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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…

      Seventeen-year-old Serena Alverson is drawn to water. She spends much of her time by the falls, sketching the beauty of life’s sustenance. An introverted “late bloomer,” she has no interest in a social life aside from her two best friends, Logan and Nikki. She’s never had a serious boyfriend and has rarely left the safety of Havenwood Falls.

      Serena has big dreams for her future, things she wants for herself after high school—to travel and study the great artists of the world while developing her own craft. To break free from the sleepy little town she outgrew by age eight. But her carefully laid plans fall asunder when she receives a gift from her aunt, a mysterious necklace with the power to sear her skin. With each burn, she questions her sanity. It doesn’t help that an ominous figure starts shadowing her steps.

      When Mother Nature finally comes knocking, she hands Serena not only her womanhood, but also a wicked lifetime curse with the potential to destroy everything and everyone she loves. For water also has a dark side. Water is birth, water is life . . . water is death.

    

  


  
    
      THE FALL

      A HAVENWOOD FALLS HIGH NOVELLA

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        KRISTEN YARD

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ang’dora Productions, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Havenwood Falls High Books

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Somewhere Within

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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

        Inamorata by Randi Cooley Wilson

        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!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 Kristen Yard, 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 MaeIDesign.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.

      

      Ebook ISBN: 978-1-939859-43-3

      Print ISBN: 978-1-939859-44-0

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Alexa

        My love for you is water.

        Undying, life-giving,

        in this world and beyond—always.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        If you are falling…dive.

        ~ Joseph Campbell
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      Light glimmers through the ceiling of a cavern. Moonlight morphs the water into a sea of diamonds, bobbing gently against rock walls. Water roars in the distance. I sit up, assessing the situation.

      Where am I?

      How did I wind up in a cave, when I swear I just laid my head down for a quick couch nap? Glancing down at my bare feet, I note the dirt on them. Where are my shoes?

      I steady myself and then rise to my feet, looking for an exit, but there isn’t one. My heart ricochets off my rib cage as I run my hands along the wall, edging my toes over the tiny strip of stone separating me from the water.

      “Help!” I call, sifting through memories of the day, trying to piece together what could have led to this.

      School, then a Coffee Haven stop with my best friend, Nikki Morris, and her new boyfriend, Max Cooper, then home, and couch.

      So how am I here? And what is this place?

      My mind flashes to the lagoon behind the tiny distributary waterfall that runs from Havenwood Falls into my own backyard, but the lagoon looks nothing like this. There is definitely an exit to that cavern.

      My hands go clammy. Max was the one who grabbed our coffees from the barista and brought them to the table. Logan Andrews, my and Nikki’s other best friend, is convinced that Max brought not only designer clothes, but also designer drugs with him when he moved here from New York City.

      He drugged us. That’s it. Oh my God. Nikki.

      Whatever fear I have for my own well-being takes a back seat to the throat-tightening terror of picturing my bestie tied up in a trunk—or worse.

      “NIKKI!” My voice breaks into a sob. Then I clamp my hands over my mouth, realizing that Max might still be in the vicinity. What if I got away and am now luring him back to finish me off? No. I have to find a way out and call for help.

      Losing my footing, I slide down onto my knees, my arms flailing out to catch me before I fall into the lagoon.

      I fight to catch my breath and then notice a sound that picks up over the surrounding cacophony of rushing water.

      Whispers. Layers of them, building upon one another.

      I freeze, trying to focus in, past the rushing falls, so that I can understand what they are saying. All the while, my mind begs me to run, but I cannot move.

      The whispers finally come together into one voice.

      “Serenaaaaaa.”

      It comes directly from the water in front of me. With a gulp, I take a breath and then lean forward, until I am directly over the brackish pool.

      The inky clouds clear. An emerald light shines from below the surface, revealing a woman in the depths. Her blond hair cascades around her in waves, concealing her face.

      I lean in closer, and the current finally moves enough of her flaxen strands that I can make out her features. A porcelain face with a pointy chin, long eyelashes, a slightly turned-up nose, and full, pink lips. The birthmark on her left cheek sends my heart stuttering, but when her eyes snap open, revealing piercing blue irises, I scream.

