
  
    [image: Falling Deep]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      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 . . .

      More than any other aspect of high school, Mallory Dorian dislikes most the mean girls. Every school has them, and her new school, Havenwood Falls High, is no exception. Beautiful. Fearless. Popular. They are the kind of girls everyone envies but secretly hates. Why they decide to make Mallory’s life a living hell, she can’t figure out. Maybe she looked at one of them wrong. Maybe she took away all the attention, being the new girl. Or maybe it’s because she is falling for one of their boyfriends—Torent Stark, the mysterious and troublesome guy whom she can’t seem to get out of her head.

      Take your pick.

      It doesn’t matter.

      What does matter is she’s a threat they’re determined to obliterate. But Mallory has her own problems. From the moment she stepped foot into the quaint mountain town, something has awakened inside her. Something she’s never felt before and can’t define. The mystic and dark waters call to her, beckoning her to discover her true self. But to find out what she is, Mallory must first survive her initiation into Havenwood Falls High.
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      I glanced in my rearview mirror, positive I was being punked. Nope. The boxes were still piled into the backseat of my aging Chevy Malibu. Forget trying to see out the back window. I had my whole life packed up in this hunk of junk.

      Kind of sad.

      Then again, my life was sad.

      I was moving, leaving behind yet another house, another school, and another group of friends.

      One year, I told myself. I only had one year left until I graduated, and then I could go wherever I wanted—live the life I chose—go to whatever college would have me. I only prayed this move didn’t mess up my chances of getting a swimming scholarship.

      I had worked too damn hard at being the best on my team. Correction—had been the best, but now that I was gone, the title went to Tiffany Hastings.

      My fingers clenched on the wheel.

      I’d miss a lot of things about living in Wisconsin, but Tiffany Hastings was definitely not one of them.

      In a way, I was glad we were moving if it meant I would never again have to see Brady Cooper, the miserable bum Mom had been married to for the last two years. I wasn’t going to miss his sorry face.

      Mom had just signed the divorce papers from her third husband. Yep. Third. She wasn’t lucky in love, or maybe it was because she only dated douchebags. And before the ink was even dry on the paper, Mom and I had our entire lives jammed into two cars, heading across the country to live in Havenwood Falls with my grandma, whom I called Gigi.

      The town’s stacked stone sign sat nestled between two flowering bushes, inviting and so cliché. I sank deeper into my seat, feeling anything but warm and fuzzy. “Welcome to Havenwood Falls” was written in black metal lettering.

      I snorted. Welcome my left butt cheek. Finding this place had been a joke. I had nearly tossed the GPS out the window after the fourth time it tried to get me to turn around back the way I’d come.

      Fortunately for us, Mom had been born here, yet still her sense of direction was crap. It was a freaking miracle we made it at all.

      Let the suckage begin.

      As I was reciting a list of things I already hated about Havenwood Falls, a streak of black darted out in front of my car, and reflexes kicked in as I slammed my foot on the brake. My poor car started to fishtail, and I knew this wasn’t going to end well for either of us—the car or me.

      I got one good glimpse of the creature before my car started to spin like a Ferris wheel on crack, and it didn’t stop until the Malibu hit the ditch, snapping my head back against the seat.

      Son of a⁠—

      God, that hurt.

      I rubbed the back of my head, praying there was no blood. The last thing I needed was to pass out, and the sight of the metallic sticky stuff would do just that. I could handle lots of things—brussels sprouts, unnatural blondes, guys in thongs—but blood? Nope, no way.

      My eyes flew out the window as I suddenly remembered the animal. I searched the road, looking for any sign of the critter. Had I hit it? Was it injured and lying hurt on the side of the street? Was I an animal killer?

      Ensue panic attack.

      I might be a lot of things, including the new girl, but I was definitely not a murderer.

      But it was gone. Just vanished. My best guess? It had taken off into the woods after its brush with death.

