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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 . . .

      Ivy Rapha has always been a dutiful daughter, never questioning the faith-healing con her parents have been pulling for as long as she can remember. At 17, she’s stood by her whole life, watching them swindle innocent people out of small fortunes. But when she inexplicably gains actual healing powers, she runs away before her parents can exploit her. Her path leads her to a mysterious town in the mountains, where she hopes to find redemption for her part in the façade and learn to use her new gift in earnest.

      Justus Abbadon is a demon with a big problem: he has a conscience. As a new Havenwood Falls High graduate, he’s desperate to find a way out of his obligation to go into the family business. When Ivy arrives in Havenwood Falls and quickly finds herself at the snarling end of a wolf shifter, Justus steps in and seizes the opportunity to prove he’s more than his conniving father’s son.

      As they both search for a way to redeem their past and find their purpose, they’ll discover that the journey to redemption is marked by great sacrifice. No one arrives unscathed, and reclaiming their souls may end up costing their lives.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HAVENWOOD FALLS HIGH BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Written in the Stars by Kallie Ross

        Reawakened by Morgan Wylie

        The Fall by Kristen Yard

        Somewhere Within by Amy Hale

        Awaken the Soul by Michele G. Miller

        Bound by Shadows by Cameo Renae

        Fata Morgana by E.J. Fechenda

        Forever Emeline by Katie M. John

        Reclamation by AnnaLisa Grant

        Avenoir by Daniele Lanzarotta

        Avenge the Heart by Michele G. Miller

        Curse the Night by R.K. Ryals

        Blood & Iron by Amy Hale

        Shadows & Spells by Cameo Renae

        Falling Deep by J.L. Weil

        Saving Infiniti by Rose Garcia

        Willful by Liz Ferry

        Cast in Moonlight by Ali Winters

        Promise the Moon by Kallie Ross

        Blurred Lines by Daniele Lanzarotta

        Ascending Darkness by J.L. Weil

        Finding Infiniti by Rose Garcia

        Unicorn’s Lament by Megan Linski

        Paper Bird by Amy Richie

        Predestined by Valia Lind

        Rediscovered by Morgan Wylie

        Ashes of Fate by Apryl Baker

      

      

      
        
        Stay up to date at www.HavenwoodFalls.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        Subscribe to our reader group and receive free stories and more!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY ANNALISA GRANT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Lake Series

        The Lake

        Troubled Waters

        Safe Harbor

        Anchored: A Lake Series Novella

      

      

      
        
        As I Am

        99 Days

      

      

      

      
        
        Victoria Asher Series

        Oxblood

        The Cure

      

      

    

  


  
    
      RECLAMATION

      A HAVENWOOD FALLS HIGH NOVELLA

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        ANNALISA GRANT

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ang’dora Productions, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2018 AnnaLisa Grant, Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      Published by

      Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      5621 Strand Blvd, Ste 210

      Naples, FL 34110

      Havenwood Falls and Ang’dora Productions and their associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Ang’dora Productions, LLC.

      

      Cover design by Regina Wamba at reginawamba.com

      

      Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the owner of this book.

      

      Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        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

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Avenoir

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Donavan, Truman, and Claire.

        So Much.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The Greyhound bus jolted as it came to a stop, then hissed before the driver opened the door. Ivy Rapha wasn’t the only one stretching and cracking her neck to either side. The bus was making a scheduled stop in Montrose, Colorado, two and a half hours into a five hour journey to Grand Junction. Ivy grabbed the only item she had—a backpack she hastily threw together before slipping out of the RV she shared with her parents—and stepped off the bus. She regretted not bringing her guitar. Her father kept it under the bed in their room, and there was no way Ivy could risk getting caught escaping. She would miss playing and singing, but music would always be there, even if she had to put it on hold while she made a new life for herself.

      Ivy was glad the bus hadn’t been full. In fact, it was quite near empty with only twenty passengers. It meant she didn’t have to sit next to a stranger and field questions about why a young girl was traveling on a bus by herself at three in the morning, and then explain why eighteen years old wasn’t so young. Being homeschooled, she had already graduated from high school, and for all they knew, she was on her way to some tiny college somewhere.

      The bell above the door to the diner dinged, and Ivy found a seat at the counter.