      Because the girl in the water is me.

      Her eyes glow. She shoots up, water droplets glittering around her. She smirks and then pulls me in, as I scream and kick, trying to break free.
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        * * *

      

      “Serena? Serena!” Aunt Odette yells, as I attempt punching my way to freedom. “Hey! Million Dollar Baby! It’s just me, your adorable aunt, trying to wake you up to give you cake and presents. Can you please refrain from killing me?”

      I blink a couple of times. The warm glow of the fireplace and the log walls of my family’s cabin releases the knot in my stomach.

      “You feeling okay, honey?” Aunt Odette’s face eclipses my view of the room. Her sky-blue eyes narrow in concern, and she places a hand on my forehead.

      “Yeah . . . just a wicked nightmare.”

      “You want to talk about it?” she asks, rubbing my shoulder.

      I shudder. “No, I’m good.”

      Slowly, I sit up and stretch, shaking the dream off. “So, what’s this you said about cake? And did you make it yourself?” I ask, eyeing her, because I love my aunt, but she cannot cook to save her life.

      She grins. “Yes, I did. But no worries. I’ve been practicing! Oh, Serena.” She sighs in disapproval.

      “What?” I yawn.

      “Your feet are filthy. Next time, can you please clean them off before you put them on the furniture?”

      The knot returns to my stomach, and I lean over to examine them. My eyes frantically search through the pile of shoes by the door, and I try to remember what I had worn to school. Sandals would explain dirt, but it’s too cool for sandals. It was a dream. How would this even be possible?

      “Okay, okay, I’m sorry for channeling Grandma. That even weirded me out,” she says, misunderstanding my reaction.

      I let out a nervous laugh, and she pulls me to my feet, smoothing my hair.

      “And about that cake, oh, ye of little faith. You never know, it could actually be the best of your life.” She winks and leads me into the chilly October night.

      We walk through our yard, nestled beside Mount Alexa and surrounded by the woods on all sides. Our roaring mini waterfall is a curtain to the lagoon I explored as a little girl, sitting behind our cabin. The thought of it brings me back to the cavern in my nightmare, speeding up my heart, as my mind continues to try making sense of what just happened.

      The memory of glowing eyes in the water quickens my pace toward our family’s business, the Fallview Grill & Tavern, which is on our property, but higher up the mountain.

      “Why are we going here instead of just eating in the house?” I ask.

      “Man, are you writing a novel or something? Why all the questions? Maybe I just didn’t want to burn the house down. You know, since you think I suck at all things culinary.”

      “But your heart is in the right place,” I offer.

      She snorts and then gestures toward the entrance of our restaurant. “Hey, can you open the door? I messed my back up earlier.”

      “How?” I ask in concern, holding the door open for her to pass.

      “SURPRISE!” a group of people shout. I fall back against the door, laughing as my aunt winks.

      “Gotcha!” she singsongs, leading me over to the small gathering of our family and friends.

      The rustic lodge vibe of the tavern is at odds with the very feminine lavender and silver streamers, balloons, and number-18 decorations strewn about.

      Nikki and Logan come up to me first. In the time since we left school this afternoon, Nikki’s long wavy brown hair has been hacked into a shoulder-length bob. I gasp as I take it in, flashing Logan a confused look. He barely nods in what I take as quiet agreement that he’s as shocked as I am by Nikki’s new do.

      “Oh!”

      “Ya like?” she asks.

      I gape at Nikki, because her hair has been one of her most prized physical traits as far back as I can remember.

      Her face falls. “You don’t like. Clearly.”

      “I don’t like,” my little sister Laurel pipes up.

      Nikki narrows her eyes. “Nobody asked you, Felicia.”

      “Laurel!” Lena, my other little sister and Laurel’s twin, scolds her, as I glare at Laurel. She shrugs. Her white-blond hair shines under the lights as she plops down on the couch and starts texting someone. My phone beeps. I pull it out of my pocket and then turn toward Laurel after reading the text.