      Exhaling, I shifted the car into park and got out to check for damage. It wouldn’t be the first mishap or dent Betsy had suffered. Betsy was what I called this piece of crap car. A few more dings would probably be an improvement, but really, I shouldn’t complain. At least I had wheels to get me around. Not every seventeen-year-old could say the same.

      As I glared down the road leading into Havenwood Falls, I realized Mom hadn’t even stopped. Go figure. It would probably be a mile or more before she noticed I wasn’t trailing behind her.

      Fishing out my cell phone from the passenger seat, I sank back into the driver’s seat and dialed her number. I left the door open, letting the crisp air of October rush over my face. She answered on the fifth ring.

      “Hey, honey, you get lost?” Mom had a naturally husky voice that seemed to draw men to her like ants to a breadcrumb.

      “Not exactly. I got run off the road.”

      “You what?” she shrieked in the shrill voice that always made me cringe. “By who? Another car?”

      I rested my head on the back of the seat and closed my eyes for a moment. “Uh, no. It was an animal, I think. I’m going to need to call a tow truck.”

      “Are you okay at least?” she asked, suddenly getting around to worrying about my wellbeing. Mom wasn’t what you would call responsible. She often forgot to turn off the coffee pot in the morning or pack my lunch when I was in first grade. I learned quickly how to take care of myself.

      “I’m fine,” I assured her. “Just another chapter to add to our adventure.” Mom liked to think of each move—or starting over, as she so eloquently liked to say—as an adventure. I was tired of adventures and just wanted a place to call home.

      “I’ll turn around. Give me five minutes.” Through the phone, I heard her flip on the blinker.

      “Don’t bother. I don’t want to worry Gigi, and there’s no need for us both to wait for someone to show up. I’ll call you for directions as soon as my car is back on the road.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Positive. I’ll just look up a towing company on my phone and give them a call. No big deal.” So I kept telling myself. I can handle this. It’s time to start adulting. Which I pretty much had been doing since I was ten. That was when husband number one had decided he’d had enough and split, walking out on us both.

      I didn’t know my real dad. Never had. One of the pitfalls of being a product of teen pregnancy. Eighteen-year-old prospective fathers don’t always stick around.

      We didn’t need him.

      “Okay, honey. Call me as soon as you’re back on the road. The house is only ten minutes from where you are,” she said. I could tell she was chewing on her lip, her nervous habit.

      I assured her I would and hung up, immediately scouring the Internet on my phone for a local tow company. It took forever and a day for the search engine to load, and I blamed the soaring mountains. They were everywhere, and as breathtaking as the view was, my immediate concern was the crappy cell service.

      “Come on,” I encouraged under my breath, two seconds away from chucking my phone across the road. “Finally,” I groaned as a single name and number popped up. Havenwood Falls Garage & Tow Service. Perfect. I clicked on the Call Now link and waited as the phone rang.

      A gruff voice answered, and after I relayed my dire situation in way too much detail, he assured me help would be on the way in no more than twenty minutes. Crisis averted.

      Now what to do to kill time? I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel before climbing out of the car. I left the keys in the cup holder and got my first real glimpse of the town I’d be living in for the next ten months. Come graduation, I was gone.

      A river ran alongside the road near the base of the impressive mountains, bubbling faintly in the distance. The air was definitely crisp and cleaner as it moved in and out of my lungs. It seemed . . . peaceful, and I didn’t know why that surprised me. Across the road was a quaint little neighborhood.

      Pulling up the camera on my phone, I angled myself so the mountains were backdropped behind me and snapped a few selfies—okay, twenty, but I wanted to document the moment. My first catastrophe in my new home. Who wouldn’t want that memory to laugh about someday?

      I liked journals and scrapbooks. It was fun looking back on what was going on in my head or seeing the pictures of my friends. Wisconsin was far away now, including my old life. This marked my new journey aka stuck in hell, but regardless of the bad attitude, I would try for Gigi’s sake to make the most of it. No moping around the house.