      “Hey, sweetheart. What can I get you?” The woman before her looked like she had walked straight out of a TV sitcom. Her pink waitress uniform had white, scalloped trim on the sleeves and collar, and her dirty blond hair was twisted up in a beehive. She had a pencil stuck behind her ear, which she pulled out to write down Ivy’s order on the receipt pad in her hand. To top it off, her nametag actually read “Flo.”

      “Oh, uh, I don’t know,” Ivy stuttered. She pulled the menu from between the ketchup and mustard bottles and looked over it quickly. “I guess I’ll just have a cheeseburger and fries. And a Coke?”

      “Comin’ right up!” Flo jotted down the order and then ripped the page from the pad, sticking it in a circular device hanging in the open window to the kitchen. “Cheeseburger and fries, Sam!” Then she visited the other guests around the diner and took their orders. That’s when Ivy noticed that Flo was the only waitress there. Being that it was five-thirty in the morning, it didn’t strike her as odd.

      Ivy opened her backpack and pulled out a newspaper clipping. She read the caption under the photo to herself. Woman dies in horrific accident just days after claiming she was healed of cancer. She clenched her jaw and shoved the clipping back inside.

      “Here you go, darlin’,” Flo said, putting Ivy’s plate in front of her.

      “That was fast.”

      “It’s not like we’re slammed in here,” she laughed.

      Ivy let out a breathy laugh. “I guess not.”

      Keeping her eyes down, she picked up the ketchup bottle and squirted it over her fries. Then she removed the top of the bun and put a swirl of ketchup there, too.

      Flo watched her for a minute, cocking her head to the side before she spoke. “You okay, sweetie? I mean, you’re travelin’ out here all by yourself . . .”

      Ivy didn’t look up. “I’m fine.” Feeling her stare, Ivy lifted her eyes to Flo’s. Now it was her turn to cock her head. There was something in Flo’s eyes that drew Ivy in. Her gaze was warm and friendly, even motherly, and it calmed Ivy’s nervous heart. “Actually . . .”

      Flo smiled. “That’s what I thought. I’ve seen a hundred girls like you come through here. I know a weary soul when I see one,” she said. She crossed her arms and leaned her hip against the counter. “Tell Flo all about it.”

      Ivy was not going to tell Flo all about it, but she certainly felt compelled to get something off her chest.

      “I wasn’t in a very good situation with my parents. They were . . . not good people. I had to get out of there for my own safety and sanity.” Ivy paused. “It sounds dumb, but I really need to . . . find myself.”

      “Sounds smart to me,” Flo offered. “So where you headed?”

      “My ticket is for Grand Junction, but that’s just because it was the first bus out of Gunnison. The first bus out could have been to Neptune, and I would have taken it,” Ivy said.

      Flo nodded and pulled a folded piece of paper from her pocket. “Well,” she began, “since you’re not particular about where you’re going . . .” She handed the paper to Ivy. “Folks seem to like this place a lot. Might be a good place to figure some things out.”

      Ivy took the paper. The words, “Visit Pole Creek Mountain,” were splashed across the top with information at the bottom about the Rio Grande National Forest’s hunting, fishing, and hiking adventures. Ivy smiled politely, set the paper down next to her plate, and took a bite of her burger. When she casually glanced at the flyer again, it was a completely different ad. “Visit Havenwood Falls!” were now the words across the top. Shuttle times from Montrose were listed below a scenic picture of the quaint town. Ivy blinked several times, and rubbed her eyes with the back of her burger-free hand. When the image didn’t change back, she turned to the man seated at the table behind her.

      “Excuse me,” she said. “Can you tell me what this says?”

      The man furrowed his brow, but obliged her. “Visit Pole Creek Mountain.”

      Ivy looked at the paper with the man. She squeezed her eyes shut tightly and then looked again. “Visit Havenwood Falls!”

      “Um . . . thanks,” she said.

      All Ivy could think was that the intensity of her situation had finally caught up with her, affecting proper functioning of her mind. Rest. I just need some rest, she thought. And food. Ivy turned back to her plate and ate. She flipped the flyer over so there would be nothing to distract her from the nourishment her body so clearly needed. When she finished, Ivy took the ticket Flo had put in front of her, pulled enough money to cover her meal and a tip out of her bag, and tucked it under the edge of the plate. Then she slung her backpack over her shoulder and headed to the restroom. She closed and rubbed her green eyes, willing to wake them up enough to see clearly. Then she tied her long red hair back in a low ponytail and splashed some cool water on her face. When she returned a few moments later, the diner was empty and the Greyhound bus was nowhere to be seen.