      “You couldn’t just say ‘happy birthday’ instead of texting it?”

      She shrugs again, and Lena comes up and gives me a quick hug.

      “Happy birthday, sis.”

      “Thanks, Bug,”

      When I glance up, my best friend still looks aggravated.

      “Nikki, I think your hair is adorable. You just caught everyone by surprise,” I protest, wrapping my arms around her.

      “Happy birthday, babe,” she says, kissing my cheek.

      Honestly, Nikki’s new look does frame her pixie-like features, high cheekbones, and doe eyes to perfection. It’s just that she has been undergoing some pretty weird and major personality changes over the past few months, which have left Logan and me worrying. The brooding dark-haired guy in expensive clothing trailing her is one of Logan’s biggest concerns when it comes to Nikki’s strange, new behavior.

      “Hey, Max,” I say, still uneasy from his appearance in my dream. Misplaced or not.

      “Happy natal day,” Max says.

      I blink and then smile, but Logan rolls his eyes.

      “Hey,” I say to Logan when he wraps his broad arms around me, pulling me in for one of his famous, all-encompassing hugs. His familiar woodsy scent nestles around me.

      “Happy birthday, Rena. Sorry. My, uh, dad couldn’t make it,” he says to Aunt Odette, who waves it off.

      “One Andrews is plenty, and you’re my favorite of the lot,” she teases, knowing as well as I do how much it hurts Logan that his dad is such a workaholic. Mr. Andrews owns a contracting firm that builds cabins for anyone, from the professional mountain man to the tourist who just wants to build a summer home. He has allowed work to become his new wife in the wake of Logan’s mom’s death a few years back.

      “Thanks for coming,” I say, extricating myself from the awkwardly long hug.

      Logan grins and slowly releases his hold. His gray eyes sparkle down on me, and he runs a hand through his sandy-blond hair.

      Nikki’s parents, Aunt Brynna and Uncle Christian, emerge from the kitchen with Simon Turner, the only person on the Alverson property who can cook worth a damn and the chef of the business.

      Aunt Odette went to high school with Nikki’s mom and dad. She and Aunt Brynna grew up together and have been best friends as far back as they can remember. Hence the whole “aunt” and “uncle” thing.

      I catch a whiff of the dish that Simon carries, and my stomach rumbles.

      “I even surprised myself with this one. Vegan ratatouille, for our little humanitarian artist.” He grins.

      “She’s not so little anymore, Simon,” Aunt Brynna teases.

      Aunt Odette sighs, and Aunt Brynna squeezes her lightly around the shoulder.

      “Just think, they’re us, basically yesterday,” Aunt Odette says, staring at me and Nikki.

      Nikki snorts. “Yeah, if yesterday was 1972.”

      Aunt Brynna raises an eyebrow. “Actually, we were 90s kids, brat.” We laugh, but I can’t tell if Aunt Brynna was just teasing Nikki, or if she meant to be nastier with that word choice.

      Aunt Odette eyes the two of us with a smile. “It’s weird, looking at them, isn’t it?” she says to Aunt Brynna. “Like looking at old pictures of ourselves.” She flashes a wistful smile.

      “Pfft, they’re the knock-off us,” Aunt Brynna says. They both dissolve into peals of laughter.

      Simon hands them fresh glasses of white wine. “Well, at least they are entertaining,” he says to Uncle Christian, nodding toward my two aunts.

      Uncle Christian chuckles and then walks up to me.

      “Happy birthday, Serena,” he says, giving me a hug that Aunt Brynna and Aunt Odette both pile on top of.

      “Simon, help!” I squeak.

      From his place by the bar, Simon calls the adults over, pouring Uncle Christian a beer, and already refilling Aunt Brynna’s and Aunt Odette’s glasses of wine that they somehow managed to suck down.

      “Man, do you think we will be total lushes like that in our forties?” Nikki says, a little too loudly. “I mean, what else is there to do in the mountains?”

