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      There were days when Mel Ackerman wanted to disappear. Not the going invisible so no one could see her kind. She didn’t mind people looking at her. Kind of preferred it, actually.

      No, she wanted to vanish like her dad. Without a trace.

      She knew exactly what she would take. A backpack full of clothes, candy bars, and the stash of cash her mom kept less-than-hidden in the jar in the back of the freezer. There wasn’t much in the jar—a couple hundred bucks maybe—but it was enough to buy a bus ticket to anywhere but here.

      Pick a town, change her name, and start over.

      Her mom wasn’t a bad person. Probably the opposite. She worked hard—too hard—to keep a roof over their heads, to keep food on the table and clothes on Mel’s back.

      Mel hated being a burden. She often wondered what her mom’s life would be like if not for that fateful fling eighteen years ago that left her pregnant and alone. Mel imagined she would live in a cute little apartment downtown, going out on weekends with her girlfriends instead of waiting tables at the local dive bar.

      But almost as soon as she started to picture her mom’s perfect alternate life, Mel reminded herself that her mom had the absolute worst taste in men. The worst. Danielle Ackerman seemed to be on a quest to date every loser in a fifty mile radius.

      Mel counted her deadbeat dad among the losers.

      Raised voices from the other end of the house penetrated the thin walls of Mel’s bedroom.

      The latest fight with the loser of the week. More than a week, Mel supposed, since her mom had actually married this one. That happened occasionally.

      Mel flopped back on her bed and pushed her pillows to her ears. The current relationship with what’s-his-name—Mel had stopped bothering to try to remember after ex-stepdad number three—was particularly high on the screaming matches followed by a kind of making up that Mel tried very hard not to think about. If the fight went according to schedule, the shouting should be over in approximately twenty-seven minutes. Then peace would reign for a time, a few days at most, until the cycle started all over again.

      Mel gave the relationship another six weeks before her mom filed for divorce. Big D number four in as many years.

      Until the fighting died down, Mel wouldn’t leave her room. The last thing she wanted was to get caught in the crossfire. Once, with ex-stepdad number two, she had ventured into the kitchen for a root beer and wound up on the receiving end of his rage.

      He hadn’t touched her—every man that entered their house knew Danielle would castrate them if they laid a finger on her daughter—but Mel had a problem with keeping her mouth shut. As in she never could seem to. That never ended well.

      So she stayed out of the way as much as possible.

      Mel pulled up a playlist on her phone and tried to fill her room with music. She drifted away.

      She’d lost track of time when she heard the knocking. At first she thought it was the sounds of making up—she shuddered—and turned up her music to drown it out. But the knocking persisted. Got louder.

      Finally, a loud ding on her phone.

      Winnie: at ur front door

      Winnie: let me in

      Mel flew off the bed and raced through the house, not caring if she got caught in world war twenty-three. Winnie rarely came to Mel’s house—mostly because Mel didn’t want her to. Because Mel didn’t want anyone to see their house. It was in the dodgy part of town and was always in need of a mow, a paint job, and at least a dozen different repairs.

      She would much rather hang out in the massive old Victorian Winnie lived in with her aunt. It was like something out of a novel.

      But Mel hadn’t seen or heard form her best friend in days. Since they had been practically inseparable from the day Winnie transferred to Twin Pines Elementary, Mel had started to worry about her friend’s absence. House shame went out the window in favor of interrogation

      “Winnie!” she cried as she yanked open the front door.

      The pair were hugging before Mel could blink.

      “Where have you been?” she demanded. “I called you like ninety times. Your aunt said you went camping, which sounds totally not like you.”

      “I’m fine,” Winnie told her. “I just had some things to take care of.”

      Mel squeezed Winnie even harder into the hug.

      “And where are my chapters?” Mel demanded. “You promised me new chapters. I’ve been refreshing your Wattpad profile so much I’m going to crash their server.”

      Mel made a big joke about how much she loved Winnie’s books. But there was something about the fairy tales, the stories about powerful fae with magic in their blood, that pulled at her. That spoke to her and drove her want to know everything about them.

      She was borderline obsessed.

      When she read Winnie’s stories, she felt as if she was a part of them. As if she belonged in them.

      Which was a totally ridiculous idea, and so she had never told Winnie that.

      “About that…” Winnie pulled out of the hug, a serious look on her face. “We need to talk.”

      Mel studied her best friend. Winnie hadn’t had the easiest life. Her parents died in a car accident when she was little, which was how she ended up living with her aunt and attending the same schools as Mel.

      But for the most part, Winnie was a happy, carefree girl.

      All traces of carefree were gone now. There were dark smudges under her bloodshot eyes, her hair was kind of a mess, and—most of all—she looked really worried. Mel’s heart rate sped up. It wasn’t like Winnie to be in such disarray.

