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      Before there was a curse, there was a wish.

      For generations, Noelani has lived in the forest of Havenwood Falls, bestowing blessings and good fortune on all who drink from the waters of her well. Over the years, she has been visited by hundreds of blushing brides and aging widows who crave her magic, but never has she met a heart as pure as that of Stella Malley—or as dark as that of her fiancé, Peter Heilen.

      When the couple arrives in Havenwood Falls in the autumn of 1993, the warm waters of Noelani’s well begin to run cold, and a bitter chill sets in to the naiad’s heart as the forest darkens around her.

      When Stella receives a postcard from the picturesque town of Havenwood Falls with an invite for Stella to sing at the Haven Saloon, the couple decides to skip the big wedding and elope. The more Stella falls in love with the town, the stranger Peter begins to act. After hearing stories of the magical, love-imbued waters of Noelani’s well, Stella believes it may be the only way to save her love from his dark path and return Peter’s heart to her. Little does she know that the wish she casts at the water’s edge may doom them all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LEGENDS OF HAVENWOOD FALLS BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Lost in Time by Tish Thawer

        Dawn of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        Redemption’s End by Eric R. Asher

        Trapped Within a Wish by Brynn Myers

        Blood and Damnation by Belinda Boring

        Fated Beginnings by E.J. Fechenda

        Emeline by Katie M. John

        Released From a Curse by Brynn Myers

        A Pack of Lies by Kallie Ross

        Kiss the Ashes by Desiree Lafawn

        Hidden Truths by Colleen Nye

        Wrath and Retribution by Belinda Boring

        Changing Fate by Char Webster

        Rise of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        The Drowning Bride by Seven Jane

      

        

      
        Also try the main Havenwood Falls series; the YA line, Havenwood Falls High; the darker, sexier side of town, Havenwood Falls Sin & Silk; and the local supernatural college, Sun & Moon Academy.

      

      

      
        
        Stay up to date at www.HavenwoodFalls.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

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

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY SEVEN JANE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Isle of Gold

        A Midnight Clear

      

      

      

      
        
        Of Salt and Stars (Havenwood Falls)

        The Drowning Bride (Legends of Havenwood Falls)

        Havenwood Falls Short Story Anthology 2019

      

      

    

  


  
    
      THE DROWNING BRIDE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        SEVEN JANE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 Seven Jane, 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

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Of Salt and Stars

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For my part, I know nothing with any certainty, but the sight of the stars makes me dream.

        —Vincent van Gogh
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      The fall of 1993 was a particularly lovely one, even in Pensacola, where autumn didn’t normally show its colors, much less announce itself with the usual splendor that it did in other parts of the eastern United States. With an average two hundred and twenty-four sunny days per year, northern Florida was a year-round blue-sky paradise, with temperatures that rarely dipped below ninety before late September and sometimes not even then.

      It almost never got cold enough for a real coat, and you could forget about winter, which might have gone by completely unnoticed were it not for the holiday season that inspired people to deck palm trees with Christmas lights and play “Mele Kalikimaka” on every local radio station. In Florida, Santa wore swimming trunks and Ray-Bans when he came for his annual deliveries—and why not? This part of the country hadn’t seen enough snow to turn anything fully white since the late seventies, and even then it only very barely qualified as a dusting—at least by New York standards, Stella’s home state.

      Now, in mid-September, other than a slight crisp in the evening breeze and a few blushing dogwood trees, it was nearly impossible to tell that the fall equinox was only a few days away, and Stella Malley was trying to come to terms with the fact that this would be the first time she’d celebrate the coming of fall in a place that almost never bothered itself to be anything other than summer.

      The thought cooled her in the way that a crisp autumn breeze would have, even if it did smell like saltwater.

      “It’s a hundred degrees outside and not a sign of fall in sight, and I’m still chilly,” Stella grumbled to herself, brushing the palms of her hands down her forearms and wishing she’d had the forethought to keep a light jacket in her car, even though people would have teased her for doing so. She slid behind the wheel and cranked the engine to life, ready to drive home in the dark after work, alone with her radio and her thoughts. Music blared reliably from the speakers, but true enough, it was after midnight and the thermometer on the bank she passed still read 89 degrees—not a temperature that fell within her idyllic fall range.

      Stella turned her mind toward happier things and tried to think cooler thoughts, but at the moment such a thing was a tall order, even for Stella, who was nothing if not a perpetual optimist.

      It wasn’t simply the lack of fall foliage that put a damper on her usually high spirits. Stella was already feeling seasonally out of place, and winter, she knew, was going to be truly bizarre by the time December came around. She’d be lying if she said she wasn’t excited to spend the holidays buried in white sand rather than in the snow she’d grown up with in upstate New York, but still, despite how long she had dreamed of living on the beach and how happy she was to call Florida her new home with her fiancé Peter, Stella was still a little anxious about her first holidays in the Sunshine State. A deep aching had settled into her bones during the last days of August, when holiday decorations had begun appearing on the shelves in the department stores around town. She and Peter had moved halfway across the country over the summer, right after May Day. As a result, this would be the first year she wouldn’t be able to partake in her family’s seasonal celebrations.