      “Nikkola!” Aunt Brynna scolds, glaring over her shoulder. In all fairness, the only time Aunt Odette drinks is when Aunt Brynna comes over. But Aunt Brynna has earned her wino title.

      “Not in our forties yet,” Aunt Odette calls over her shoulder, before turning back to whatever she and Simon are discussing.

      “Hey, beer wench!” Nikki calls to Simon. “I made Serena a birthday playlist. Hook my phone up to the sound system?”

      “Depends what’s on it.” Simon folds his arms across his chest, an unlikely indie-snob-banter-bond existing between them.

      “LCD Soundsystem, Belle and Sebastian, Mitski, The Rapture . . .”

      “Yes, yes, yes, no.”

      “Simon . . .” I pout.

      “Fine.” He accepts Nikki’s phone and syncs her music to the speakers.

      She grins. “You’re a gentleman and a scholar. So . . . what do you want to do first, Serena? Open your presents! I can’t wait to give you ours. I almost ruined it eleventy times today alone!”

      “Yes!” I grin back.

      “Nikkola, that’s after dinner,” Aunt Brynna calls back.

      “Her sense of hearing is annoyingly far-reaching,” Nikki mutters.

      “Oh, what does it matter, Brynna? If Serena wants to open presents, let her,” Uncle Christian says.

      “Yeah, the food has to cool a little anyway,” Simon offers.

      “Okay, ours first!” Nikki claps her hands together. I can feel her mother’s eyes on her and glance in her direction.

      Sure enough, Aunt Brynna glares daggers. What the heck? Nikki isn’t even doing anything. Thankfully, Nikki doesn’t seem to notice. It’s not the first time that her overbearing mom has come down on her hard while drinking.

      Nikki hands me a lavender gift bag. I look at my present pile and smile because everything is lavender.

      “Man, you guys have my number, huh?” I joke.

      The adults laugh, and my friends and Lena grin at me. Laurel is consumed by whatever is on her phone.

      Nikki shoves the gift bag in my face. I reach in, and crushed velvet melts into my hands as I pull out a hunter-green vintage Fendi hobo bag, without one drop of leather on it. Charcoal beads stipple the front and back.

      “Oh, Nik! How in the world?” There’s no way she makes enough to buy this purse, waiting tables here for Aunt Odette and Simon part time.

      Max grins, and I have my answer.

      “Callie helped locate it. Wasn’t easy, since Fendi is known for leather,” Nikki says.

      Inner conflict wrinkles my nose, because I refuse to own anything that means an animal died for me to have it.

      “Callie and I even made sure that the freaking velvet and the satin lining came from vegan sources. Let me tell you how fun that was. I swear, not one creature died in the making of this bag.” Nikki reassures me.

      “Except for a hippie’s bell bottoms,” Simon cracks.

      “Nikki, this is too much!” I gasp, twirling it around in my hand, and then standing to admire it on my arm.

      “My best friend only turns eighteen once. Plus, Callie was really cool about it. She said it’s the one piece that has entered her shop that she knows with one-hundred-percent certainty you won’t . . . ‘defile’? I believe that was the word she chose.”

      Aw, Callie. I make a mental note to not hack any vintage finds from her consignment shop for at least a few weeks.

      “She even let me make payments. Max offered to pay for the whole thing, but that’s not how I roll.” Nikki winks.

      “I love it.” I breathe out, still admiring it. All the planning Nikki clearly put into the gift chokes me up.

      “Open the inside pocket!” she says.

      “But—” I object, because there had better not be anything else.

      Four xx tickets slip into my hands.

      I glance up, and Uncle Christian and Aunt Brynna raise their glasses, acknowledging their contribution to my amazing gift.

      “The xx?” I shriek. “NO WAY!”

      They have sold out the past couple of times Nikki and I have tried to see them in Red Rocks.

      “Happy birthday, kiddo!” Uncle Christian calls.

      “Happy birthday to all of us!” Nikki grins, pulling me up to dance around in circles with her, Max, and the tickets. Logan steps to the side, but still smiles, holding a hand out to spin Nikki.