      Fifteen minutes had passed when a truck pulled up, kicking dust in the air as I was snapping a picture of me in front of my poor car, angled so the trunk was sticking up in the air. I spun around and waited for the truck driver to get out. The name of the towing company was painted on the side of his cab. Tucking the loose strands of my honey-blond hair behind my ears, I smoothed the wrinkles from my hoodie. It had been a long drive, and I definitely wasn’t looking my finest, but what did I care what some old grease monkey thought of me?

      The door swung open and out stepped long legs covered in dark denim, but as the rest of him unfolded, my breath sort of stalled in my lungs. Broad shoulders lifted as he grabbed the side of the door, flashing a bit of defined abs. His jeans hung low on his hips, hugging a perfectly formed butt. My eyes traveled upward to his full, kissable lips, sharp cheeks, and stormy violet eyes fanned by sooty lashes. He looked down at me, the corner of his lip curving.

      Holy crap. Nothing about the truck driver was greasy, saggy, smelly, or old.

      His unusual and mesmerizing eyes captivated me, drawing me in until I felt as if I was floating in space.

      Hot guy alert. Don’t freak out. Don’t freak out.

      What did I do? I pocketed my phone and started rambling. “Thanks for coming. A thing jumped out in front of me, and I had to swerve off the road to avoid hitting it. Not exactly how I pictured my first day here, but maybe the universe is telling me something.” Someone stop me. Now! Before I give him my entire life story.

      “A thing?” he echoed in a deep, firm voice, lifting a condescending dark brow.

      Internal wince. Hot guys made me nervous, and I couldn’t be held accountable for the nonsense that came out of my mouth. “I’m not sure what it was—wolf or hellhound or bigfoot—take your pick. It was big and hairy.”

      His lips twitched. “If you say so.”

      A wave of embarrassment heated my cheeks.

      He swept aside the half of his obsidian hair that was long, the other part shaved short. “Are the keys in the car?”

      I nodded. “Cup holder.”

      He brushed past me to open the car door.

      Damn. He smelled amazing, like insta-lust in a bottle.

      I hated him. And wanted to have his babies at the same time.

      “What are you doing in Havenwood Falls?” he asked as he dropped into the driver’s seat, snatching up the keys. His eyes scanned the boxes in the backseat. “Vacation?”

      “I wish,” I groaned. “Divorce.”

      His questioning eyes found mine.

      “Not me,” I quickly clarified, feeling utterly mortified. “My mom. We’re moving in with my grandma,” I informed him, giving him more information than I normally would a total stranger.

      “Sorry,” he said, a glint of sympathy beaming in his gaze.

      I hated being pitied, and my jaw tightened. “Nothing to be sorry for. Brady was a dick.” Why was I telling him this?

      “You should meet my brother. He takes being a dick to a new level.”

      I found my lips twitching, even though I didn’t want to be amused by him. “And who would your brother be?” I fished. “Just so I can make sure to stay clear,” I added so he wouldn’t think I was hunting for information, which of course I was.

      “I have two, but it’s Brysen you have to watch out for. I’m Torent. Torent Stark. And you would be?” His smile reeked of trouble, and not the good kind.

      “Mallory Dorian.” I couldn’t get over how perfectly symmetrical his face was, and I was damn sure his tongue was pierced.

      “Who did you say your grandmother was? I probably know her. Havenwood Falls is that kind of town.”

      Swell. The corner of my lips curved. “I didn’t say.”

      He shifted the car in neutral, and taking the keys with him, stepped out of the car. His full height, which I guessed to be just over six feet, forced me to tip my head back to look him in the eyes. Something about the violet color intrigued me, a glint in the irises that wasn’t normal. He arched a brow as he waited for a name.

      I had prolonged intentionally. “Layla Whitt.”

      “Seriously?”

      My eyes narrowed. “What is that supposed to mean?”

      “Nothing. I just didn’t know she had a granddaughter.”

      He wasn’t telling me something, and I wanted to press him. I didn’t like secrets, and it had become clear that he was hiding something. “Yeah, well, this is my first time in Havenwood Falls. Actually, in Colorado.”