      Stella considered herself an independent, modern woman, but still she yearned for tradition and family, something she was moving toward but hadn’t quite reached yet with Peter. She might have been twenty-two and ready to settle down and start her own life, but that didn’t make the uprooting any easier, not even when she’d spent her whole life wishing she were somewhere warmer. Her mother was Nigerian by way of Haiti, and had inspired Stella with stories of sunshine and tropical climates, but her father was of Irish descent, and among the many mixed ethnic traditions celebrated in her childhood home, the spring and fall equinoxes had been her favorites. Her dad had called the fall equinox Mabon, a celebration that honored a moment of harvest, when the Welsh god Mabon performed his act of pure love with the cutting of the last grain and died until his return in spring.

      “Fall is a season of balance,” her dad had been fond of saying, his freckles lit up like fireflies with excitement as he taught Stella how to plait a sheaf of corn into a dolly. “This is the time of year that you reap what you sow, a harvest before we return to the darkness from whence we came to await the rebirth of the new year.”

      Her mother would scoff; her beloved Port-au-Prince was just as hot and humid this time of year as Florida, and she had never fully bought into seasonal change. But Stella had always liked her father’s version best—that fall was the cusp of transition, when the old faded away so that something new could grow in its place.

      That was another reason this year’s fall season seemed even more special, and even sadder to miss celebrating in full: right now Stella was just a girl in love. Come spring, she would be a bride, and together she and Peter would begin their new life as husband and wife here in Pensacola, where spring and summer and fall and winter all melded into one season of sand and sea.

      Thinking of it that way, Stella couldn’t help but fancy herself as the god Mabon himself: prepared to perform an act of pure love and await the spring. She was giving up changing leaves and cooler weather for the greater good—for her future and for her fiancé—and come spring, it would all be worth it. Who cared about the weather when you carried the spirit of the season in your heart?

      This year, she resolved, even if she couldn’t see it in the balmy, perpetually summer weather outside or celebrate it in the usual ways, Stella could still feel fall in her bones. That, she figured, like the transformation that came along when the sun headed south over the celestial equator, was what was making her restless—unbalanced. All five foot nine of her wasn’t just a woman at all, but a leaf, ready to transform her colors from bright summer green to crimson or gold or even deep, earthy burgundy. She was in the final stages of harvest and ready to be reborn—in a new place, with a new family and a new name.

      Having found a way to knit together her worries and anxieties and turn the half-empty glass back to half-full status, Stella hummed along on her ride home, thinking cooler thoughts after all. She wasn’t just a girl away from home and lamenting seasons lost, but a woman on the verge of becoming something new. She was preparing for the harvest of all she’d worked for in reaching both for her dreams and her future.

      Now, she could feel it. The feeling of fall was a crisp breath on her wheatish skin and the sound of rustling, dry leaves in her ears. It was the warm scent of pumpkins and cinnamon blooming from the air freshener she’d picked up tonight at the Kmart on Highway 90 and hung from the rearview mirror of her Ford Probe that was the same powder blue as the sky at dawn. Stella flicked the little cardboard tree and twisted the volume knob on her radio up another notch, her voice rising to match as she sped toward home through the late-night darkness of near-midnight.
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        * * *

      

      Elsewhere, deep in a forest edged by mountains, a single, crimson leaf fell from a branch above. It floated downward, wafting to and fro, and alighted on the surface of still water in a stone well, where a woman picked it up with interest and held it up in front of her face. She watched as the tender edges of the leaf began to frost and curl with cold, and then she shivered and cast the leaf away from her well.

      Noelani, the Lady of the Water, slipped her toes back into the water and thought about love as a pair of young women, their arms laden with wildflowers, made their way under the moonlight to ask her blessing.
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        * * *

      

      Stella’s coupe had been an early wedding present from her soon-to-be husband, Peter Heilen.

      It was her dream car—brand new, sleek and sporty, and Peter hadn’t approved of the car any more than he’d approved of Stella adding the underbody lights or installing the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        About This Book
      


      		
        Legends of Havenwood Falls Books
      


      		
        Books by Seven Jane
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        An Excerpt
      


      		
        Of Salt and Stars
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Legends of Havenwood Falls Books


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		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/havenwoodfalls-legends-jane-drowning-bride-high.jpg
DROWNING
BRIDE

SEVEN JANE






OEBPS/images/inbooksubad.jpg
——————— O,

N3 = G

FREE STORIES
& MORE

~ Free & exclusive stories and other goodics
~ Be the first to know about sales and events
~ Stay up to date on new releases from
Ang'dora Productions

X

= @ac,\@ifc

Click here to tell us where
o P send them
@,‘ L HVDIO0

‘(. X505 FALL@ O A







