulder, I step outside the airport doors, trying to think of my next move. My eyes are instantly drawn to a pair of vans parked at the curb. They’re nothing special, standard-issue passenger vans, except for the gorgeous images wrapped all around the body of the vehicle. Before I realize what I’m doing, I’ve taken a few steps toward the vans.

      I freeze in my tracks, confused by this sudden pull toward the vans and the town painted on the doors. It’s not like I’m sentimental about outdoorsy places, or unknown towns in a state I’ve never been in, so the only explanation must be magic. My mom taught me to trust my instincts, and my instincts are telling me to get in the van.

      “Looking for something?” The deep raspy voice reaches me before the man walks around the front of the van. Dressed in a flannel shirt, jeans, and a leather coat that is much warmer than my own, he looks like what I would imagine my grandfather would look like. If I had one.

      “A ride?” I don’t sound sure of myself, so I clear my throat and try again. “A ride please. To . . .” I wave my hand toward the van’s décor, and the man smiles.

      “It would be my pleasure.”

      For someone who doesn’t trust people, I find myself completely okay getting in the van with this stranger. I’m not the only one. A few people get in after me. I can tell they’re human right away, dressed to go skiing, so I move to the back, keeping my eyes on them and the driver.

      My hand reaches into my pocket to make sure my mom’s note is still in there. I find instant comfort the moment I touch it. It’s like a part of her is with me. For just a second, I let myself feel. The worry, anger, and emotions all rush in at once, and I have to keep myself from audibly gasping. Tears well up in my eyes, but I’m done feeling sorry for my situation, so I push them back. Along with the feelings. The only thing that’s left is determination.

      Maybe I should be more scared. Maybe I should be a crying mess on the floor. But my mom raised me to take care of myself, and a part of me thinks she’s been preparing me for this exact moment. I may only be seventeen, but I’m no weakling. I will do whatever it takes to find my mother. Even if that means finding the man who abandoned us before I was even born.
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      I blink my eyes a few times, completely lost in my thoughts, when I see a sign flash by as we drive. I’m so out of it, the six-hour drive just flew by.

      Welcome to Havenwood Falls.

      Can’t say I’ve ever heard of the town, but then again, I don’t know everything there is to know about Colorado. The people in front of me are chatting away, but all I can do is stare at the passing trees. I don’t even know what I’m doing here. Once I get to town, I’ll need to do another spell to try to get myself out of this mess.

      A few miles down the road, the town opens up below us. It looks like something out of a movie. I think that even more once we pull up at the inn. Everyone piles out, so I have no choice but to follow. The crisp late autumn air and the altitude hit me at once, and I pull my jacket tighter around me. I’ll probably need to invest in something warmer if I’m to stay any length of time.

      “I hope you find what you are looking for,” the old man says as I reach to give him cash for the ride. “This one is on me.” He smiles warmly, and for some reason, I think he knows more than he’s saying. But before I have a chance to ask, he’s talking to someone else, and I’m on my own once again.

      I study the building in front of me, Whisper Falls Inn. The name is a bit strange, considering. Shouldn’t that say Havenwood Falls Inn? Shrugging, I study the three story Victorian-style manor. It’s gorgeous. Like something out of a gothic novel. A Christmas garland, red bows, and lights adorn the exterior. From where I’m standing, I can see a large tree in the front window. If I had my camera with me, I’d probably walk around the property and take some pictures. But that’s not why I’m here.

      Instead of going inside, I turn my back to the door. Right in front of me is what I can only call the town square. It’s like this town stepped right off the front of a postcard. I shake my head as I start walking. The decorations are everywhere. Even the lampposts are sporting garlands and bows. My eyes are drawn to the large gazebo off to the side, with its lights and Christmas decor. When I look closer, I notice a few sun symbols and decorations, which makes me think someone here celebrates Yule. Snow blankets the area around me, completing that magical small-town look.

      School must be out for break, because even though it’s early afternoon, there are kids and teenagers everywhere. Thankfully, that means I don’t stand out. As I walk, I can’t help but feel like I belong here. I’m not what my coven calls a reader witch, so I’m not as in tune with emotions, but I do have a few reader talents.