      I set the tickets and purse down so I can hug her and awkwardly hug Max, all the while feeling guilty for my weird dream involving him. Then I head over to Uncle Christian and Aunt Brynna and hug them, too.

      “You do have more presents over there.” Aunt Odette winks, taking a sip from her glass.

      “I’ll go put the food back in the oven, because I’m guessing it’s cooler than we want.” Simon heads toward the table to check on it.

      “Sorry!” I call after him, but he waves me off, laidback as ever.

      When I head back over to my present pile, I unwrap a beautiful crystal bracelet from Logan, with matching earrings.

      “Oh, wow—this is gorgeous. Thank you!” I say. He wraps me in another of those hugs that are starting to feel less friendly and more like something else, so I clear my throat and step back.

      Simon’s gifts are quite predictable. Two new PlayStation games, because I am the only one who plays with him.

      “Are these for me or you?” I ask, holding them up, and he laughs.

      “Open mine next,” Laurel demands. And since it’s weird for her to openly participate in anything these days, I go along with it.

      Nikki hands me a lavender box. I open the lid and then narrow my eyes when I pull out the vintage Ramones shirt that I bought from Callie’s Consignments and spent close to five hours hacking the back of so that I could weave glass beads into it. Of course, I had to hide this from Callie, because she considers my vintage clothing hacks to basically be sacrilege.

      I stand up, letting the box fall from my lap, the shirt in my hands.

      “Are you kidding me? My Ramones shirt!”

      I have been searching for it since August. I wanted to wear it on the first day of school and had accused Laurel of stealing it. I even got in trouble, because I had gone after her, and Aunt Odette didn’t find the shirt in her room.

      Nikki snorts and then covers her mouth, forcing a straight face.

      “What?” Laurel demands. “I wanted to give you something I knew you would love.”

      “Hey, twisted little ray of sunshine,” Aunt Odette says to Laurel from the bar. “You and I are talking later.”

      “Here, open mine?” Lena asks, handing me a large gift bag. “It’s actually from Laurel, too.”

      “Is not,” Laurel grumbles.

      I pat Lena’s hand, because she is forever the peacemaker of the house. I open the bag and find the three-hundred-count Prismacolor pencil set I have been drooling over, along with a portable easel and three sketchpads, all with different types of paper.

      “Lena!” I say in shock.

      “Check out the easel.” Simon points the bottleneck in his hand toward it. “She spent hours at my place painting it for you, so you wouldn’t see it.”

      I pull the easel from the bag. The cherry wood has been covered in cherry blossom branches, with petals falling.

      “Oh, Bug. This is amazing.” I set it down and pull my youngest sister in so I can give her a squeeze, her face beet-red.

      Lena mumbles, “Just wanted to give you something you can hang on to.”

      “It’s perfect,” I say.

      “Yeah, just like she is,” Laurel mutters.

      Lena’s eyes glisten, and she looks away.

      “Aaaaaaaaand later is now. Kitchen,” Aunt Odette says.

      “Big surprise,” Laurel snaps, stomping through the dining area to follow our aunt.

      Simon sighs. I hug Lena and whisper encouragement that I know falls on deaf ears.

      Before hormones, Laurel was one of my favorite people to spend time with. Now, not so much.

      One present sits in the once-full pile. A lavender envelope with Aunt Odette’s handwriting. She is still in the kitchen, her voice raising as she tries to talk sense into my sister, so I place it in the back pocket of my jeans.

      Logan touches my shoulder. “Hey, can I talk to you for a second?”

      My throat tightens, because I’m not ready to talk about what I think he wants to discuss. I nod anyway.

      Logan leads the way to the patio door. Nikki  waggles her eyebrows at us as we walk by. I narrow my eyes at her.

      Logan holds the door open for me. The globe lights that Simon strung on the wooden railings and the metal awning cast a hazy glow over the mist coming off Havenwood Falls.

      I walk to the railing and glance down at the waterfall that the patio overlooks. I have often wondered if this was the best location for a bar patio.