      “Are you in trouble?” Mel asked. “What can I do to help?”

      Winnie shook her head slowly. “No, it’s nothing like that. Except…”

      “Except?”

      Winnie glanced nervously over her shoulder. “Can we go inside? It’s not safe to talk out here.”

      “Not safe? Winnie, you’re scaring me. What’s going on?”

      Winnie made a gesture toward the far end of the house. An instant later, a tall guy, maybe eighteen or nineteen from the look of him, emerged from the bushes.

      He was, in a word, gorgeous. Tall, tan, with short blond hair that had been shaved on the sides. Chiseled cheeks and dark eyes. His broad shoulders filled out some kind of uniform that Mel didn’t recognize. Navy blue, with light green stripes forming an X across his chest.

      He looked equal parts tempting and dangerous. Like something straight out a military recruitment ad.

      “Who is this guy?” Mel asked Winnie.

      Winnie turned a wide-eyed stare at her. “You can see him?”

      “Of course I can see him.” Mel gestured at the six-foot-something guy. “He’s standing right there.”

      Winnie exchanged a look with the guy. Something flickered in his expression—a question, maybe, or an answer. Whatever it was, Winnie understood.

      Turning back to Mel, she said, “Inside. We should talk inside.”

      Mel shrugged, and stepped back into the house. She didn’t know this guy, but if Winnie trusted him then Mel did too. Mel had never known anyone with better judgment.

      Plus, there was something about him that set Mel at ease.

      Things were quiet inside, which meant that her mom and the future-ex-stepdad were probably sound asleep by now.

      Still, to avoid any potential confrontations, Mel led Winnie and the guy to her bedroom at the opposite end of the house.

      When they were inside, the guy checked around the room, like he was doing a security check. Like he was Winnie’s personal bodyguard or something. He checked in the closet, under the bed, even behind the flimsy curtains that did their best to make her tiny window look more impressive.

      “Winnie, what the heck is⁠—”

      “The room is clear,” the guy said to Winnie.

      “Clear?” Mel watched as he marched to her room door and stood, feet apart and hands clasped behind his back, like a solider on sentry duty. She forced her attention back to her friend. “Winnie?”

      Winnie took Mel’s hand and led her toward the bed. “You might want to sit down for this.”

      Mel pulled her hand away. “Screw that. Tell me what’s going on.”

      Winnie glanced nervously at the guy again.

      “Now,” Mel growled.

      The look Winnie gave her was a cross between terror and pity.

      “What do you actually know about your dad?”

      Mel jerked back. That came entirely out of nowhere. Mel didn’t like to talk about her dad. Ever. Partly because he was a deadbeat loser who left her pregnant mom to fend for herself. But also because she didn’t know much about him. Neither did her mom. She had a first name—Bel—and fifty percent of his DNA. That’s it.

      “Stop beating around the bush, Win,” Mel said, swinging her desk chair around and sitting down on it backward. “Just tell me.”

      Winnie took a deep breath and then began.

      “You know those stories I write?” she asked. “The ones I made up about the magical fae?”

      “Of course I know them,” Mel replied. “Am I not the one who’s always begging you to write more?”

      Winnie’s eyebrows lifted and she gave Mel an odd smile as she said, “Turns out, I didn’t make them up.”

      “What?” Mel shook her head. “What do you mean? You plagiarized them?”

      That didn’t sound like Winnie at all. Win was a by-the-book kind of girl. She had kept Mel out of detention—and probably juvie—more times than either of them could count.

      Winnie reached out to place her hand on Mel’s knee. “No. They’re true.” She gave Mel a strange smile. “The fairy tales are all true. I didn’t make them up, I dreamed them.”

      “Hate to break it to you, Win,” Mel said, flicking a glance at the soldier boy stationed at her door, “but dreams are made up.”

      “Not mine,” Winnie insisted. “When I dream, I see the fae world. Things that are really happening.”

      “That’s crazy talk,” Mel told her friend, even as some not-so-tiny part of her wanted this to be true. “Fairy’s aren’t real. Magic isn’t real.”

      Winnie turned to soldier boy. “Show her.”

      Mel thought she saw another brief look pass over his chiseled face—it might have been pain. Or annoyance. But just as quickly it was gone, replaced by the bland look of a solider on guard duty. He gave Winnie a curt nod.

      Then, right before her eyes, as she watched, he transformed into a coyote.

    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        In This Series
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Keep Reading
      


      		
        More Fae Magic
      


      		
        Also by Tera Lynn Childs
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Tera Lynn Childs


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/title-page-04.jpg
TERA LYNN CHILDS





OEBPS/images/when-magic-falls---ebook.jpg
TERA LYNN CHILDS







OEBPS/images/chapter-header.jpg