      “So you’re a . . .” He left the unfinished question dangling as if he was second-guessing himself. Those unusual eyes bored into mine.

      “I’m what?” I prompted, watching as he grabbed the hooky-thingamabob from the back of his truck.

      He glanced over his shoulder while he secured the anchor under my car, and I caught the flash of a tattoo on his forearm. The movement had been too quick for me to get a clear view, but I was intrigued.

      “A sophomore?” he posed.

      That was so not what was on his mind. What gives? Torent Stark was hiding something, but why? What could he possibly know about me or my family? “No, I’m a senior.”

      Straightening up, he dusted off his hands on his jeans. “That’s got to be rough, changing schools in the middle of a semester.”

      The sun was at his back, highlighting the sides of his cheekbones. Of all the people to meet first in Havenwood Falls, I had to encounter the most roguish of guys.

      I shrugged. When hadn’t my life been rough? “It’s only seven months. I’ll manage.”

      Something glittered in his eyes. “So you don’t plan on sticking around after?”

      Were all the people here this talkative? “Just long enough to graduate, and then I’m off to college.”

      Sauntering back to the truck, he wrenched open the door. “Havenwood Falls might surprise you. Who knows, you might find a reason to stick around.” The lopsided smirk he aimed at me made my stomach cartwheel.

      Was he implying he might be worth sticking around for? How presumptuous. I didn’t even know him and wasn’t positive I wanted to, regardless of how he made my insides react.

      With that carnal grin still playing on his lips, Torent jumped into the truck to hit the button. In under a minute, my car was safely out of the ditch and back on the road. There might have been one or two scratches to commemorate my first day in Havenwood Falls, but I was more concerned about the mark Torent Stark had left on me.

      “How much do I owe you?” I asked, tilting my head to the side as he slid out of the truck to lean against the side.

      “It’s on the house. Consider it a welcoming gift.” A breeze blew through from the surrounding mountains, picking up pieces of his wind-tousled hair and sweeping them over one eye.

      The urge to reach up and brush the loose strand of hair rose up inside me. I hadn’t expected it.

      “You really don’t have to do that,” I insisted, shoving my hands in my pockets before I did something stupid—like touched him.

      “I know. But maybe you’ll remember what a nice guy I was once you start school.”

      I gave him a funny look. “Are you saying you’re not a nice guy?”

      His gaze dropped and ran over my face. Something was there I couldn’t quite grasp—a warning? “Definitely not. Welcome to Havenwood Falls, crash car. See you Monday.” He dropped the keys into my hand.

      Not if I can help it.

      Slipping into the driver’s seat, I put the keys into the ignition and turned. The car cranked over once before finally starting.

      “Thanks for your help,” I said, looking up at him with a straight face, the door still open.

      He winked. “Anytime.”

      I didn’t plan on making a habit of being rescued by Torent Stark. Something told me to stay far and clear from him. I sat in my car, frowning as Stark got into the truck. I knew guys like him. They were distractions, the kind that got you pregnant before graduation, and that was the very last thing I wanted.

      To be my mom.
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      I pulled into the long driveway lined with aspen trees. The gold and orange leaves made the trees seem as if they were on fire. Fall was in full bloom, colors popping in the flowerbed surrounding the large porch of Gigi’s house.

      As I opened the car door, the smell of burning wood blew in with the crisp breeze that rattled the leaves overhead. I huddled deeper into my Wisconsin Badger hoodie.

      Gigi’s house was nestled deep in Havenwood Falls, outside of town. I’d always looked forward to Gigi’s visits. Eccentric she was, but it was one of the many things I adored about her. I knew very little about the town where Gigi lived. Odd, considering Mom grew up here, but she didn’t like to talk about her past.





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





OEBPS/images/logo-white.jpg






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-high-fallingdeep-high.jpg





OEBPS/images/inbooksubad.jpg
S
¢ FREE ﬁTOerQ}i
&MORE__ |

i
ot
i
S e J
P Click here to tell us where /"e‘)
tosend them (3
o e

o
N TALLS 8
- —— @&