      With my own magic, I can decipher humans from supes pretty easily, and I can tell this town is full of both. But I don’t know how many of them are friendlies. I have to tread carefully. Glancing up, I see that I’m on Main Street. This seems like a perfect place to start, so I decide to head away from the inn.

      The town square is surrounded by businesses on every side, each decorated for the holidays. From what I can see, there’s everything from a music store to a pawn shop to a coffee shop. My stomach growls the moment my eyes land on Coffee Haven, and I realize it’s been a while since I’ve had anything to eat.

      When I step inside the cafe, the smell of coffee is instantly welcoming. But there’s also an undercurrent of something otherworldly here. My eyes scan the area, landing on a few strategically placed crystals, pine cones, and candles. I smile to myself. Someone here definitely loves Yule. I bet norms eat this atmosphere up. But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it myself. It’s nice to know there is someone like me here. Even though I’m not about to broadcast it.

      “Hi. What can I get you?” The woman behind the counter is a few years older than me, with silvery hair and the most beautiful bluish eyes I’ve ever seen. Her voice is soft, and she seems friendly enough. I can absolutely see her as the one who placed all the crystals around the place.

      “Hi. Could I get a caramel coffee and one of those blueberry scones, please?” I glance down at her name tag: Willow. She gives me a smile before ringing up my order, and I hand over the cash. The exchange makes me a bit apprehensive, since I have a very limited supply of money at the moment. Getting that flight to Denver took more of my savings than I would’ve liked. With that worry, all the others rush in. The only reason I would be drawn to this town had to be because somehow it would help. But I have no idea where to start, and the panic starts to set in.

      Willow’s demeanor changes just enough that I know she must’ve seen something in my eyes. Even though her customer-friendly smile hasn’t left her face, she’s studying me carefully. With a quick thanks, I grab my order and move to one of the tables. But I can still feel her eyes on me. Clearly, I need to be even more careful about keeping my demeanor neutral. Maybe they just don’t trust outsiders. If there’s a magical community here, I can understand that all too well.

      It takes me five minutes to eat my snack, and then I’m up and out. A part of me wants to march back in there and demand answers. But I doubt Willow knows about my father or what happened to my mom. She might have her own reasons to be suspicious. I shake my head again, trying to keep the panic at bay. I need to shut it all down. I can’t afford emotions right now.

      When I leave the cafe, I just walk, looking for some kind of a clue as to why I was led here. I probably should’ve seen if there was a room at the inn before I decided to explore, but it’s too late now.

      When I stop in front of the old red three-story building, all thoughts of cold and homelessness are forgotten. There’s something curious about the building, and when I look over at the sign, I read it out loud.

      “Havenwood Falls High.”

      Of course a small town would have one of these movie-esque high schools, and something inside of me twinges at the idea of attending one. But this isn’t why I’m here, and once the fascination subsides, the frustration sets in.

      After taking a deep breath, I pull out my necklace and Mom’s note, closing my eyes in concentration. My magic sparks as I try to see past what’s here. I don’t even know why I’m doing this, except that it seems like a locator spell would be a good idea. But after a few tries, there’s nothing.

      “Now what?” I ask out loud, wishing my mother were here to help.

      “Now I think you should answer some questions.”

      I spin around at the voice, coming face to face with a gorgeous dark-haired guy. He seems to be a few years older, and definitely a few inches taller, than me. His dark blue eyes are narrowed as he studies me in turn. He’s wearing jeans and a dark-colored shirt with no jacket.

      “Excuse me?” I finally seem to find my voice. “Did you need something?”

      Maybe I’m being a little rude, but the way he’s watching me is making me uncomfortable. I’ve never had to use my battle magic as of yet, but my mom has taught me, just in case. There’s something about him that’s putting me on edge.

      “As I stated previously, you need to answer some questions.”

      “And what questions might those be?” I ask, but for some unbelievable reason, I calm my magic.

      “What brings you to Havenwood Falls?”

      “Are you the Havenwood Falls police? Am I not allowed to be here?” He may be gorgeous, but he sounds like he’s lost his mind. I reach out with my intuitive magic, and I can tell he’s a supe too. I just can’t pinpoint which kind. Not a witch, that much I can tell.