      “What the . . . ? They didn’t wait for me?”

      “The Greyhound waits for no man . . . or woman.” An older, kind-looking African American man whom Ivy hadn’t seen before stood at a table in the middle of the diner. He picked up dishes and stacked them in the bin in front of him. Ivy read his nametag: Brad. Brad? Seemed an odd name for an old, African American man, so she was sure she would have remembered seeing him earlier.

      “Is Flo around?” Ivy asked the man.

      “No one here but us chickens,” Brad laughed.

      Ivy furrowed her brow. She was about to peek her head into the kitchen when a bus pulled up. Not a Greyhound bus, but a bus just the same. The whole vehicle was an advertisement for the place only she had seen on the flyer from Flo. From the display, Havenwood Falls looked like a beautiful, quaint, and peaceful town. Ivy’s stomach fluttered. Peaceful. That was exactly what she needed right now. A place where no one would know her or what she could do.

      She didn’t want to leave without saying goodbye or thank you to Flo, but by looking at the shuttle schedule on the flyer, Ivy knew that if she didn’t catch this one, it’d be a long wait before the next one would arrive. She moved to the door and opened it, the bell above ringing out. When Flo didn’t appear, Ivy did the only thing she could.

      “Thanks, Flo!” The door closed behind her, and Ivy jogged to the bus.
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        * * *

      

      Brad watched as she found a seat and the shuttle pulled away, and then smiled.

      “You’re welcome, darlin’.”
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      The shuttle wound through the mountains, taking exits and turning onto streets that seemed to appear out of nowhere. Ivy’s stomach grew queasy as she watched out the window. At least no one but the bus driver would see if she threw up. She was the only passenger. The bus driver, a pudgy woman with black, wiry hair, cast more than one stink-eyed glance at Ivy in the rearview mirror. Ivy wondered if she was concerned about an imminent cleanup in the aisle.

      Two hours later, with the sun peeking over the mountains, Ivy arrived in picturesque Havenwood Falls. The town seemed to center around a common area with lush green grass, a gazebo, and a fountain. City Hall, the police station, shops, and even a charming inn lined the main streets. It was everything Ivy needed it to be.

      The bus stopped, and Ivy moved to the front.

      “Sure are a lot of people around for so early on a Saturday morning,” she said to the driver.

      “They’re all probably headed to the Havenwood Falls Farmers’ Market.” The woman’s gravelly voice caught Ivy off guard. She turned to look at her and felt terribly for thinking her hook nose made her look like a witch. Then she caught a glimpse of her nametag: Agatha. Well, that seems unfortunate.

      “You should check it out. Lots of goodies to find there, my dear,” Agatha continued.

      “Yeah . . . sure. Sounds fun.” Ivy stepped off the bus and spun around. “Oh! I forgot to ask how much I owed you.”

      “No charge, dear. All part of the hospitality of Havenwood Falls.” She smiled, revealing an oddly perfect set of teeth. “Enjoy your stay!” The door closed, and Agatha drove off.

      Ivy took a deep breath and adjusted her backpack. She surveyed the area, not sure where to start, but took Agatha’s suggestion and followed the crowd to the farmers’ market. No one seemed to pay much attention to Ivy. She simply flowed into the stream of people and soon found her way to Cook’s Corner Park. Tables lined the perimeter of the park, where townspeople were selling various and sundry items. Some had fruits or vegetables. And there was a booth with the most beautiful flowers Ivy had ever seen. Fairy Tale Florists. How cute. And, because there’s always at least one at a festival or farmers’ market, there were tables filled with candles, incense, lotions, and potions. Howe’s Herbal Shoppe. Not too hard to guess what you’re selling here in the Colorado mountains. Ivy let out a breathy chuckle.

      “Try some of my lotion, dear? The scent will drive the boys wild,” a woman who strangely resembled Agatha called out to her.

      “No, thank you,” Ivy answered politely. She wandered by the tables, noticing the artistry of crafts like carved hiking sticks and dream catchers. And even sampled some of the most delicious rye bread she’d ever tasted.

      Her feet and heart stopped when
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