      The roar of the water sends a chill through my spine, reminding me of my dream, and I shiver violently.

      “You cold?” Logan asks, shrugging out of his red flannel shirt before I can answer.

      I nod, and he helps me slip my arms into it.

      “Thanks, but now aren’t you cold?” I ask, gesturing toward his black T-shirt.

      “The way Coach had us running laps after bombing out last week, I think I’ll be toasty all winter,” he jokes, referring to their big loss, which wiped out all chances of a homecoming game.

      “So, uh, thanks for my gift,” I say, glancing down at the charcoal crystals that glitter on my wrist. I realize that it’s the exact same shade as the beads on my purse, which is still on my arm, because I am in love.

      He smiles. “Nikki and I coordinated.”

      “I’m so lucky. I really do have the best best-friends a girl could ask for.”

      He winces a little, and I clear my throat. It feels like ever since we became seniors, Logan and I have fallen out of sync.

      “Speaking of Nikki . . .” Logan says. “That’s why I asked you out here.”

      “Oh?” I try to cover the relief in my voice, but I am almost positive I fail.

      He hesitates for a moment. “Yeah, I still think Max is giving her drugs of some sort.”

      “I don’t know, Logan. Max seems really nice.”

      “Why is everyone so blind? Nikki is clearly exhibiting classic signs of drug use, ever since dating him. Drastic change in appearance, ditching school, and she’s mean all the time,” he says.

      “I just feel like if it were the case, I would know.”

      “Oh, are you ‘psychic’ like she is, too?” He rolls his eyes. As kids, Nikki always teased us that she was a witch. In middle school, that switched to botched fortune telling.

      “I won’t argue some of those points. Something is definitely going on, but I just don’t get that vibe from Max like you do.”

      “Is it because he bought you an expensive purse?” Logan snaps.

      “Um, wow. No,” I answer in the same frosty tone.

      He sighs and scrubs his hair with both hands. “I’m sorry. That was stupid.”

      “Yeah, it was.” I bump his shoulder with mine. “But I know you meant well. You care about her. I get it.”

      “Well, talk to her or something, please?” He asks. “Nik and I are in such a weird place ever since that douchenozzle came to town. She doesn’t really talk to me or hang out anymore, like it bothers him or something.”

      “And you’re so welcoming and friendly to Max. It’s mind-boggling, really!” I tease.

      He mutters something under his breath.

      “I’ll tell you what. I’ll work on talking to Nikki, but can you please work on being open to Max? You could be wrong about him. Plus, it will make her happy if we can all be friends.”

      “The hell does she care what I think?” He mumbles.

      I cock my head to the side and flash him a duh look. “You know you’ve always been a sort of big brother figure to her. When she picks on you, it’s because she feels like you don’t approve of her anymore. She’s hurt, so she lashes out at you.”

      “She has changed so much. I don’t even know if I would be friends with this Nikki if we had just met,” he grumbles.

      “Well, that’s not the case. She’s always been there for us, Logan. A few years ago, did she leave you hanging when you needed her most?”

      Logan looks away. I know bringing up his mom’s death was a low blow, but he’s so stubborn that I have to get through to him any way I can.

      He sighs, and I know I have won. “Why do you girls have to be so damn complicated?”

      I snort. “Yeah, we are the complicated ones. Reasons why I have basically always been single.”

      He mumbles something else.

      “What?” I ask.

      “Nothing. Look, we should head back in.” He gestures toward the table that Simon and the other adults are busy filling with food.

      “Wait.” I grab Logan’s wrist as he turns away.

      He slowly turns to face me, his eyes sad.

      “No matter what happens this year, the three of us stick together. Right? If it’s drugs, we deal with it and help her. If it’s her psychotic mother, which is more likely the case, we deal with it and help her.”

      Logan glares at me. “And if it’s the douche canoe from New York, I will deal with it.”

      “Logan,” I sigh.

      He grins, dimples appearing. “I said I would try to get along with him, but I didn’t agree to starting tonight.”

      Logan winks and then takes my hand and leads me inside.
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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,
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