      “I am the police.” His voice shocks me back to present. “And you’re allowed to be here, but you’ve set off some alarms that need to be discussed.”

      “I’m going to need you to explain yourself, because you’re not making any sense.”

      Now I am being a bit rude, but I don’t have time for this. I should’ve guessed he was police though. He carries himself with some authority.

      “State your business, please.”

      That’s how we’re going to play this? I’m getting more irritated by the minute. Since some part of me has decided he poses no physical threat to me, my magic has gone dormant. But the other side of me—the attitude side, as my mother likes to call it—is all fired up.

      “How about you state your business, Mr. Officer? I don’t seem to be breaking any laws.” I wave my hands around myself. His eyes narrow once more, and I wonder if that’s just his regular state of being. The smell of burgers drifts over to me as a couple opens a door to a restaurant on the other side of the street.

      “You came to town on a mission.”

      “Maybe I just like small towns during the holidays.” I shrug as he narrows his eyes once more. As I study him, my magic flares up, and I have no idea if it’s because of how tired I am or if it’s because of the guy standing in front of me. I’m annoyed at him, but there’s something that I can almost call a pull to him, and I don’t get it. Knowing I’m not going to be liked for this, I ask anyway, “What are you?”

      “What?” His whole body goes rigid in a split second, and it seems like he’s grown a few inches. The growl that emanates from somewhere deep gives me an answer I’m looking for.

      “A shifter, then,” I say, smiling a little, because that explains a lot.

      “How do you . . .”

      “I’m not exactly human myself,” I say, rolling my eyes. His own dart around the area, as if he’s making sure no one heard us. I was right to assume they have a tight-knit magical community, and by the way he’s acting, the humans know nothing about it. He hasn’t relaxed with my proclamation, which means I’m really not handling this well.

      “Look, my mom has gone missing. I think something or someone took her. The only clue I found was her telling me to find my father. When I did a scrying spell, it led me to Colorado. I have no idea what possessed me to get on the shuttle, but here I am. Explain that.”

      I hand the piece of paper to him like a peace offering, and after a moment’s hesitation, he takes it. After reading over it, he meets my eyes once more.

      “I’m sorry to hear that.” He sounds like he means it.

      I look away toward the shopping center and the people milling around. The last few days seem to be catching up with me, and this shifter’s scrutiny is not helping.

      “This is how the town works,” he continues, and this time his voice is a little softer. Maybe he’s picking up on my mood, and I really need to reel it in, before I become a blabbering mess.

      “Okay, cool. I’d love to hear all about it, but I’m tired, and I probably should find a place to sleep tonight.”

      “I should really take you to meet the sheriff first. He’ll go over the rules with you and . . .”

      “Listen, I’m not stupid. I’m not going to walk around using my powers.”

      That stops him. “You have . . .”

      “Powers. Yes.” I shake my head at the shifter, wondering if everyone is this cagey and suspicious around here. “I’ve had them since I was five. I know how to keep a secret.”

      “That’s young.”

      “Yes, thank you for that, shifter.”

      He growls again, his eyes once more on the people in our vicinity. I almost laugh out loud, but I know not to push shifters too far. I also know how close you have to be to overhear something, and none of the humans are that close. I’ve spent my whole life in their society. I know how to blend in.

      “Some of us are a little more powerful than others.”

      He doesn’t miss the dig at his species, and I grin a little broader. He pauses for a moment, as if to collect himself.

      “There are rules in Havenwood Falls.”

      “Which I’m sure you’ll be more than happy to share with me.” Resigned to my fate, I pull my jacket a little closer to my body. “Fine. Is there an adult who wants to talk to me?”

      He doesn’t like how I phrased that question, and I know it. But if he’s going to talk down to me, I’m going to fight fire with fire. I could actually use some real fire at the moment, because Colorado is freaking cold.

      “Sheriff Kasun wants to speak with you,” the shifter finally says, as if coming to some conclusion. “Also, if you’re planning on sticking around, you’ll need to register and get your temporary tattoo.”

      “Why?”

      “Think of it as a visitor’s pass.”

      I roll my eyes but don’t argue any further. No matter how much I may not like it, I need his help. And this town’s. Once I figure out why that is, maybe I’ll feel better.
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